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CHAPTER 1

The sun was up. A small shaft of light fell across the top edge of Ben Murdock’s TV. He paused the game, set the controller down, and stood up to readjust the makeshift blanket curtain hanging from his window, knocking over an empty soda can and almost stepping on a plate of half-eaten food as he did.

Ben’s legs were half asleep, and painful tingles shot down them as the blood rushed back into his muscles. He started to pull one edge of the blanket up higher. The other side of it snapped loose, letting the sun’s bright light through in a sudden burst. He winced, squinted his eyes, and tried not to make the comparison between himself and a vampire.

He was two weeks into his summer vacation, and all the days were beginning to run together. Ben planned on playing video games and staying in his room for the duration. His cell phone was turned off and had been since he’d finished his graduation ceremony. He’d been procrastinating turning it back on, to the point that now the idea of checking his texts and voice mails felt equivalent to giving himself a bad papercut.

After putting the blanket back into his place, Ben made his way back over to his spot on the floor, his back leaning against pillows stacked between him and the side of his bed, and unpaused the game.

Ben was busy looking for the Orc Umbros. He’d read online about him being hidden a short distance off a beaten mountain path, between two of the in-game cities. If he could find him and kill him, the sword he’d get as a reward would become his new primary weapon.

The volume on the TV was turned up loud enough that Ben didn’t realize his stepmom was outside the door until she started knocking. He didn’t react. The door was locked, and he had no intention of getting up to let her in.

“Ben! Honey, did you hear me?” Alexa’s voice was worried, authoritative, and a little desperate. “Please, just open the door.”

He did his best to ignore her. Out of all the people in his life, his mom was the one that he’d failed to retreat away from or push back. She continued cooking his meals, washing his clothes, and taking care of him as best as she could.

Alexa had been in Ben’s life since shortly after he was born, and was the only mother he’d ever known. Along with his adopted sister, she’d essentially raised Ben on her own, given the long stretches of time that Ben’s father, Richard, would be away for work.

“I’m coming in!” There was a clicking noise in the mechanism of the door, and Ben’s mom appeared on the other side of it, holding a plastic gift card in one hand and looking somewhat pleased with herself. She started to reach for one of the blankets on the window and then thought better of it, turning on the overhead light for illumination instead.

“What do you want, mom?” asked Ben. He frowned and paused the game to look at her, blinking twice as his eyes focused on her features.

Ben was, at that moment and in general, very aware of the fact that Alexa was his mother with a capital m. She was the authority in the household and managed to discipline him and get her way more often than the other parents in the neighborhood, as far as he’d seen.

But that, apparently, didn’t stop his red-blooded, 18 year old hormones from flaring up as he looked her. She was a petite woman, about a head shorter than him, now that he’d made it through to the other side of pubescence.

Her hair was a shiny dark blonde and a little longer than shoulder length. It was wet, and tucked into the hem of a white cotton bathrobe. Her eyes were a deep crystalline blue, and they fit her lovely oval face like gemstones set into expensive jewelry.

On top of all that, Alexa had a body that even Playboy starlets would have been envious of, had any existed in their tiny town. Her breasts were large and buoyant for a woman in her thirties.  The soft curves of her hips and butt were eye-catching and absolutely mesmerizing in the right outfit.

All of this meant that his mom was the center of attention everywhere she went. Men lusted after her. Women loathed her. And all the while, Alexa smiled politely, as though oblivious to the true extent of her attractiveness. She was the type of woman that legitimized the definitions of concepts like “beauty”, “sex appeal”, and “drop dead gorgeous”.

Ben realized that he’d been staring at her blankly for several seconds straight, not listening to her as she spoke. He glanced away, remembering again that she was his mother, and tried to blame his reaction on the fact that it had been over a week since he’d seen another woman in the flesh. She was just a woman, like any other. She happened to be somewhat attractive, and she also happened to be his mother, and Ben reminded himself that neither fact was all that big of a deal.

“Uh, Ben?” His mom folded her arms across her chest and frowned at him. “Are you listening to me?”

“Oh, uh…” His voice felt scratchy and weak after going unused for days. “Sorry, what did say?”

“I made you an appointment for this morning, sweetie,” she said. “Look, I know you’re still unsure about this kind of thing, but I researched this therapist ahead of time. Her name is Dr. Kimberly Heart. She specializes in cases like yours.”

“Cases like mine?” Ben shook his head and scowled. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Honey…” His mother leaned forward, the slit of her bathrobe coming slightly open and revealing a bit of cleavage. “You know exactly what I mean. You’re a young man with your entire life ahead of you, and you’re withdrawing from the world.”

She set her hand on the side of his cheek and slowly turned Ben’s face to meet her own. Then, she slowly leaned in and planted a soft kiss on his cheek. The contact of her lips against his skin felt much hotter than it should have.

“I’m just tired, mom,” said Ben. “I’ve just been recovering from the stress of the end of the year.”

“And I’ve been helping you as much as I can,” said Alexa. “But this…” She gestured to the room around them. “It’s not healthy past a certain point.”

Ben took a deep breath. His mom set her hand on his chest, as though she was trying to impart some of her own energy and will into him, directly through his heart.

“Okay,” said Ben, after several long seconds. “But I’m only going so that you’ll stop bothering me about it.”

“That’s fine by me.” His mother smiled at him, looking very pleased with herself.


CHAPTER 2

A strange, irrational fear began to form in the pit of Ben’s stomach as he made his way over to the door. His room had become his entire realm over the past two weeks, and any time he was outside of it, be it to grab food or drop off clothes in the laundry room, he felt exposed and a little anxious.

He forced himself to walk down the sunlit hallway, which was almost too bright for his eyes to take. Ben stopped at the bathroom, stepped inside, and closed the door behind him, regaining a little bit of a sense of control.

The face staring back at him in the mirror was disheveled depressed, and hard for him to recognize. Ben brushed his teeth, shaved, and then climbed into the shower, trying not to think about how long it had been since he’d last done all three.

The water felt good against his hair and face. He took deep calming breaths. Maybe seeing the therapist would help, he thought to himself. A small part of him was eager to get back to a normal life, with a normal sleep schedule, and normal habits. The rest of him wasn’t sure if it knew how, and he wondered if therapy could be what he needed to bridge the gap.

Ben’s mind wandered. He thought about all of the things he missed about the outside world, the smell of the summer air, feeling the grass underneath his bare feet, and women walking around in thin, flirty sundresses. He began to get excited, mentally and physically.

“Ben?” Again, there was a knock at the door, along with his mother’s voice. “One of your friends is on the phone.”

The door started to open and Ben rushed to turn the shower off. He hastily wrapped a towel around himself as his mom stepped into the bathroom.

“Jeez, mom!” He shook his head and tried not to blush, hoping that she didn’t notice the bulge against the towel’s fabric. “You could have told them to call back.”

Alexa frowned, looked as though she was about to say something, and then thought better of it. She passed him the phone, and as Ben took it from her, his towel slipped loose, letting his hard cock snap out into the air. He winced and turned to the side.

“Uh, hello?”

“Ben, buddy!” James’s voice was unmistakable on the other side of the line. “I thought you’d died, or something.”

“Oh, uh, sorry,” Ben mumbled. He glanced over his shoulder and saw that his mom was still in the bathroom. She looked as though she was waiting to take the phone back from him, but she was blushing, and her eyes were tilted downward.

“I’ve called and texted you like, no joke, a hundred times,” said James. “Are you trying to avoid me, or something?”

“No, it’s not that,” said Ben. “I just…”

He trailed off, feeling out of practice with conversation, and more than a little distracted by his mother’s presence. He crouched down and fumbled for the towel, managing to pick it up and hold it over his erection like a shield.

“We’re on the way to your place,” said James. “We’ll be there in five minutes or so.”

“James, hold on,” said Ben. “I-“

“I’m not taking no for an answer! See you soon!”

The connection clicked off. Ben frowned at his phone, and then looked back over at his mother. She was staring at the wall of the bathroom, but her entire face was flushed bright red.

“Thanks, mom,” he said, handing her back the phone.

“Whatever I can do to help, sweetie.” She left the bathroom without looking at him.

Ben finished his shower as quickly as he could and then headed back to his room to get dressed. A strangely compelling voice in the back of his head screamed for him to stay in there, to forget about James and his friends. Nothing good could come from seeing them at this point, and everything good could come from playing some more Valenfall, and getting a new sword.

He shook the thoughts away, finished pulling on his clothes, and headed back into the hallway. Walking through the house in the morning was something he hadn’t done since the start of summer vacation. When he entered the kitchen and caught a whiff of the breakfast Alexa was busy cooking up for him, the smell was almost too much.

His mom smiled at him. She’d changed into one of the thin, flirty sundresses he’d been thinking about before, and it fit her well, though Ben did his best not to notice.

“We’ll be leaving in about fifteen minutes,” she said. “I hope this doesn’t get in the way of things with your friends.”

Ben shook his head slightly.

“It’s fine,” he said. “Really. Don’t worry about it.”

A car beeped from outside the house. Ben walked over to the front door, opened it, and stepped outside.

He felt awkward, and a little terrified. James’s bright red sedan was parked on the street in front of the house. A couple pushed a baby in a stroller down the sidewalk, and another man jogged by in athletic shorts and a tank top. Ben felt like they were all staring at him, waiting for him to make a fool of himself, and even though he knew it was irrational, he couldn’t shake the thought.

James beeped the horn again, and Ben blinked a couple of times and started walking over. All of the windows were down, and Ben could see Jerome and Aiden in the passenger and back seats.

“Hey,” said Ben. “Uh, what are you guys up to?”

“We’re getting ready to drive up to Lakewood University,” said James. “They’re doing a special open campus thing this afternoon. I figure we might as well go, given that we’re going to be spending the next few years there.”

A lump formed in Ben’s throat. He wanted to slam his head into something hard. Lakewood University, or rather, not being accepted into Lakewood University, had been what triggered his retreat from the world.

“I…” Ben tried to speak but found it hard to make words. “I… can’t.”

“Why the hell not?” asked James.

Ben hadn’t told him. He hadn’t told anyone, other than his mom.

“I didn’t get in,” he finally managed.

Everyone in the car looked at him as though he’d just revealed that he were a space alien.

“You didn’t get in?” James was smiling, with a single eyebrow raised. “That’s ridiculous, everybody that applied that I’ve talked to got in.”

“I didn’t,” said Ben.

Jerome let out a chuckle in the back of the car. Another jogger, this time a woman in her twenties, slowed down as she approached where he stood on the sidewalk, as though appraising the situation from the dreadful look on Ben’s face.

“Wow, that uh, that sucks,” said James. His expression hadn’t changed. If anything, it held a bit more humor in it, as though a cruel joke had been played on Ben that he couldn’t help but find funny.

“Yeah…” said Ben. “I should probably-“

“Wait, what are you going to do?” asked Jerome. “For the next few years, I mean.”

Ben chewed his lip. His heart felt heavy, and his stomach was twisting in knots.

“Go to community college here in Pinecross,” he said.

“You’re seriously telling me that you’re going to stay stuck in this tiny town?”

The words cut Ben deep, although he knew that James hadn’t intended them as such. He forced himself to smile, even though he wanted more than anything to be back in his room.

“Like I said,” he said. “I didn’t get in.”

This time, Jerome and Aiden started laughing. James looked like he wanted to, despite the empathy that he clearly also felt for Ben.

“Ah,” said James, once he’d regained his composure. “Well, I guess you probably wouldn’t enjoy coming with us then.”

Ben shook his head, past the point of wanting to converse.

“Later man!” James pulled his car forward, making a U-turn in the empty street and noisily speeding off through the neighborhood.


CHAPTER 3

Ben was halfway back to the front door when Alexa appeared in the doorway. She made no attempt to get out of his way as he tried to slip inside, instead leaning forward and passing him a homemade breakfast sandwich.

“You can eat on the way,” she said.

“Mom,” said Ben. “I’m not sure I feel up to it. Can we just reschedule?”

His mother shook her head slowly and placed her hands on her hips. A gust of wind blew across the lawn, lifting the bottom hem of her dress up slightly and giving Ben a brief flash of his mother’s thighs.

“Do this as a favor for me, Ben,” she said. “I know you’ve been depressed lately. I know you don’t want to be stuck in this town. But sometimes we get stuck in situations that are less than perfect. We just have to do the best we can.”

She smiled at him, the expression giving off a beauty and warmth of its own. Ben let out a sigh and nodded his head. He turned toward the car just in time to see a man walking his dog pass by on the sidewalk, whose attention turned to Alexa as he openly ogled her from afar.

“You’re probably right, Mom,” said Ben. He sat next to her in the car as the two of them drove through the small collection of residential areas and essential services that composed Pinecross.

“Thank you, sweetie,” said Alexa. “It’s all about maintaining that kind of attitude. Things will get better for you if you believe they will.”

“I know,” said Ben. “It just sucks knowing that I’m going to be all alone for the next few years.”

“You aren’t alone.” His mother smiled at him and reached her hand over, resting it on his thigh as she slowed the car to a stop at a red light. “I’m here, too.”

Neither of them said anything for a moment, and the air in the car felt unusual, almost electric. The light turned green and Alexa pulled her hand back, driving the car through the intersection and then around the next corner.

She pulled the car into an open parking spot outside of a small spa on one of the town’s busier streets. It was owned by the mother of another student that had graduated the year before, and Ben raised an eyebrow at the window.

“This is it?” he asked.

“On the second floor,” she said. “Dr. Heart started renting the space a few months ago.”

“Ah.”

The two of them got out of the car. Pinecross only had a handful of buildings over three stories high, and they were headed into one of them. The sidewalk was made of interlocking red bricks, giving the area a rustic, mid 20th
 century ambiance.

A small interior stairway zigzagged up to the higher floors. The second-floor doorway had a small brass nameplate on the front of it, along with an opaque glass window. Alexa opened it and smiled at Ben as she led him inside.

“Good morning.” A woman in her early to mid-forties sat behind a receptionist’s desk. She wore a pair of oval shaped glasses and smiled at them as they approached.

“Hello,” said Alexa. “I’m Alexa Murdock. I made an appointment for my son, Ben.”

“Ah yes, of course.” The woman stood up slowly and came around to the other side of the desk to greet them. “Welcome. Please, have a seat.”

She was attractive, both in a physical and professional sense. Her hair was dark brown, almost black, without a trace of gray. She was tall and thin in a feminine, elegant way. She wore a purple sweater over a button up blouse and a gray pencil skirt, an outfit that was casual, and yet serious.

“Ben, I’m Dr. Kimberly Heart,” she said. “You can call me Kim or Dr. Kim, whichever you prefer.”

“Okay,” he said. “Nice to meet you, Dr. Kim.”

He reached his hand out to shake hers. Dr. Kim took shook it slowly, almost sensually. She locked eyes with him and let one of her fingers caress the inside of his palm. Ben felt the intensity of her gaze, even as he looked away.

“Did I give you enough information about Ben’s situation over the phone?” asked his mom.

“Yes, but anything else you can add would be helpful.”

Alexa glanced over at Ben, as though hoping he’d join in and help describe his situation. When Ben wasn’t forthcoming, she cleared her throat and gave Dr. Kim a basic rundown of the past few weeks.

“I see.” Dr. Kim walked over to her desk, returning with a clipboard and patient information packet. “If you could fill these out Mrs. Murdock, I’ll take Ben back into my office so the two of us can get started.”

“Yes, of course.” Alexa took the clipboard and gave Ben’s hand a gentle squeeze. She smiled at him, her eyes meeting his and conveying a bit of both the hope and worry that she was feeling.

“Right this way, Ben,” said Dr. Kim.

She led him through a door in the back of the lobby and closed the door behind them. It looked exactly like what Ben always imagined a therapist’s office looking like, complete with the long, black leather therapy chair, leafy plants, and several bookshelves full of medical texts.

“Please, have a seat,” said Dr. Kim. She walked over to her desk and leaned back on it. “The most important thing in a session like this is for you to feel comfortable, Ben.”

He took a deep breath and forced himself to smile.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I just… haven’t been myself lately.”

“It’s quite alright. It takes a lot of courage to get to where you are now. The hard part is over.”

Ben settled into the therapy chair, leaning against its slanted back. He closed his eyes, and when he opened them, he saw Dr. Kim watching him with a smile on her face.

“How has your summer been going, Ben?” she asked.

Ben shrugged and looked down his hands, rubbing his fingers together with more nervous tension that he wanted to showcase.

“It’s been tough,” he said. “So far, at least. I was pretty crushed when the year ended, and I really got a sense of what it meant to not be going off to college with my friends.”

Dr. Kim nodded. She didn’t make any move to write down his response. Her eyes were empathetic, and she appeared to muse over his answer for a moment, looking for something in the words.

“Your mom mentioned that you’ve been playing a lot of video games,” she said, voice nonjudgmental and matter of fact. “Is that something that you enjoy?”

Ben shrugged again.

“Yeah,” he said. “I guess it is. At least when it’s something that I’m doing in moderation, and not using to run away from my problems.”

Dr. Kim smiled at him.

“Have you ever kissed a girl before, Ben?” asked Dr. Kim, in that same matter of fact voice.

“What?”

“Have you ever kissed a girl, or done anything more than just that?” she repeated.

Ben felt his cheeks flush up slightly. His experience with girls at his school had been limited to the occasional bout of flirting, and nothing more. It wasn’t for lack of interest on his part, but as with many things in his life, he always made the mistake of setting his expectations too high and lacking the motivation in the essential moments.

“Is this… do I really have to talk about this?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Dr. Kim. She folded her legs and looked down at him from her spot against the desk. “I have a theory about what might be wrong with you, Ben. I need to know the truth.”

Ben frowned, and then after a few seconds, shook his head slightly.

“No,” he said. “I… haven’t done much with girls. I haven’t done anything, really.”

“And you are attracted to them, are you not?”

Ben gritted his teeth, feeling a small burst of irrational anger welling up in his chest.

“Yes,” he said sharply. “I am.”

“Look, I’m sorry to poke at this if it’s a sensitive subject for you,” she said. “But I’ve dealt with cases like yours before. Cases involving teenaged male virgins.”

“This is ridiculous,” said Ben. “How is this any of your-“

“I’m not trying to offend you, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “In fact, the reason why I’m bridging this hypothesis is because of what I see when I look at you.”

“Oh yeah? And what, exactly, is that?”

“A strapping young man,” said Dr. Kim. “You’re tall, in relatively good shape. You have a nice, boyish face, and probably a few other adequate features under the hood, so to speak.”

She grinned at him, and if Ben hadn’t already been at his limit for embarrassment, he would have looked away.

“Are you willing to hear out what I have to say about your condition, and what I believe might be an appropriate, simple solution?”

Ben thought about it for a moment before nodding.

“I guess.”

“Perfect!” Dr. Kim walked over to the door of her office and set the lock on her door. She turned around to look at him and took slow steps over to where he was on the therapy chair.

“Why did you lock the door?” asked Ben.

“Because I’m going to ask you to take off your pants in a couple of minutes, Ben.”


CHAPTER 4

Ben blinked. He was absolutely sure that he’d misheard her, but his brain couldn’t decipher what her original intended words had been. He opened his mouth, closed it, scratched his head, and then opened his mouth again.

“Uh, do you think you could repeat that for me?” he asked. Dr. Kim had a faint smile on her face and met his eyes confidently.

“It’s probably best if I explain my observations a bit more thoroughly,” she said. “From what I can tell, Ben, you’re suffering from a mild case of depression, with elements of agoraphobia and social anxiety mixed in.”

“I… wouldn’t argue with that, I guess,” he replied.

“I’ve seen it many times before, under many different circumstances,” said Dr. Kim. “Oftentimes when it comes to people your age, it’s dismissed as teenage angst, or moodiness.”

Dr. Kim leaned over the therapy chair, allowing Ben a nice view of her blouse and the smooth skin of her neckline and bust. He let his eyes trace their way down her body, which was thin, and wondered about what she looked like unwrapped.

“Before I moved to Pinecross, I worked as an emotional and intimacy therapist in New York City,” said Dr. Kim. “I’ve seen your exact case several times before. You’re a virgin, you’re stuck in your comfort zone, and some of the only outlets you have, in your case, your friends, are being pulled away from you.”

Ben took a deep breath and thought about what she was saying.

“Aren’t there pills or something that you’re supposed to try to give me?”

Dr. Kim smiled at him.

“Is that what you want, Ben?” she asked. “What I’m suggesting is very different from that, and more focused on helping you achieve a healthy emotional balance, and develop as a person.”

“And what are you suggesting, exactly?”

A silent second that seemed to last an eternity went by. Ben held eye contact with Dr. Kim throughout it, feeling tension form in the air that had an almost tangible quality to it. She was feeling something too, contributing her own emotions to the vibe in the room.

“You have a hormonal imbalance, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “But it’s more than just that. I think it would be more appropriate to call it an emotional intimacy imbalance.”

Ben shook his head.

“This is starting to sound a little too much like new age nonsense for me.”

“How often do you open up to people, Ben?” asked Dr. Kim.

“Often enough.”

She gave him a blank look.

“I don’t mean in conversation,” she said. “I mean emotionally, spiritually, and physically. I don’t think it would be out of line for me to suggest that you’ve never done it before.”

“I…” Ben bit back his initial response. He wanted to tell her that she was talking out of her ass, and that he knew himself well enough to know that she was wrong. But he couldn’t, and his thoughts turned back to his dark, dank room, Valenfall, and the person he was slowly turning into over days and weeks of self-enforced seclusion.

“Ben, I don’t think you’d find the treatment I have in mind to be anything other than practical,” said Dr. Kim. “It’s one I’ve recommended to patients before, and aside from a few cases in which puritanical values or embarrassment got in the way, it’s been quite effective.”

“…What is it?” he asked.

Dr. Kim didn’t answer him immediately. She walked back over to her desk and pulled something out from a drawer near the bottom of it. Ben saw what it was as she moved back over to him, and accepted the tiny box of tissues as she handed it to him.

“Ben,” she said, in a soft voice. “I want you to masturbate. Right here, with me in the room. With me guiding you through it, with my voice.”

His reaction would have been surprised, shocked even, if not for the fact that he found it impossible to take her suggestion seriously.

“Is this some kind of joke?” asked Ben. “Or like, I don’t know, some type of weird point you’re trying to prove? Yes, I’ve been out of it lately, and I’ve been feeling really depressed. But I’m not stupid.”

Ben chuckled to himself. He looked down at the box of tissues and then back up at Dr. Kim. He immediately did a double take when he saw that she was unbuttoning her blouse. Her bra underneath was light purple, and it kept her small breasts neatly confined.

“I’m serious,” she said. “And I can undress further if you need more convincing.”

Despite himself, Ben felt his cock slowly hardening in his pants. He nodded slowly without realizing it and watched as Dr. Kim walked over to her chair behind her desk. She rolled it across the floor until it was close to Ben’s therapy chair, turned it so it was facing away from him, and sat down.

“Are you ready, Ben?” she asked.

“What? No, I-”

“I want you to unzip your jeans,” said Dr. Kim. “That’s all. I already unbuttoned my blouse. You can at least do that much so that we’re even.”

Ben ran a hand through his hair, and then slowly reached down and unzipped his jeans.

“Okay,” he said. “I did it.”

“Now reach down and very carefully, very gently, pull your erection out.”

“This… is insane.” Ben furrowed his brow and stared down into his lap.

“Are you happy with your life right now, Ben?”

He thought about the question for a moment.

“…No,” he said.

“Then listen to my words and follow along,” said Dr. Kim. “It’s that simple.”

“…Alright.”

“Ben…” Dr. Kim’s voice took on a sensual, candy coated tone, almost like a woman from a sex line. “I want you to pull out your young, hard cock. Let it out, Ben. Hold it in your hand.”

Still fighting his own embarrassment and doubts, Ben slipped his boxers and pants down further and took out his cock. He kept his hands on either side of it, though it was too large for him to cover plausibly if someone came in, or if Dr. Kim turned around.

“Good,” she said, without needing to look. “Now Ben, I want you to slowly wrap your hand around the base of your erection.”

Her words were hot and illicit and made his entire cock pulse with pleasure as he took hold of it. Ben stared across the room at Dr. Kim’s back. She looked much more attractive than she had before, as though she’d revealed her real self underneath.

“Slowly bring your hand up…” Dr. Kim’s voice was a sexy, soft whisper. “…And then back down.”

Ben did it. A slow moan escaped his lips. It felt incredible, better than masturbation ever had for him before. He was in public, in his therapist’s office, no less, stroking his cock. His mom was waiting no more than a dozen feet outside the room, and he was in here, aroused and engaged by Dr. Kim’s voice.

“Does that feel good, Ben?” Dr. Kim all but giggled, her voice glowing with sexy flirtatiousness.

“Yes,” he said. “It feels… great.”

“Close your eyes, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “Close your eyes and focus on the sensation for me. Up, and down. Up, and down.”

Ben closed his eyes and let her voice guide him. The pleasure was insane, several magnitudes higher than what he was capable of reaching on his own. It felt like it had its own form and shape, and each stroke on his cock stretched it into something larger than it had been before.

“That’s it, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “You’re so young and enthusiastic. You’re at your sexual peak, and the more you embrace it, and enjoy it, the more everything is going to fall into place.”

Strangely, Ben began to feel a sensation inside of him that could only be described as sexual confidence. He smiled slightly. He was masturbating in front of Dr. Kim, a woman in her mid-forties, who was far enough past the point of her peak sexuality to make what he had into an enviable thing.

“Ben…” Dr. Kim’s voice came from closer to him than it had before, but he didn’t flinch away. Instead, Ben slowly shifted position, opening his legs, leaning back on one elbow, and stroking his cock as though trying to put on an erotic show.

A soft, warm hand settled onto Ben’s thigh. A new undercurrent of pleasure coursed through him as it slowly slid up toward his crotch, stopping just before reaching his cock.

“You’re so young,” whispered Dr. Kim. “A strong young man, with a hard young cock.”

As she said the word cock, her hand moved up a little further. It closed over Ben’s, as though locking his into place. She let him lead for a moment, and then slowly took control, guiding Ben’s hand with her own and giving him what was essentially on the verge of being a hand job.

“Oh, wow,” moaned Ben. He could feel his limit approaching. A flutter of panic surged through him as he thought about what he would do when he was ready to cum.

“Shhh, it’s okay,” whispered Dr. Kim. “Stay in the moment.”

He kept stroking with his hand, listening to the soft, unintelligible cooing noises that Dr. Kim continued to urge him on with. He felt pleasure building in his crotch, and then his chest, and then all of his body at once.

“Oh!” Ben jerked his hips up as he reached his limit. Cum erupted out of his cock. With his eyes closed, he couldn’t see where it ended up, but he felt the soft dabbing of tissues and heard Dr. Kim giggling and marveling under her breath.

“Oh my,” she said. “That was quite the powerful orgasm, Ben. You can open your eyes, now.”

Ben almost didn’t want to. It felt good just to lie there in the therapy chair, and to let all his troubles fade underneath the tide of pleasure overtaking him. He slowly came back to reality. Dr. Kim was still sitting next to him when he opened his eyes, carefully cleaning off his crotch with a handful of tissues. She smiled at him and then cleared her throat, standing up to throw the sticky mess into her garbage.

“How do you feel?” she asked, smiling.

“Amazing,” said Ben. “I feel… amazing.”

Dr. Kim buttoned her blouse up with quick movements and nodded to him.

“We’ll leave things here for today, Ben,” she said.

“Can I schedule another appointment?” he immediately asked.

“You can…” Dr. Kim frowned slightly. “The goal for this treatment, as I hope you can understand, is to help you find someone who can do this for you in a truly intimate capacity.”

“Like… a girlfriend?” asked Ben.

“Or someone who can serve as a surrogate,” said Dr. Kim. “Someone close to you. The more you can share your sexuality with someone that truly cares about you, the more sexually realized you’ll become.”

Ben finished zipping his pants up and stood up. Dr. Kim was waiting for him by her desk, and he wiped his hand off on the back of his jeans before reaching out to shake her hand.

“Thank you, Dr. Kim,” he said. She nodded curtly.

“Send your mother in,” she said. “I need to talk to her about something.”

Ben felt his heart skip a beat.

“You aren’t going to tell her about… well, about this, are you?”

“Ben…” Dr. Kim set her hands on his shoulders. “She cares about you. She cared enough to seek me out. She deserves to know.”

Ben didn’t say anything. The idea of his mom knowing about what had just happened, about him masturbating in front of his therapist, with her just outside the room, was horrifying. He swallowed, feeling the shame as though it were a cold chill in the air.

“Trust me, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “Telling her is for the best. Don’t worry. I will keep my explanation tasteful and discrete.”

She winked at him, and Ben turned to leave the room.


CHAPTER 5

Alexa was reading an issue of National Geographic in the waiting room, one leg crossed over the other, and a few strands of her hair falling forward into the gentle curves of her cleavage. Ben smiled when he met her eye. He still felt good from the treatment, as though each step and movement was lighter than it had been before.

“How was it, honey?” asked his mom.

“It was good,” he said. “I think she’s the right therapist for me.”

Dr. Kim joined them at the edge of her doorway.

“Do you mind if we have a word, Mrs. Murdock?” she asked.

“Yes, of course,” said Alexa. She stood up, leaned forward to smooth her sundress out, and then followed Dr. Kim into her office, shutting the door behind her.

Alone in the waiting room, Ben began to process the experience. It was as though a picture had been created out of what had formerly been vague dots. He understood now why sex was at the center of so much of society, why it compelled people to do things, good and bad.

He’d masturbated before, of course. But it had never felt like what he’d just done with Dr. Kim. The difference was black and white. He felt like he’d experienced a taste of something transcendent, and his mind was racing with ideas about how to get more of it.

Ben thought of the state he’d been in that morning, locked in his room, playing Valenfall and shunning the outside the world. He shuddered at the idea of regressing back.

His mother and Dr. Kim were in the therapy room for at least ten minutes, possibly far longer. Ben’s sense of time felt out of sync. When the door finally opened, and his mom walked through it, she didn’t meet his eye. Her face was red, and one of her hands moved restlessly along her dress.

“I have availabilities in my schedule throughout all of next week,” said Dr. Kim. “In Ben’s case, I think it would be best if you-“

“We’ll call if we need to schedule another appointment!” Alexa’s voice was sharp and more than a little intense. She smiled politely at Dr. Kim and all but dragged Ben out of the office, not bothering to say anything to him until they were in the stairwell.

“Mom,” he said, cringing a bit internally. “Are you okay?”

“Yes, honey,” she said. “I’m fine. I just…”

She looked at him and blushed.

“We’ll talk about it more in the car!” she said.

His mom walked fast, keeping a few feet between them, almost like a buffer against whatever was unnerving her. The two of them exited the building and then climbed into the car. Alexa sighed and slipped the key into the ignition without turning it.

“Dr. Kim told me…” She paused, biting her lip slightly. “She said that the two of you engaged in some… unconventional treatment.”

It was Ben’s turn to blush. Hearing the tone in her voice made him feel ashamed of what had happened, even though during and directly after, it had been nothing short of amazing.

“Yeah, she did,” said Ben. “But Mom, as crazy as it sounds, I think she might be onto something.”

Alexa made a dismissive noise and shook her head. She started the car and pulled out onto the street with more acceleration than what was probably needed.

“I didn’t realize the treatment was going to be…” Again, she trailed off, as though it was too dirty for her to describe masturbation and sex in even the vaguest of terms.

“It was fine, Mom,” said Ben. “She’s a professional. She knows what she’s doing, and I think it helped me.”

His mother made an annoyed sounding noise. She slowed the car to a stop at the intersection and looked over at him, frowning.

“Sweetie, what she’s doing is borderline illegal.” She reached over and set a hand on his thigh in what was meant to be a motherly, loving gesture. “I don’t think this is the right approach to take.”

“But Mom, it felt so, uh, I mean, it was really effective,” said Ben. “I think with a couple more treatments I could-“

“There are other things that could help you!” snapped his mom. “You aren’t looking at this clearly. You’re a teenage boy, and to you, what just happened probably felt…”

Once more, Alexa’s internal hang-ups cut her point off halfway through. She squeezed Ben’s thigh slightly and then pulled her hand back as the stoplight turned green.

“I can’t think of anything else that would work like this,” said Ben. “What do you expect me to do instead? Take pills? Go to group therapy? Mom, I feel like this could help me get better!”

His mother sighed. She didn’t say anything, and silence filled the car, thick with tension. Ben leaned back in his seat and stared out the window, feeling his body relax as they pulled onto their home street. He frowned as his mom kept driving, passing their house.

“Uh, mom?” he asked. “That was-“

“I know, honey,” she said. “We’re not going home just yet.”

She smiled and reached into her purse, pulling out a tiny pamphlet and handing it to him. Ben scanned the front of it. It was a brochure for the Pinecross Players, the town’s local theater company.

“Er… what’s this?” he asked.

“They’re auditioning for their summer play,” said his mom.

“And?”

Alexa took a deep breath and let it out forcefully.

“You need to get out of your comfort zone, Ben,” she said. “I realize you may have… enjoyed, what happened in that woman’s office. But it isn’t going to be anything more than a short-term solution to a long-term problem.”

Ben disagreed with her on that point, but didn’t say as much.

“Mom, I’m not an actor,” he said. “I’m not even an aspiring actor.”

“You used to play-act all the time when you were younger, sweetie.”

“Yeah, when I was like, five.” Ben shook his head. “This isn’t going to help me.”

“I think you auditioning for a role, whether you get one or not, will do more for you than whatever treatment Dr. Kim gave you, if you can even call it that.”

There was a surprising amount of passionate venom in Alexa’s voice. Ben couldn’t understand why. She was his mother and Dr. Kim was his therapist. It had been her idea to bring him in for a session in the first place. Ben sighed.

“Fine, whatever,” he said.

“Oh, come on, Ben,” said his mom. “Don’t be that way.”

“I’m only doing this because you won’t let it go, Mom.”

She slowed the car as they approached the Pinecross Player’s theater, which was only a half mile or so from their house. The parking lot was empty, save for a single car, and she pulled into the spot closest to the door.

“Ben…” Alexa turned to look at him, eyes full of emotion. “I love you. And I care about you getting better, more than you know.”

“I know, Mom,” he said.

“Just give this a try,” she said. “And give other things a try. And just keep trying. That’s what’s going to help you get better. There is no magic button that will make you love life.”

Ben nodded, though in the back of his head, he remembered the pleasure of being in front of Dr. Kim, of listening to her voice, feeling her hand against his.

“I know,” he said. “You’re right.”

She nodded to him.

“The auditions aren’t until tomorrow, but it looks like the director is here,” she said. “You can get a copy of the script and stay up late tonight practicing your lines.”

Ben nodded and unbuckled his seat belt. A thought occurred to him, and he raised an eyebrow at his mom.

“Were you interested in theater, when you were younger?” he asked.

“Yeah,” said his mom. “Why?”

Ben chuckled.

“No reason,” he said. “Alright, I’ll do it.”


CHAPTER 6

Ben climbed out of the car and was a little surprised to see his mom getting out, too. She leaned forward to fix her sandal as she came around to the other side, showing a flash of cleavage as her sundress billowed open slightly.

“You’re coming in, too?” he asked.

“Well, yeah,” she said. “Just to talk to the director, and see the old stage. It’s been over a decade since I’ve last been inside.”

“Thinking about auditioning for a role yourself?” asked Ben. His mom scoffed and shook her head.

“No, no,” she said. “My acting days are behind me.”

Ben nodded and began walking toward the front door. The Pinecross Players theater was a large building, at least by the standards of their small town. It was three levels high, with big wooden double doors out front. Next to them was a large corkboard, shielded from the rain by the porch’s overhanging, and covered with advertisements and pamphlets for various plays and productions.

The doors were unlocked. There was a small lobby area on the other side, with a booth for a ticket vendor and a few bathrooms. Past that was another set of doors, and through them was the theater itself.

Ben had been inside a couple of times before, mostly for school and non-theater related events held in the space. There was seating for at least a couple hundred people. The aisles sloped downward, and the stage, aside from having a floor in need of refinishing, looked fairly professional.

Thick curtains hung from either side and along the back, and Ben could see spacious areas for the cast to wait in the wings. There was also a small hatch, painted to match the floor, along the back wall, presumably another entrance for actors to enter or exit.

A woman sat in one of the seats closest to the stage, holding a clipboard and pen and focusing on something. Ben looked over at his mom, who smiled at him, and then began walking down the aisle toward the woman.

“Hello,” he said. “Are you the director, by any chance?”

The woman flinched slightly as Ben’s voice startled her out of focus. She stood up and squinted to get a better look at them in the dark of the mostly unlit auditorium.

“Yes,” she said. “I take it that makes you another potential actor, looking for a role?”

“I guess it does,” he said. “My name is Ben Murdock.”

As he drew closer, he made out more details. The woman was rather attractive, and about the same age as his mom. She had large breasts and nice curves, bordering on being voluptuous if not for the fact that her waist was trim and everything was in nice proportion. Her skin was dark tan, and her hair was jet black and shoulder length.

“Luciana?” Alexa stopped a few steps short of approaching the woman.

“Oh my god, Alexa,” said the woman. “That is you, isn’t it?”

Neither woman said anything for a moment. Ben stood in between them, feeling a bit awkward.

“Uh…” He said, more to break the silence than anything. “Do you two know each other?”

“Yes,” said Alexa. “We do. We went to high school together, and were both in the drama club.”

There was something in Ben’s mother’s voice that hinted at her not being entirely pleased to be seeing the other woman again. He looked over his shoulder at her and saw her frowning slightly.

“It’s been so long,” said Luciana. “You haven’t changed a bit, in all that time.”

The way Luciana spoke made the statement sound almost like an accusation.

“Neither have you, Luciana,” said Alexa. “And you’re the director here, now? You had such aspirations when we were younger.”

“Yeah, what can I say,” said Luciana. “I decided to pursue my career rather than settling for anything less.”

“Well, it certainly looks like that decision paid off,” said Alexa. “The Pinecross Players. Are you planning an international tour anytime soon?”

“Are you here to audition?” asked Luciana. “I’m sure we could find a role backstage that would suit you wonderfully.”

Ben cleared his throat with as much force as he could muster.

“So like I said,” he interrupted. “I’m the one interested in auditioning. I stopped by to introduce myself, and pick up a script, if that’s alright.”

It took Luciana a moment to turn her attention away from Alexa. She was wearing a pair of tight jeans, along with a loose white blouse with frills along the bottom hem. She smiled at Ben and motioned for him to step over to her.

“Hmm…” Luciana slowly circled around him, running her eyes over his body. “Well, I think I just might be able to do something with you, indeed.”

From behind them, Alexa made an annoyed sounding noise and came a little bit closer.

"Have you ever done any acting before, Ben?”

He shook his head.

“So,” said Luciana. “That would make this your first time?”

She took a step closer to him, standing only a few inches away. She was a little shorter than Ben, but not by much, and met his eyes with an intensity that made the room feel superheated.

“Yeah,” said Ben. “First time.”

“Well then…” Luciana reached over to her chair and picked up the packet she’d been looking at. “Here’s the script.”

She pushed it against Ben’s chest, letting one of her fingers run across his shirt at the side. His mom made another impatient noise behind them.

“This is the one I was using for myself,” said Luciana. “It’s full of markings and scribbles already, my own personal thoughts.”

“Uh, okay,” said Ben.

“You can take it if you want, though,” she said. “And have it for yourself.”

Ben nodded slowly. For some reason, he found her words to be compelling, as though she was casting a spell over him.

“Is there anything else Ben needs to know?” asked Alexa, her voice stern.

“Auditions are tomorrow, Ben,” said Luciana. “You’re handsome enough that I think you could have whichever role you wanted, as long as you study your lines.”

“Seriously?” asked Ben.

“Well, you might have to suck up to me a little bit first,” whispered Luciana. Alexa stomped her foot, but Ben pretended not to notice.

“Right,” he said. “Okay. I’ll be here tomorrow, then.”

“I can’t wait to see what you have to offer Ben,” said Luciana. She glanced back at Alexa. “And it was nice seeing you, Alexa. You should consider what I said about helping out. We could always use another stage hand, or someone to check tickets at the door.”

Ben watched his mother seethe. She walked over to him, took his hand in a firm grip, and started pulling him up the aisle.

“Bye, Ben,” called Luciana. He wasn’t sure, but he thought he heard the sound of her blowing him a kiss.


CHAPTER 7

Alexa didn’t say anything to Ben, not even after they’d climbed back into her car. She pulled out of the theater’s driveway with aggressive turns. It reminded him a bit of how she’d reacted after they’d left Dr. Kim’s office.

“Uh, Mom,” he said. “What was that about?”

She let out a sigh and tapped her finger on the wheel before glancing over at him.

“I’m sorry, honey,” she said. “We went to school together. Luciana and I never got along very well.”

Ben raised an eyebrow.

“High school, you mean?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

“It’s been at least… a decade since then,” said Ben. He massively undercut his estimate, not wanting to fluster his mom anymore by making her feel old. “I would think that would be enough time for the two of you to cool off toward each other.”

“It’s complicated,” said his mom.

“How so?”

“I would rather not go into it,” she said.

Ben felt a bit of frustration prickling the back of his neck.

“No offense Mom, but that isn’t fair,” he said. “Whatever is going on between the two of you is now my problem, given that I’m auditioning, and she’s the director.”

“Well, she seemed to like you well enough,” she said, in a slightly catty voice.

“Mom, come on.”

Alexa sighed. She pulled into the driveway of their house, but didn’t immediately move to exit the car. Ben waited as she slowly brought her eyes up to meet his.

“We were rivals,” said his mother. “When it came to grades, theater productions, and even… boys.”

“Ah,” said Ben.

“I don’t know if I ever told you this, but your father and I went to the same high school, back before he left on his tour of duty. We dated for a while, when I was a freshman and he was a senior. And Luciana…”

Ben blinked, realizing what she was about to say.

“Seriously?”

“It was a huge scandal,” said his mom. “It went on for weeks, maybe even months, without me knowing. I broke up with your father when I found out, and eventually got the last laugh when I was cast as the lead in most of the school’s theater productions in the years after.”

“I guess you and dad eventually got back together,” said Ben.

“Obviously,” said Alexa. “But just because I forgave your father doesn’t mean I have, or will ever, forgive her.”

Ben nodded and didn’t say anything. His mom watched him with frustrated eyes, and he could understand what she was thinking.

“Look, I wasn’t sure about this theater thing at first,” he said. “But now… I think it’s a good idea. I want to do the audition, and the play, if I get a role.”

“I know, sweetie,” said his mom. “I don’t like Luciana, but I’ll keep my grudges to myself. You deserve to make up your own mind on this.”

“Thanks.” Ben thought for a second, and then looked at her again as she was moving to open the door of the car. “You know, you should consider trying out for a role. I get that Luciana isn’t your favorite person, but it sounds like you had a flair for theater, back in the day.”

His mother smiled sweetly at him.

“Thanks for saying so, honey,” she said. “But I think I’d prefer to stick to helping you with your lines.”

Ben flicked through the pages of the script as he followed her inside. True to what Luciana had said, comments were scribbled in the margins, doodles of different kinds of stage spacing were traced onto empty sections, and entire lines were crossed out in places. He wondered why she’d given it to him, instead of doing the logical thing and finding him a clean copy.

A familiar feeling settled onto his shoulders as he kicked off his shoes in the living room in the house. It took him a few seconds to realize what it was. He was used to the house being a safe place, and the outside world being a threat. This was the first time in days that he’d been active without the hobble of his anxiety. It felt good, but also scary, in a way.

Part of him wanted to go upstairs, turn on his computer, and boot up Valenfall. It was a larger part of him then he could admit without feeling a little ashamed, and Ben stood at the foot of the stairs for a few seconds, motionless.

“Hey.” His mom came up behind him and set her hands on his shoulders, gently massaging and standing close enough for the tips of her breasts to press into his back. “You seem a little tense.”

Ben took a deep breath and slowly turned around. He met his mom’s eye, and then leaned forward and kissed her softly on the cheek. She smiled and let out a self-satisfied squeal.

“Thanks mom,” he said. “That was a huge help.”

“You don’t have to tell me,” she said. “It’s been days since I’ve seen you like this, Ben.”

She cupped his cheek and slowly rubbed her fingers down to the crease of his neck.

“And I don’t want to see you regress into holing up in your room,” she said. “Not now.”

“I won’t.” Ben felt his fingers tightening on the script in his hand. “In fact, I think I’m going to practice my lines in the kitchen.”

“Do you even know what part you’re auditioning for yet?”

“I don’t even know the name of the play,” said Ben. “Luciana was too busy getting under your skin to give me any details.”

His mother did a mocking imitation of a scowl and started walking toward the stove.

“Well, I don’t mind,” she said. “And there is one other thing I think we should talk about.”

“Anything.”

Alexa nodded slowly. She looked away from him and began pulling the materials for sandwiches out of the fridge. Ben got the distinct feeling that she was taking her time, and choosing her words carefully.

“Your treatment earlier today,” she said. “I was torn about it when Dr. Kim told me but…”

Ben cringed. He hadn’t forgotten about it, but the excitement of meeting Luciana and thinking about the play had pushed the experience into the back of his mind. What he did know was that talking to his mom about it was the last thing he was interested in doing, at least at that moment.

“Ben,” she said. “I can see the difference in you. It’s turned you into your old self, your old self in your new, fully grown body. It’s helped you, honey.”

Ben tapped on the table, feeling a bit of anxiety that had nothing to do with his depression.

“I think it has, too,” he said, in a quiet voice. “I really do.”

“You’re on the verge of turning over a new leaf,” said Alexa. “And more importantly, keeping it turned over.”

“So you think we should make another appointment?” he asked.

“Well…” Alexa hesitated, holding a head of lettuce in one hand and a jar of mayonnaise in the other. “That’s part of what I discussed with Dr. Kim.”

Ben watched her for a second, waiting for her to continue. When it became clear that she needed at least a second or two to gather the words for what she had to say next, he looked down at the script. The play was affectionately titled “Romeo Unchained (Working Title)”. He started to flip open to the first page when his mom sat down in the chair next to him.

“Sweetie,” she said. “Dr. Kim thinks that you’re going to need the, uh, the treatment, as a regular part of your life.”

She reached her hand out and set it on Ben’s thigh. His entire body stiffened to attention, and he was suddenly aware of his mom’s feminine presence.

“Yeah,” he said. “That’s what she said to me, too.”

“I think…” Alexa’s hand drifted further up along his thigh. “Well...”

She hesitated, and took a deep breath.

“I think you should keep your eyes open for any girls your age auditioning for the play tomorrow,” she said, after a moment’s thought. She also pulled her hand back, which sent a confusing surge of mixed emotions raging through Ben’s chest.

“To ask out, you mean?” he asked.

“Exactly!”

“And what if I can’t find anyone?”

His mother’s eyes met his for the briefest of moments. It was long enough to make the room feel like the backseat of a borrowed car.

“We’ll… cross that bridge when we come to it,” she said.

She stood up and cleared her throat, busying herself with the sandwiches. Ben closed his eyes for a second and then opened the script.


CHAPTER 8

Ben spent the most of the next day reading through the script and pondering which role, out of the various characters in the play, suited him best. Romeo Unchained was a reimagining of the classic Shakespeare story, set in the modern age and bearing only a slight resemblance to its renaissance counterpart.

Eventually, he ran out of energy and retired for the night. He fell into a deep, easy sleep without even trying, which he hadn’t done in longer than he could remember.

And yet still, when Ben woke up the next morning, he felt tired. Sitting up took far more energy than what he remembered. His mind was a foggy, jumbled haze.

He spent several long minutes staring at his TV. The idea of playing Valenfall had never appealed to him more than it did at that moment. The idea of going outside, on the other hand, was terrifying.

“Ben?” His mother’s soft voice called from the hall. “Are you up yet?”

“Uh, yeah,” he replied. “I am.”

“You should start getting ready. The auditions start in just over an hour.”

Ben closed his eyes and fell back flat on the bed. The idea of getting up on stage and even making an attempt at acting felt foreign and scary to him, as though someone else had committed him to the task.

He tried to push the thoughts out of his head and slowly began getting ready. He knew that there was no way he could back out of it, not after everything he’d gone through yesterday. Ben wanted to break out of the cycle he’d been stuck in, and the only way to do that was through decisive action.

He finished getting dressed and stepped out into the hallway, immediately realizing that decisive action was something that sounded a lot easier in his head than it felt in his body. The sun pouring in through the living room window was too bright. The noise of cheerful birds, early morning joggers, and cars rumbling by sounded out a chaotic chorus.

“Ben?” His mother was wearing a thin nightgown, and she frowned when she saw him. “Are you okay?”

She walked out of the kitchen and toward him, taking soft steps on bare feet. The nightgown was well worn and almost translucent from going through an uncountable number of wash cycles. Ben could see the outline of her breasts underneath it, and two tiny, peaked centers that could only have been one thing.

“I’m fine…” he managed to mumble. “Just tired.”

“Oh, sweetie.” Alexa reached her arms out and pulled her son into a soft hug. Ben felt his entire body reacting as he entered the embrace. She was soft, and her body was femininity distilled into perfection. He felt his entire nervous system responding, pleasure gushing through him, blood rushing to certain places in particular.

“Do you want to sit down, eat some breakfast before you leave?” she asked, her whispered words hot on his ear. “Maybe review your lines one more time, with me as your partner?”

Ben pulled back suddenly, feeling incredibly ashamed at the fact that he was on the verge of getting an erection from the mere closeness of his own mother. He blushed and shook his head.

“No!” he said, a bit too forcefully. “I mean, I should probably get moving.”

He started walking toward the door.

“Wait, don’t you want me to give you a ride?” asked his mom.

“I’ll walk,” said Ben. “The fresh air will do me good.”

He was halfway out the front door as he finished his sentence. Closing it behind him, Ben took a deep, calming breath and tried to push unwanted feelings out of his head. It was the morning and he was moody and overexcitable. That explained his reaction to waking up. It also explained his reaction to his mother a moment earlier.

What it didn’t explain was why the outside world continued to feel oppressive, even minutes into the walk. Ben’s heart pounded out a fight or flight response every time he passed someone by on the street. A man nodding and waving hello to him from his porch was almost enough to make him bolt into a sprint.

It was irrational, silly, and an overreaction, and Ben knew it in his heart. It didn’t change the fact that his body and mind continued to force it upon him. It was as though a presence traveled with him in the back of his head, pulling invisible emotional strings  and triggering nervous reactions. It was as though he was suffering from an untreated condition, and the more Ben thought about it, the more he knew it to be true.

Reaching the Pinecross Player’s theater was the worst, by far. Other actors were milling around outside the building, chatting with each other and waiting for Luciana to arrive. Ben couldn’t bring himself to head over and join them. Instead, he walked passed the building, and then over the course of ten minutes or so, looped back around. Everyone had gone in by then, and after taking a breath of air that did nothing, he forced his legs forward.

I just need to relax, he thought. Once I get on stage, everything will be golden, he told himself. Ben was auditioning for a general male role. That meant that he’d be reading lines for whichever part Luciana wanted him for. He still held the script she’d given them in his hand, and as he took a seat in the back of the darkened auditorium, he flipped through it anxiously.

Almost immediately, a hand settled down on his shoulder. Ben almost jumped out of his seat.

“Oh, sorry,” said Luciana. “Must have snuck up on you.”

She smiled at him and then leaned over, bringing her face in close with his.

“I already spoke to most of the other people auditioning,” she said. “Would you like to go early, or near the end?”

“I, uh, well…” Ben felt like a stammering fool. Luciana smiled knowingly and clapped him on the shoulder again.

“I’ll bring you up as soon as I’m done with the people onstage now,” she said. “Audition jitters are the worst.”

She disappeared down the unlit aisle and Ben took several more slow, deep, utterly ineffective breaths. He closed the script and spent a minute thinking about the play, and about which role would be best suited for him.

Romeo Unchained was the story of Romeo Montague, an A-list actor living in modern day Los Angeles that falls in love with Juliet Capulet, a gorgeous an incredibly expensive escort. Together with his friends, Romeo spends most of the play working to track her down and contrive situations for them to be together. As in the original, after murdering a brothel bouncer and an overly ambitious paparazzi, Romeo and Juliet are both gunned down in a shootout with the police.

“Ben?” called Luciana. “Ben Murdock, we’re ready for you on stage.”

Ben stood up abruptly. He slowly began walking down the aisle, each step feeling as though it was taking him toward his funeral, rather than something he wanted. He walked around through the side hallway that led up to the stage and then walked out onto it, staring into the stage lights like a doe in front of a speeding car in the dead of night.

“Do you have a role in mind for yourself, Ben?” asked Luciana.

“Uh…” His mind was completely blank, and he did his best to cover it by shaking his head vigorously.

“Alright, that’s fine,” said Luciana. “Let’s try you out as Emanuel, the man that brings Juliet back to the brothel after her illicit rendezvous with Romeo.”

Ben nodded slowly. He still had the script in his hands. It was fine for him to read from it, but he couldn’t remember what page the scene was on. Moreover, he could hardly breathe.

A girl walked out on stage, smiling. She was around the same age as he was, with fiery red hair, a lovely face, and freckles. Ben opened his mouth to say hi to her, but nothing came out.

“Ben?” asked Luciana. “Are you okay?”

“Your face…” said Ben. “I’ve seen you before.”

It was one of Romeo’s lines, rather than the one he was supposed to be speaking. The girl let out a giggle and stepped in closer to him.

“I think what you meant to say was, ‘what the fuck are you doing here’?” She batted her eyes at him.

“Er… yeah,” he said. The girl frowned at him and glanced out into the darkness of the audience, out at Luciana. After a second, she turned back to Ben.

“This isn’t the life I want to live anymore!” shouted the girl, the line acted out with the perfect amount of conviction. “I am my own person, and I refuse to be bought and sold.”

Ben stared at her. He couldn’t remember the line, and knew that no amount of thinking would bring it to his mouth. Opening the script and searching through it was his only option.

He pulled at the first page a little too vigorously and felt a huge tear rip into it. The girl across from him was trying not to laugh. Ben cringed inwardly, feeling his anxiety and racing heart crippling him as if someone had cut out his tongue. He fumbled through the pages, blushing furiously.

“Uh… uh…” He stopped at a page, hoping it was the right one. “That’s not for you to decide!”

The girl sighed.

“That’s not the right line,” she said. “I’m sorry Luciana, I can’t even work around that one.”

“Take a break, Ally,” called Luciana. “You too, Ben. Actually, come talk to me for a second.”

Ben walked through the door in the stage’s wing that led down to the auditorium. His legs carried him up the aisle, faster and faster. He didn’t stop as he passed by the seat Luciana was sitting in.

“Ben,” she said. “Over here!”

He didn’t turn around. He couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything except get himself out of there. And that was exactly what he did.


CHAPTER 9

Ben walked around aimlessly for a while, feeling completely drained of emotion. He recognized the feeling of emptiness, like an open drain, sucking out his vital essence. The last time he had felt it was after getting the rejection letter from Lakewater University.

He knew he was being ridiculous. He told himself that it was teenage angst, pointless mood swings and anxiety, and that all he needed to do was buckle down and push through it. Unfortunately, his mind seemed to be on a different wavelength and delighted using the botched audition as the newest example of why he was irredeemably flawed in every way.

The scene replayed itself over and over again, each time a bit distorted. People in the audience laughed at him. The girl he was acting across from made rude gestures and whispered cruel things that only he could here. Luciana led through the chaos, mocking Ben as though the entire play had been a ruse to lure him into making a fool of himself.

Ben walked around Pinecross, continuing to suffer in a mental hell of his own making until it was late in the afternoon. He made it home when his legs were too exhausted to carry him any further, and immediately kicked off his shoes and headed for the stairs.

“Ben?” His mom was sitting on the couch in the living room, reading a novel. “How did it go?”

He didn’t answer her, instead walking straight up to his room. He closed the door and turned on his computer, booting up Valenfall and setting up his cushions on the floor with movements born out of a long practiced routine.

“Ben!” Alexa knocked on the door and kept knocking. Ben ignored her, until finally she gave up. He loaded his save and began to play.

Time lost all meaning. The game was a distraction, but an effective one. It let Ben zone out and keep his focus away from the painful memory of his failure. He wasn’t sure how much time had gone by when his mother finally threw the door of his room open.

“Come downstairs, Ben,” she said, in a firm, authoritative voice. “I’m not letting you fall back into your old habits.”

“Mom, it’s fine,” he said. “Just leave me be.”

“Dr. Kim is here,” she said. “I called her, and she offered to stop by once she finished for the day at her office.”

Ben stared at his mom blankly. It was clear enough that there wasn’t going to be any way for him to get out of it. He paused the game and stood up.

“Turn it off,” said Alexa.

“It’s paused, it’s fine.”

“Turn. The game. Off.” His mother took a few steps toward him. She was wearing a pair of tiny jean shorts and a sleeveless white shirt, but managed to still look as though she meant business.

Ben sighed. He leaned over, quickly saved, and then turned off the game. His mother led him down into the living room, and sure enough, Dr. Kim was down there waiting for him, dressed in her casual business pencil skirt and tan blouse.

“Hello, Ben,” she said. “Your mom told me that you’ve been having some trouble today.”

Ben shrugged. He met her gaze and felt a spark of something, possibly leftover tension from the day before.

“She says that you were excited about this play,” said Dr. Kim, choosing her words carefully. “But then the audition didn’t go quite as planned?”

Ben opened his mouth. His throat felt tight, and there was a painful lump on the edge of it.

“Look, Ben, I can’t stay for very long.” She stood up from where she sat on the couch and walked over to him. “You were doing better yesterday. I want to help you, but I need to know where your mind’s at.”

“So do I,” said Ben, softly. “It doesn’t make sense to me. I felt so confident, and so ready to face the world. And then I woke up this morning and everything just… crumbled.”

Dr. Kim looked at him seriously for several long seconds.

“So you were feeling this way even before you reached theater?”

Ben nodded.

“Yeah,” he said. “I definitely was.”

Dr. Kim nodded. She looked over at Alexa, and the two of them walked into the kitchen. Ben could hear them having a whispered conversation, but couldn’t quite make out most of the words.

“He’s my son!” His mother raised her voice for a single sentence, and then immediately dropped it back down to a muffled whisper. The two of them went on talking for a while, longer than Ben had spoken to Dr. Kim, by far. After about ten minutes, the two of them came back out into the living room.

Dr. Kim was smiling softly. Ben’s mother looked flustered and embarrassed. Both of them had their attention focused on him, and Ben lifted his gaze up to the ceiling to avoid having to meet their eyes.

“Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “I’m even more sure about your condition, and what the necessary treatment should be. You were doing better yesterday after seeing me. That’s a fact.”

Ben sat up slightly on the couch. A hot tingle ran down the center of his back, and he felt excitement and blood rush down to his lower half, even though Dr. Kim’s words made him feel embarrassed, more than anything.

“I’ve spoken with your mother about where we should go from here,” said Dr. Kim. Ben waited for him to continue, but something seemed to be holding her back.

“And?” Ben raised an eyebrow, looking from Dr. Kim to his mother. “What is it?”

“I don’t think there’s anything that I can prescribe you that would work as well as the intimacy treatment would, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. She hesitated again and looked at the floor as though a little ashamed.

“Sweetie…” Ben’s mother spoke in a voice that he’d never heard before, quiet and cracking a bit on the edges. “Dr. Kim won’t be available to see you in her office as often as she thinks she would need to.”

Dr. Kim nodded and set an encouraging hand on Alexa’s shoulder.

“So we talked, just now, about what other alternatives might be available for this type of therapy.” Dr. Kim closed her eyes for a second. “Ben…”

She bit her lip, and it looked as though she was struggling to say what needed to be said.

“Just… keep an open mind,” Dr. Kim finally managed. “And remember how helpful the treatment was, and how nice it feels to live an active life.”

Dr. Kim nodded to Alexa, and then to Ben, and then started for the door.

“Wait, hold on,” said Ben. “You’re leaving? But you just got here…”

“I’m afraid that I have an engagement tonight,” said Dr. Kim.

“But what about the…”

Ben trailed off. He looked back at his mom. She wouldn’t meet his eye, and her cheeks were beet red.

“Like I said, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “Try to keep an open mind.”


CHAPTER 10

Dr. Kim left, and when the front door closed behind her, a tension unlike any Ben had ever felt before settled over the living room. He turned to face his mom, feeling the silence between them, along with something harder for him to put his finger on.

“Ben,” she said, after what seemed like forever. “Dr. Kim explained to me how the therapy works.”

“Mom…” He was at a loss for words. Ben stared at her, feeling a surge of strange, conflicting emotions.

“Do you want to eat dinner first?” asked his mother. “We can… talk more about this, afterward.”

“Alright,” said Ben. “That sounds fine.”

He waited in the living room while his mother finished cooking. His heart pounded in his chest, and he did his best not to keep his thoughts his safe territory. There was one thing that Ben couldn’t ignore, one thing that made him feel more ashamed than anything ever had before in his life. He had a stubborn, rock hard erection.

The two of them ate their meal mostly in silence. Alexa didn’t ask her son about the audition, and Ben didn’t ask her about her day. They had a few short exchanged of small talk, most relating to Ben’s father living overseas, and his sister away at college. His mother cleared the table when they’d finished, and wordlessly, Ben walked back out into the living room.

“I’m going to change into something a little more comfortable,” said his mother. There was an unspoken implication to her words that Ben did his best to ignore. He sat on the couch as she walked upstairs with silent, graceful steps. He was still shamefully aroused and felt his anticipation growing as he waited for her to reappear.

“Alright, honey.”

Alexa stood at the top of the stairs. She wore a robe that Ben had only seen her in once or twice before, too thin and tiny to be practical for anything other than titillation. It was a mix of pink and black with floral designs and a cute, frilly belt around the waist. It barely hung down to her upper thigh, and one of her large breasts was threatening to pop out through the slit at the top.

“Wow, Mom!” Ben gaped at her and shook his head slightly in disbelief. “You look, I mean, you look…”

His cock surged with horny eagerness as he fumbled for the right word. He knew what it was, but something about calling his mother sexy, right to her face, felt dirty and wrong. She slowly walked down the stairs, a faint smile spreading across her embarrassed face as she saw the way her son was scanning her over with his eyes.

“Dr. Kim gave me the rundown of how intimacy therapy works, Ben,” she said. “Let’s talk about it for a second, first.”

Ben nodded, feeling his face warm slightly. He was hornier than he could ever remember being before in his life, but something about the way he and his mom were interacting felt intentionally clunky. It wasn’t hard to figure out what it was. She was his mother, he was her son, and they were treading dangerously close to strange, forbidden territory.

“In her office, she had me lie down on her little leather couch,” said Ben. “She faced away from me for most of it and just kind of…”

He trailed off. It felt so weird, speaking out loud about it, to his mother of all people. She sat down next to him and set her hand on his knee, which sent a warm, pleasant sensation coursing through Ben’s leg.

“She walked you through it, didn’t she?” asked Alexa.

Ben nodded.

“That’s what Dr. Kim called level one,” his mom said. “It’s intimacy therapy in its most basic form.”

Ben was silent for a moment. He could only hold back the obvious question for so long before it slipped out.

“Are there other levels?” he asked. His mom caught his eye for the briefest second, long enough to make the room feel hot and magnetic, and then nodded.

“There are,” she said, quietly. “Level one seemed to work for you at Dr. Kim’s office, and given that I’m your mother…”

She closed her eyes and pursed her lips. Ben knew exactly what she was feeling. There was enough of it between the two of them to last a lifetime. It was a curious, awkward tension, full of contradictions and suppressed emotional energy.

“Alright,” he said, sparing her from having to finish her thought. “Mom, I understand. And I’m right there with you. Let’s just try to relax and get this over with.”

She nodded and smiled at him.

“Thanks, sweetie,” she said.

“I should be the one thanking you,” said Ben. “This treatment does a lot for me.”

Alexa’s smile deepened. She leaned toward him on the couch and planted a hot kiss on his cheek. As she pulled back, her robe fell further open, revealing a glimpse of the tan bra that she was wearing underneath.

“So…” She fidgeted slightly on the couch. “Are you ready?”

Ben nodded.


CHAPTER 11

Alexa made a quick trip to the bathroom, returning with a soft, white towel, one of the new ones that she’d bought only a couple of weeks earlier. She handed it to Ben and then moved into position behind the couch. He glanced over his shoulder once and saw the she was facing away from him, just as Dr. Kim had in the beginning of the session the day before.

“Alright, honey,” said his mom, in an almost inaudible voice. “You can, um, unzip your pants.”

The words sounded dirty coming out of her mouth, and lacking the confidence that made the dirty talk of a porn star or stripper sound like a sexual authority. She sounded like his mother, making a request that she was very unsure of. And for some reason, it was insanely arousing to Ben.

He unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, pulling them down to his ankles. He left his boxers on, feeling strangely shy about taking them off, even though his mom wasn’t watching. They were in the living room of the family’s home, the house Ben had grown up in and would continue living in for the next few years.

“Alright, mom,” he said. “It’s done.”

“Okay.” She hesitated, as though even less sure about the next request. “I guess now… you should take out your, well, you know…”

“It’s okay mom,” said Ben. “You can say it. I’m not going to get upset, or feel uncomfortable.”

“Your cock,” she said, a bit more authority entering her voice. “You can take out you cock, sweetie.”

Ben almost came right there and then. He didn’t feel upset or uncomfortable. He felt horny, hornier than he’d ever felt before in his life. His mother, the sweetest, kindest, most loving woman in the world, had just instructed him to take his cock out of his boxers. Ben whipped it out, pleasure surging through him as his fingertips made contact with the bare flesh of his shaft.

“Now honey,” said his mother. “I want you to…”

Again, she hit another roadblock. This time, Ben waited, suspecting that it was one that he couldn’t encourage her over with his words.

“I want you to start masturbating, Ben,” she said. “Nice and slowly. Just run your fingers over your… thing.”

Ben did as she told him. He was delicate, using only the tips of his fingers to run up and down his achingly hard cock. It was already dripping with precum, creating a hot and sticky mess on the fabric of his boxers.

“Okay Mom,” said Ben. “I’m doing it.”

“You’re stroking it?” she said. “Your cock?”

Ben nodded, and then realizing that she still wasn’t looking at him, said “Yeah.”

“Just take your time, sweetie,” she whispered. “We’re in no rush.”

“Okay,” he said.

His mother went silent for a couple of seconds. The room was quiet enough for Ben to hear her breathing, which was composed of fast, excited breaths.

“Is it hard yet, sweetie?” she asked.

“It’s been hard this entire time, Mom,” said Ben, stroking faster.

“Since we started?”

“Since, well, since Dr. Kim left,” said Ben.

“So it doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable, having me lead you through this instead of her?”

Ben thought about the question for a second, letting his hand slow its pace slightly.

“A little,” he said. “It’s different.”

“In a good way, or a bad way?”

Ben paused, letting his hand come to a stop. He heard movement from behind him and thought that his mom might have glanced over her shoulder.

“Keep going honey,” said his mom. “Don’t stop.”

“Oh…” Ben groaned slightly as he started up again.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Stroke it softly. Nice and soft.”

“Oh, mom,” moaned Ben.

“So,” said his mother. “Is it better… or worse?”

The way she asked the question turned each syllable into erotic fire. Her words were like foreplay, or miniature audio aphrodisiacs. Ben was stroking his cock faster now, his hand making a bit of noise as it moved.

“It’s better, Mom,” he said. “I like it better with you.”

His answer gave Alexa a moment of pause.

“Why?” she finally asked.

“I don’t know,” whispered Ben. “I guess… your voice?”

“You like the sound of my voice?” His mother giggled, and Ben felt his entire body pulse with lust and expectation. “Anything else?”

“Oh, Mom.” Ben was breathing faster now. “I don’t know. It’s just, well, it’s everything.”

She seemed to think about his answer, and after a second, she cleared her throat.

“Keep stroking, sweetie,” she said. “We need to stay focused on the therapy.”

“I know, Mom,” said Ben. He was squirming on the couch, unable to keep his body still against the pleasure raging inside of him.

“Just take deep breaths, and let it feel good, honey,” said his mother.

“Yes,” whispered Ben. “Oh god, mom!”

“Are you almost there?”

One of her hands ran through his hair from where she stood behind the couch. Ben realized that she was watching him.

“I’m so close, Mom!” he said, breathlessly.

“That’s it, honey.” Her free hand ran across Ben’s chest. He leaned his head to the side and kissed the crook of her arm.

“Mom,” he shouted. “I… I’m going to cum!”

“Go ahead, sweetie,” she whispered. “Let it all out!”

A powerful orgasm ripped through Ben, causing him to arch his back and thrust his hips off the couch. Cum splattered out, straight up into the air. His mother was leaned over him just far enough for the first string to splatter against her neck, seeping into her robe through the open slit.

Ben collapsed back down onto the couch, feeling pleasure, shame, guilt, and confusion in equal parts. He grabbed at the towel and pulled it over his crotch, as though suddenly realizing that a certain standard of modesty was necessary in front of his own mother.

Alexa seemed to be having a similar reaction. She turned away from the couch, her body stiff with a cocktail of contrasting emotions. She didn’t leave the room, however, and waited until Ben had recovered from his bliss before speaking.

“Did that help at all, honey?” she asked, as though she’d just put a band aid on his knee, or fed him a snack.

“I… I think so, Mom,” said Ben.

“Oh. Well that’s good.”

“Yeah,” he said. “It is.”

“I... am going to take a shower,” said his mother.

“Okay mom. I’m going to head to bed.”

She left the room. Ben stood up slowly, blinking and coming back to reality. He walked up to his room, doing his very best not to think about what had just happened, and what it meant.


CHAPTER 12

Ben slept soundly that night, to an almost ridiculous extent. His sheets felt clean. His pillow felt soft. Everything about his bed, his room, and the world at large felt exactly as it should be.

He was smiling when he woke up and performed an arm stretch and yawn combination that bordered on being cheesy as he rose to a sitting position. It was the difference between black and white. Unlike the previous morning, he felt ready.

About halfway through getting dressed, Ben heard his mother’s footsteps approaching his door. The events of the previous night immediately came to the forefront of his mind. It was enough to make him feel a little dirty, and more than a little ashamed, but even that, he could manage.

“Ben? Are you awake?” Her voice was like a soft bell, the type used for meditation and quiet instrumentals.

“Yeah, Mom,” he said. “I just woke up.”

He finished pulling on his jeans, carefully tucking his hard shaft of morning wood away and smiling at the hilarity of it. Ben was young, full of energy and enthusiasm, and most importantly, aware of it, at least at that moment.

“Luciana is on the phone,” said his mother, her voice sharper than it had been before. She didn’t elaborate any more than that, and Ben hurried to the door.

His mom was standing on the other side of it in her nightgown. She met Ben’s eyes when he looked at her. Her hair was ruffled from sleep, and her eyes were a little bleary, but if anything, she looked even more captivating than she had the night before. Ben would have stared at her for a minute if not for the phone in her hand, which he took as she handed it to him.

“Hello?”

“Ben.” Luciana’s familiar, slightly accented voice came onto the line. “I didn’t wake you, did I?”

“You did,” he said. “But it’s fine. I slept well.”

Luciana laughed, and Ben almost laughed, too.

“I wanted to talk to you about your audition yesterday,” she said.

Ben took a breath.

“I apologize for that,” he said. “I wasn’t at my best. I’m still a novice when it comes to acting, and I think I may have overestimated my resistance to stage fright.”

“That’s a very succinct way of putting it,” said Luciana. “And I fully understand how you must have felt.”

Ben waited a moment, expecting her to continue.

“Ben, I would like it very much if you would consider coming in for a callback,” said Luciana. “I think you might manage a better performance the second time around.”

“I would also like that very much.” He paused. “I have to ask, though. Why are you giving me another chance?”

“I see a certain… potential in you, Ben,” said Luciana. There was a hint of something in her voice, and even though Ben knew that it went against his own interests to press further, he couldn’t stop himself.

“Is that really the truth, Luciana?” he asked. “Be honest.”

“Well…” She let out a small sigh. “The turnout for male actors was not what I expected. And regardless of our differences, I appreciate your mother’s commitment to acting and know that there’s no way she would stop riding you until you perfected each of your lines and delivery.”

“You know what?” Ben grinned into the phone. “I’ll take it.”

Luciana let out a warm, genuine laugh, and Ben couldn’t resist joining in.

“When can you come in to read some more lines for me?” she asked.

“Well, when are you going to be in the theater next?”

“I’m here right now,” she said. There was a small, flirtatious undertone to her voice that Ben almost didn’t notice.

“Perfect,” he said. “I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”

The two of them said their goodbyes and Ben hung up the phone. He was still grinning and almost ran straight into his mother as he walked out into the hallway.

“Oh, hey,” he said. “Sorry Mom, I didn’t realize you were there.”

“What did she want?”

“I got a callback!” Ben grabbed his mom’s shoulders and pulled her into a hug. She reciprocated the embrace after hesitating for a moment.

“Oh, that’s…” Alexa trailed off, and then seemed to come to her senses. “That’s wonderful, sweetie.”

“I have to get going. Luciana’s waiting for me at the theater.”

“Do you want me to drive you over?”

“Nah, I could use the fresh air,” said Ben.

“At least let me make you breakfast!”

“Mom, I said I’d be there in twenty minutes.”

His mother looked as though she was trying to come up with another objection, but held her tongue, in the end.

“Alright,” she said. “Good luck, honey.”

She smiled at him, and it was all the encouragement Ben needed. He leaned forward and kissed her full on the mouth, and then realized what he was doing. The kiss continued for another half second, her body melding against his before Ben snapped to his senses and pulled back.

“Oh.” He blushed and looked at the ground. “Uh, sorry, Mom.”

“It’s okay. You were just excited!”

“I don’t know what came over me,” he said.

“Sweetie.” His mom smiled at him and caressed his cheek. “It’s fine.”

Ben met her gaze for a moment. It didn’t feel fine. It felt better than fine, and worse, in some ways. The hallway felt tinier than he remembered it, and Ben had the sudden urge to move the two of them into his room, and possibly onto his bed. He shook his head and took a step back.

“I should get going,” he said.

“Of course.”

“I’ll see you later, Mom.”

“Good luck, honey.”

He stared at her for another second, and then all but ran through the living room and to the front door.


CHAPTER 13

Ben ran for a minute or two before falling into a brisk jog on his way to the Pinecross Player’s theater. He’d told Luciana that he’d be there in twenty minutes. It was an optimistic estimate, one that assumed a brisk traveling pace.

He was out of breath by the time he’d made it halfway there, and only through a force of sheer will did he manage to keep up his speed. The last block leading up to the Pinecross Player’s reminded him of the day before, but only for a second. He was confident and focused, and the memory of his anxiety seemed distant, as though it belonged to someone else.

Luciana’s car was the only one in the parking lot. Ben walked the last few steps, taking a few deep breaths and hoping that he wasn’t sweaty enough for it to be distracting to anyone else. The theater was empty and silent, and seemed to necessitate the same quiet respect as a library, or classroom.

Waiting for him on stage was Luciana. She was wearing a long sleeve white blouse with a tiny grey skirt underneath. If it wasn’t for the short length of the skirt, she would have easily passed for a high school teacher. Her attention was focused on setting the stage, dragging a small bed that had felt squares glued underneath each of its wooden legs.

“Can I help?” called Ben. Luciana looked up at him and smiled, the stage lights doing interesting things to the thin fabric of her blouse.

“Ooh, I do believe you can.” She gestured for him to come over, and Ben made his way down the aisle and up on stage with long, loping steps. “Can you help me move this?”

Ben started to reach for the top of one of the bed posts. Luciana shook her head.

“It’s an older prop,” she said. “It’s only safe to pull from here. Grab onto my waist instead.”

“Uh, okay.” Ben moved behind her and gingerly took hold of her waist.”

“You’ll have to get in closer than that,” cooed Luciana. She took hold of his hands and pulled them so they were both centered onto her stomach. Ben’s crotch pushed into her butt, which as he immediately discovered, was a soft slice of heaven.

“Alright.” Luciana took a breath, which Ben felt through her body. “On three. One…”

Luciana swayed backward slightly, as though prepping to pull. The motion also caused her to grind against his rapidly hardening cock.

“Two…”

She repeated the movement, and Ben couldn’t ignore how incredibly good it felt.

“Three!”

The two of them pulled, and the bed slid the last foot or so into the tape marks Luciana had placed on the stage for it. Somewhat disappointingly, she pulled away from him, smoothing out her skirt and flicking strands of glossy black hair out of her face.

“Erhm, thank you,” she said “You’re quite a handy young man.”

“I do my best.” Ben smiled at her, and then hunched over slightly as her eyes traced a path down to the bulge formed from his half erect cock.

“So,” said Luciana. “The callback. I want you to read some lines. Don’t worry about whether you’ve memorized them or not, you can do it straight from the script.”

Ben winced.

“I forgot the one you gave me back at my house,” he said.

“Oh, you naughty boy.” Luciana smirked at him. “I have a spare that you can use, for now. But I will have to punish you suitably if you lose this one, too.”

She disappeared backstage and reappeared a moment later. The script was already flipped open to a set page, and Luciana stood close enough for him to get a whiff of her perfume as she pointed out the lines she wanted him to read.

“But these are… Romeo’s lines?” A small stab of anxiety speared into Ben’s chest.

“Is that a problem for you?” asked Luciana. “I want to see how they sound coming out of your mouth.”

“No, no problem,” said Ben. “And you’re reading for… Mrs. Maxiano?”

“She is the madam of the high end brothel in which our Romeo hopes to find his dear Juliet,” said Luciana. “In order for you to get more information on who this mysterious girl was, you must find a way to convince Mrs. Maxiano.”

Ben nodded. He hadn’t done more than skim through the entire play during his time with the script Luciana had lent him. He blushed slightly as he read some of the lines. They’d mostly been crossed out in the copy she’d given him.

“Do you have business here, good sir?” said Luciana, speaking her first line. “Or better yet, would you like to?”

Ben took a step forward, channeling the personality of Romeo as best as he could.

“I’m looking for someone,” he said.

“We’re all looking for someone.” Luciana took several seductive steps across the floor, stopping only when she was within arm’s reach of Ben. “Perhaps I can help you find someone?”

Ben smiled.

“I’m looking for someone in particular,” he said. “And I think she works for you.”

Luciana met his eye and smiled at him, playing her role perfectly.

“It’s dangerous to fall in love with people in my line of work, Mr…”

“Montague,” said Ben.

“Mr. Montague,” said Luciana. “My girls are frail flowers. It’s my job to make sure that they don’t get picked.”

“I’m just asking for her name,” said Ben. “And I will have it. Whether it be from your lips, or another’s.”

“And what else will you have?” asked Luciana. “You seem like the kind of man that’s used to taking what he wants…”

Ben scanned the script for his next line. Instead of dialogue, the script merely read *kiss and fall onto the bed*. His entire body felt the heat of the scene as surely as Romeo would have, and more than anything he wanted the part.

He took a step forward, letting his chest press against Luciana’s. She looked surprised for only a second before leaning in to meet him as he brought his lips to hers, softly pushing them together.

The kiss was a thing of power and sensuality. Ben felt his heart flutter in his chest, and his cock rushing to the call of action. The bed was just behind them, and he slowly leaned Luciana down against it. She went willingly, as though she was intent on playing her part with just as much commitment.

“Are you willing to take this as far as it has to go?” asked Luciana. Ben had dropped his script and didn’t know the next line, so instead he kissed her. Luciana’s legs wrapped around him, and the two of them began to move, grinding together on the mattress.

There were a couple of sheets, and with quick, routine movements, Luciana pulled them over the two of them. She unbuttoned and unzipped Ben’s pants just as quickly, and it was only then that he stopped to think about what the two of them were doing. He glanced at the script on the ground. It said *pull sheets over and go through movements of sex underneath*.

Ben blinked, and felt his cheeks flush red. Luciana kissed him again, grinding her soft hips up against him. His cock was stretching the fabric of his boxer briefs to its limit. Luciana’s tiny skirt was pulled up enough for him to feel the bare skin of her thighs against his.

He kissed her again, and began to slowly move on top of her, trying to act as though he knew what it was like to have sex. His body seemed to share knowledge about it that his mind didn’t have, and it also seemed to be colluding with Luciana’s body, matching her movements even as the two of them stuck to their characters.

“Mmmm.” A tiny moan escaped Luciana’s lips, and Ben had to admit, it almost sounded real. She shifted underneath him, which caused her crotch to drag across his hard bulge.

Ben was so busy acting that he didn’t realize what was happening until too late. His cock found its way through the fabric of his boxes and out the front hole, popping free like a snake coming out of a hole. A terrified look flashed across his face before he regained his control, and focused on being Romeo. Luciana was a serious actor. If anything, she’d want to see that he had the nerve to keep going, even under the circumstances.

He leaned forward and kissed her. He could feel more of her now, his cock probing against her soft silk panties. Precum leaked from his cock and smeared against the fabric as though he was trying to paint a target on it, directly over her wet, waiting cunt.

Ben grabbed at her soft breasts and kissed her neck. Luciana let out a pleased squeal and rubbed her hips against him a little more aggressively. It was just acting, he reminded himself, but it was fun.

He wasn’t sure how long the scene went on like that. The two of them stared into each other’s eyes, as Romeo and the madam, but also as Ben and Luciana. Her body was soft and womanly, and he could feel Luciana’s hands exploring his back, running across his abs, feeling him with appreciative movements.

And then it happened. Ben pulled back a little too far on a thrust, and when he pushed forward again, his cock caught on the fabric of Luciana’s panties. It neatly slipped underneath them. The angle was wrong for him to actually fuck her, but he could feel the soft lips of her pussy against his hard, young cock.

“Oh!” moaned Luciana. “Oh god!”

She gave him a deep kiss and began bucking her hips. Ben groped at her breasts and mashed himself against her, too horny to care whether or not they were pretending anymore. It felt so good. It was spontaneous and unexpected, but it was an expression of something that had been brewing under the surface.

“Oh, whoa.” Ben took a deep breath… and felt himself lose control. “No!”

He cringed internally as unwanted pleasure coursed through him, and his cock began spurting cum onto Luciana’s crotch, and into her panties, dangerously close to her cunt. She watched him with an expression filled with mixed emotions. She was Luciana, but she was also the madam, and on top of that, she was the play’s director.

“Oookay, let’s cut the scene here for now.” Luciana grinned at him. “That was good. That was really good, Ben.”

He blinked, unsure of what, if anything, he could say.

“You know how to really get into a role.” Luciana slipped out of the bed, carefully smoothing out her skirt and fixing her panties as she did. “I’m very impressed.”

Ben scampered to pull his pants back on even as his cock continued spurting. He climbed out of the bed, and looked out into the auditorium. It was still empty, save for a single, easily recognizable face.

Alexa was slowly making her way down the aisle, her face a mask of pain and fury. She crossed her arms and stood in front of the stage, as though demanding an explanation with her body language.

“Mom!” said Ben. “We, uh, we were-“

“It’s one of the scenes in the play, Alexa,” said Luciana, her smile widening even further. “And it was good practice for Ben. For his acting, I mean.”

“It’s interesting that you should say that, Luciana,” said his mother.

“Ben.” Luciana walked over to him and set her hand on his shoulder. “I am genuinely impressed by the amount of enthusiasm you put into that scene. I’m going to see if I can find a role for you in this play.”

The past few days had been full of surprises for Ben, but this one went up and beyond them all. He stared at Luciana for what must have been a minute straight, and then pulled her into a tight, grateful hug.

“I would love to!” he shouted. “Thank you! Thank you Luciana!”

“Ben!” shouted his mother. “A hug is more than what’s necessary, I think.”

“Oh, it’s fine, Alexa,” said Luciana. “I’m sure Ben will give me plenty more before this play is through.”

Alexa’s face smoldered, and Ben met her annoyed gaze, feeling stunned by its intensity.

“I came to see how your callback was going and offer to give you a ride home,” she said, sternly. “But if you’d rather walk, then I’ll go.”

“Thanks Mom,” said Ben. “Sorry. Luciana, is it alright if I head out?”

“It’s fine, Ben,” she said. “Though I’ll have to steal him from you rather frequently over the next few weeks, Alexa.”

“Well, we’ll just have to see how things go, won’t we?”

Ben followed his mother up the aisle and out of the building. She was silent as they made their way over to the car, but stopped before they climbed in to face him.

“So you felt alright, this time?” she asked. Ben nodded.

“Good.” She reached up and cupped his hand in her cheek. “I was worried about you, Ben.”

“Oh Mom, there’s nothing to worry about,” he said.

“As long as you keep up your treatment, sweetie, I don’t think so either.”

She held his gaze for a hot, tense second, and then the two of them climbed into the car. Ben smiled.
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CHAPTER 1

“It’s been three days. I feel like it’s starting to wear off.”

Ben stood at the door of the kitchen, dressed in the same stained t-shirt and ratty sweatpants he’d worn the day before. It was a bright, sunny morning, and the light coming in through the house’s windows had a heavy, golden quality to it.

“I know, sweetie.” Alexa looked at him, frowning slightly. “I just thought that with your audition, and the play-“

“I still haven’t heard back from Luciana,” said Ben. “I just feel like… I’m going to lose the progress I’ve made.”

Alexa’s frown deepened. Ben knew how much she cared, and a small part of him felt a little guilty over what he was doing. It was all true, and he was worried about what would happen if the treatment stopped. But, as often is the case when it comes to teenage hormones and sexuality, there was more to it than just that.

“I was expecting Dr. Kim to call and follow up on your progress,” said Alexa. “It’s a medical treatment, Ben. I need to make sure I’m doing it right.”

Ben’s cock hardened slightly at her words. She could have been talking about the weather, or mowing the lawn, and he’d still find himself getting aroused. Ever since the first treatment, it was impossible for him to see her in a purely platonic sense.

“It worked,” he said. “That’s all that matters to me.”

Alexa sighed and ran a hand through her dark brown hair.

“Ben…” she said softly. “I almost feel like…”

She trailed off, but met Ben’s eye for a second, revealing to him the unspoken emotion behind her words. He knew exactly how she felt. It was a mixture of uncomfortable, conflicting drives. He’d felt the same way during their last intimacy treatment.

“Look, if it makes you feel better about it, I’ll go see Dr. Kim later today, too,” said Ben. “I’ll talk to her about any concerns you have, and we’ll work everything out.”

He walked over to Alexa slowly, flashing a gentle, hopeful smile. She smiled back at him, and Ben reached out and pulled her into a soft hug.

“Okay, sweetie,” whispered Alexa. “I’ll do it.”

She was wearing her soft silk morning robe, and as far as Ben could tell, she didn’t have anything on underneath it. Her breasts pushed against his chest, and Ben felt his erection pushing into her stomach. She felt incredible against him, and smelled faintly of shampoo and fabric softener.

“Alright,” said Ben.

“I’ll meet you upstairs.”

Ben waited at his computer for his stepmom to make her way through her morning proceedings and into his room. By the time she did, he was already fully aroused and fidgeting slightly from his excitement. Ben had dreamed about the treatment every night since Dr. Kim had first walked him through it.

Alexa was his stepmother, but she was also, by far, one of the most attractive women Ben had ever known in person. It had taken him a while to realize it. She’d looked like, well, his mother, when he was growing up. Her features were never something he took notice of, it had always been her comforting voice, soft touch, her kindly laugh, and her ample skills in the kitchen that’d mattered back then.

It wasn’t until Ben reached puberty that he learned, from the brash and blunt mouths of other teenage boys, that his mom was “hot”. Once he started to take notice of her on his own, he immediately realized that calling her hot was like calling Antarctica cold.

She had a cute, motherly face that became borderline seductive when she showed any hint of any emotion. Her eyes were perfect blue pools, and seemed to be more expressive each on their own than most people’s entire faces. Her mouth and lips were gorgeous enough to make the act of her putting on chap stick into something that was erotic, and almost scandalous to watch.

Her breasts were wonders, large, but proportional and surprisingly buoyant for a woman in her mid-thirties. Her waist and hips were of a ratio that made almost any tight fitting clothing into a statement of her burning sexuality. And when she walked, the way her body swayed from side to side seemed to promise things that most men would die to get a chance to experience.

“Honey?” she said. “Are you okay?”

Ben flinched in surprise and snapped his computer chair around to face her. He’d been browsing the web absentmindedly while he waited for her to come in, and a small stab of fear went through him as he rushed to click off the window he’d had open.

“Yeah, sorry,” he said. “Uh… come on in.”

His mother smiled warmly at him and walked into his room, closing the door behind her. It was just the two of them, with Ben’s father working overseas, and his stepsister away at college. She walked over to his bed and sat down on it, crossing her legs as her robe slid up, exposing a tantalizing amount of bare thigh.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice almost a whisper.

“Uh, I mean…” Ben stumbled over his words, a little surprised by her sudden forwardness.

“This was your idea, sweetie,” she said. “Don’t tell me you’re getting cold feet.”

“No!” Ben shook his head a bit more vigorously than he needed to. “Of course not.”

His mother licked her lips and then smiled again, a more paternal expression in it this time.

“Alright then,” she said. “Let’s get started.”


CHAPTER 2

Despite the fact that it had been his idea, and despite the fact that it was what he wanted, it took a bit of willpower for Ben to pull down his sweatpants and take his cock out in front of his mother.

Intimacy therapy, as Dr. Kim had explained to the both of them, involved reaching an orgasm with the assistance of a close loved one, in some form or another. Assistance, in this case, could mean anything from encouraging words, to actual physical contact.

“Your boxers, too, sweetie,” said Alexa.

“I know, mom.” Ben pulled down his boxers and let his hard cock snap out and to attention. His mother’s eyes were immediately drawn to it, as though it was a fire in the sparking to life in a hearth. She took a deep breath, and brushed a few strands of hair out of her face.

“Well,” she said. “You can go ahead.”

Ben let his hand wrap around his cock. He was staring at his mom, and knew that he shouldn’t be. Her robe was thin, and even though the room was warm, he could see her nipples poking out against the fabric.

“Are you going to keep going?” he asked.

“What?”

Ben shrugged.

“You’re supposed to walk me through it, I think,” he said. “That’s what you did… last time, at least.”

Alexa nodded slowly. She let one of her hands slide down along the hem of her robe, almost as though she was contemplating pulling it open, and revealing herself to her son. Ben blushed at the thought. She was his mother, and it was patently ridiculous for him to think that way about her.

“Alright,” she said. “I want you to…”

She paused and bit her lip. Ben felt her gaze sweep across his hard cock and then lock onto his eyes. The room felt hot, and when Alexa finally spoke again, her words resonated on the air with arousing, sexual weight.

“Stroke it, honey,” she said, softly and guiltily. “Let your hand run across it slowly. Not fast, not yet.”

Ben took a deep breath and began stroking himself off. It felt incredible. He alternated between doing it with his eyes open and closed. It was almost too intense to look at her, his cougar mother, sitting on his bed, naked underneath her robe, encouraging him to masturbate.

“That’s it,” she said. “Good, sweetie.”

“Mom…” It was all Ben, on the verge of breathlessness, could manage.

“Mmmm,” she whispered. “Does it feel good?”

“Yes!” Ben’s hips jerked up slightly in the chair as though in response. A guilty smile spread across Alexa’s lips, followed by a slight reddening of her cheeks.

“Alright,” she said, recomposing herself. “You can go a little faster, now.”

“How fast, mom?” asked Ben. She slowly licked her lips.

“Like this.” Alexa held both hands out in the air and gently pantomimed the motion, pleasuring an imaginary cock and making wild thoughts surge through Ben’s head.

“Okay,” he said. “It feels… good, mom.”

“Keep going, honey,” she said. “Just keep going. Up and down.”

Ben kept at it, rubbing and pulling on his cock with soft movements. His mother was silent for a few moments as she watched him. He realized that she didn’t have to say anything, and in fact, it almost made it feel hotter, and more illicit.

Alexa was watching her son, her face shifting through different emotions as he continued to masturbate in front of her. She was embarrassed, for herself, and for him. She was confused and a little curious, both of how much Ben had grown and what must have been going on in his head.

And above all else, she was horribly, shamefully aroused. Ben was staring at her with hungry eyes. Ben was looking at her breasts, at her body. At his mother’s body. Alexa bit her lip and blushed, unable to watch him any longer without feeling uncomfortable.

“Mom…” whispered Ben.

Instead of answering him, Alexa stood up from his bed and walked over to where he sat at his computer. She leaned over him, setting one hand on his shoulder, and letting her robe billow open enough to show off ample amounts of cleavage.

“Are you close, sweetie?” she whispered.

“Oh god, mom!” Ben jerked his hips up, as though thrusting at her, at his mother.

“Ben,” she said. “Go ahead. It’s-“

Alexa set her hand down, accidentally striking the spacebar on the keyboard. The window Ben had been looking at before she’d come in was a video, and it immediately began playing, the sound of it sharp and unmistakably sexually.

“That’s right,” said a seductive, very sultry female voice. “Cum for me. Cum all over my face and tits!”

Ben let out a groan as he passed over his limit. His seed splashed up, the first spurt striking across his mom’s robe. Alexa practically leapt back, shaking her head as the porn video continued to play in the background.

“You…” She stared at him, and the computer monitor, in disbelief. “Is this what you think this is, Ben?”

“No, mom!” He fumbled with the keyboard, still blissed out from the orgasm. “It’s just a video I was-“

“Benjamin Murdock!” shouted Alexa. “You… you’re…”

She glared at him, blushing furiously and too upset to properly articulate her anger. Finally, she settled for waving her hand at him angrily and stomping out of the room.

Ben slapped his hand against his forehead, cursing his luck. He stood up, and decided that it was time to take a shower.


CHAPTER 3

The shower didn’t do much for him. Ben had the water turned up as hot as his skin could take, but at the end of it, he still felt dirty, and more than a little disgusted with himself.

His mom had gotten the wrong idea, but then again, so had he. The porn video he’d accidentally left up had been a close approximation of what the two of them had been doing. He’d been seeking out those kinds of videos for the past few days, the thrill of exploring the sexual undertones of his intimacy treatment leading him into strange territory.

He dried off, made his way back to his room, and got dressed. Ben waited for a few minutes before heading downstairs, wondering what he’d say to his mom to make things right.

She wasn’t in the kitchen or the living room. He frowned. As much as he wanted to put the experience behind him, he couldn’t do it without apologizing to her first. He made his way upstairs, stood outside his mom’s door, and then slowly began to knock.

“Mom?” He waited for a second, listening through the door. “Mom? Are you in there?”

Alexa didn’t answer him. It made Ben feel even more ashamed about what had happened and also made him worry that he might have messed their relationship up in a way that couldn’t be fixed.

“I’m sorry, mom,” he said. “I really am. Look, I’ve been in a weird state of mind recently. Between college not panning out, and then the play…”

He trailed off. It was hard for him to think of a sincere way to apologize. He felt terrible about his mom’s reaction, but he wasn’t sure what he could do or say to make it any better. It was a weird situation for the both of them to be in, hard and strange and full of illicit tension.

“I’m going to go and see Dr. Kim today,” said Ben. “I want to talk to her about what happened. She might be able to help both of us work through it, mom.”

He waited for several more seconds. He was pretty sure that he could hear her shifting on the bed, but she still said nothing. Finally, Ben sighed and walked away from her door and back over to the stairs.

The walk downtown was normally a little further than Ben would opt to do on foot, but he felt like he needed to clear his head. Pinecross was a small town in every possible sense. It was the type of place where parents could raise their kids in peace, letting them play outside and visit the neighbors without any fear for their safety.

Most people in Pinecross went to church every Sunday, avoided swearing like the plague, and would chip in for various small festivals and local gatherings. It was a nice, wholesome place, and it made Ben feel even more ashamed of what he’d put his mom through that morning.

The sun was harsh in his eyes as he walked northeast into town, and it made him feel exposed. A few people were out mowing their lawns or walking their dogs. Some of them waved to Ben, and he smiled and waved back, acting far more normal than he felt.

Birds were chirping on rooftops, and a few groupings of younger teenagers moseyed about in outdoor cafes and the park. Most of the doors to the local businesses and stores were propped open, letting the fresh morning air flood inside. It was summer, and it felt like it.

He reached Dr. Kim’s office, which was on Main Street and located above a spa, and headed in through the front door. A staircase led up to her actual office. Ben stood outside the door and knocked gently on it. He waited for about a minute and then frowned.

It reminded him of knocking on his mom’s door and being ignored. He’d spent the last half hour walking and wasn’t in the mood for it. He needed to talk to Dr. Kim, or at least schedule an appointment, and that was what he was going to do.

Ben opened the door. The lights were on, but the main lobby area was empty. He saw the door to Dr. Kim’s therapy room, left ever so slightly ajar, and walked over to it. Before he pushed it open, he listened, hearing the sound of heavy breathing and soft moans from the other side.

He stepped into the therapy room and blinked in surprise. Dr. Kim was an attractive woman. She was in her early forties, with dark brown hair done up in a neat bun. She wore oval glasses on her pretty, authoritative face, almost looking like a school teacher or principal.

She was tall, and wore a professional looking plaid blouse and a black skirt. But that wasn’t what Ben was shocked by.

Dr. Kim was sitting behind her desk with one leg lifted up onto it. Her eyes were closed and her head was tipped back. One of her hands was deep inside her panties, and it was crystal clear what she was doing.

Ben tried to step back out into the lobby, but accidentally bumped against the door. Dr. Kim opened her eyes and immediately snapped to attention.

“Oh!” she said. “Ben! I didn’t realize you were going to be… stopping by.”

Ben looked away from her, debating whether to apologize, or whether to try to act like he hadn’t seen anything.

“Sorry,” he finally said. “I needed to talk to you about something. But I can leave if this isn’t a good time.”

Dr. Kim smiled at him, without the slightest trace of embarrassment or shame. She knew Ben had seen her. He could tell from the way her eyes scanned over him. She knew, and rather than reacting like most woman would, she almost seemed to be enjoying the fact that he’d walked in on her.

“This is a wonderful time,” said Dr. Kim. She stood up from her desk, discreetly wiping her hand on the back of her skirt as she walked over to him. “Come on in.”

Ben smiled and suppressed a chuckle.

“Alright,” he said.

Instead of moving to sit back behind her desk, Dr. Kim led Ben over to the therapy couch. She sat down on it next to him, sitting so close that she was almost brushing up against him.

“Now,” she said, letting her hand rest on his thigh. “What seems to be the problem?”

Ben took a slow breath. He wasn’t sure if she was teasing him or coming onto him, but he was sick of letting members of the opposite sex get under his skin so easily, be it his mom, his psychiatrist, or anyone else.

“My mom and I have continued with the intimacy therapy,” said Ben. “We’ve been finding it a little, well, hard, to keep up with the treatment.”

“Ooh, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. Her hand slid a little further up his thigh. “That is quite the hard problem.”

Ben knew better than to let his reaction show. He was turned on. After seeing Dr. Kim in the middle of her fun, it was challenging not to be.

“Yeah,” he said, simply. “She’s gotten it into her head that it’s, uh, more sexual, than it really is.”

Ben frowned. He’d been over this before in his head. It was like debating against himself, or rather, having the stereotypical devil and angel halves of his conscience duke it out. It wasn’t sexual, and it was just a treatment. But it was sexual, and he wanted to take it further.

“Your mom thinks that it’s wrong…” whispered Dr. Kim. “…to encourage you to stroke off?”

She let her hand run across Ben’s hardness as she spoke. A hot shiver went up his spine. At the same time, he felt a little angry. He could sense something less than forthcoming in Dr. Kim’s behavior, and it was clear that she cared less about his therapy and more about teasing him.

“Can you call her, maybe?” asked Ben. “And talk with her? The treatment has been helping me, and I don’t want her to stop.”

“Ooh, it’s been helping you.” Her voice was like a horny cat’s, a deep, mewling purr. “I bet you want me to tell her to help you even more.”

She squeezed Ben’s cock and slowly licked her lips. It was one of the most arousing things he’d ever seen in his life, but somehow, he knew it was just for show. Dr. Kim was a woman that craved control, and if Ben tried his fumbling, teenaged advances on her, she’d most likely swat him down.

“You can tell her whatever you want,” said Ben. He forced himself to his feet, pulling his crotch out of her reach.

“Hey, we were just getting started!” said Dr. Kim. Ben smirked at her.

“It’s hard for me to tell sometimes, whether you’re getting started, or wasting my time.”

She stood up, and more importantly, stood within inches of Ben, close enough for him to feel her heat.

“Your treatment has been working,” she said. “And you’re such a strapping young man.”

She moved in even closer, wrapping her thigh around Ben’s leg, and grazing it against his cock. It took all of his willpower to keep from throwing her down onto the couch.

“I’ll call your mom and chat with her,” she said. “But we’re going to have to have an extended session. Not now, of course. But soon.”

Instead of answering her, Ben reached his hand around to her skirt. She looked surprised when his fingers slipped underneath it, and even more so when he ran them across her hot, wet panties.

“We will,” said Ben. “But not now.”

The room was hot and primed for sex. Only by turning away and not looking back did Ben manage to make it to the door and back out into the hallway. He stood for several minutes at the bottom door, trying to relax.


CHAPTER 4

Ben arrived back at his house after half an hour of pleasant walking through the beautiful early summer weather. He felt good, and began mentally making plans to go swimming or go for a hike, or to do something that would get him outside of the house for the day.

He heard loud arguing coming from inside his living room and frowned as he opened the front door. It made sense once he’d taken his shoes off and rounded the corner. His mother was standing with her hands on her hips, facing off against Luciana Martinez.

Luciana was the director of the Pinecross Players, the town’s local theater company. She was the same age as Ben’s mother, and had, in fact, gone to school with her. Her skin was tan, her hair was jet black, and her face looked as though it belonged on a South American pop star, with smooth, clear skin and a flirty smile.

Her large breasts and butt gave her body a certain voluptuous quality without approaching plump or chubby. She had a lot to offer any man that could keep up with her, and from what Ben had heard, it had been a point of contention between his mom and Luciana back when they were teenagers.

“And here is the man in question,” said Luciana. She was wearing a slender white blouse, a button or two left undone at the top to expose her cleavage and a hint of bra. Beneath it, she had on a black skirt and pantyhose.

“The man in question is my son,” snapped Alexa. “And he’s been having a rough summer! I don’t think the added stress of-“

“You don’t know what he wants!” said Luciana. “And just maybe, what he wants isn’t something you can give him!”

Alexa glared at Luciana, managing to make the cloth robe she had on look almost regal around her shoulders.

“I did not invite you inside to stand in my living room and insult me!” she shouted. “I’ve had just about enough of this.“

“Hey!” Ben stepped in between the two women. “Easy, you two!”

He pressed a hand on his mom’s shoulder to move her back a respectable distance. His other hand went to do the same with Luciana, but he wasn’t looking in her direction. It ended up touching something soft and heavenly, and when he turned to look at her, he saw her smiling through a blush as his fingers groped her breast.

“Whoops!” Ben pulled his hand back and put held them up. “But uh, my point still stands! What’s this about?”

Alexa opened her mouth to start in, but Luciana beat her to it.

“I was merely stopping by to see why you haven’t returned any of my phone calls,” said Luciana. “Rehearsals begin tomorrow.”

Ben raised an eyebrow at that.

“Your phone calls?” He pulled out his cell phone and shook his head. “Wait, I put down the number for the… home phone.”

He turned his gaze to the family’s old-fashioned wireless phone and then snapped it to his mom. She wouldn’t meet his eyes, and the shame in her body language spoke louder than words.

“Are you serious?” he shouted. “Mom, why would you keep this from me?”

“Ben, I want what’s best for you,” she said. “I know you’ve been in a dark place recently, and-“

“Mom, no.” Ben shook his head. “Just… no. I don’t care what you have to say. Between this and the, uh, other thing. I can’t believe it.”

Alexa’s emotions shifted from shame into anger in a flash. She glared at Luciana, and then looked at Ben with a determined expression.

“I do what I think is best for you, Ben,” she said. “That’s my duty as a mother!”

She turned and walked upstairs, not looking back at them. Ben waited until he heard the door to her room shut before shaking his head and looking back at Luciana.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I don’t know what’s going on in her head, sometimes.”

Luciana smiled, her eyes twinkling slightly as they met his.

“She’s your mother,” she said. “It’s in her nature to want to protect you. But I think she’ll understand if you want to do the play, especially given the role I want to put you in.”

Ben raised an eyebrow at her and couldn’t stop a burgeoning smile from spreading onto his face.

“What role?” he asked.

Luciana took a step toward him and then leaned her face in toward his, almost conspiratorially.

“I want you to play Romeo,” she said.

Ben’s emotions flickered through the entire range as he processed what she’d just said. He felt surprised, confused, nervous, and above all else, overjoyed.

“Luciana!” Ben grinned and pulled her into a tight hug. “Thank you!”

He kissed once on each cheek as though it was the most natural thing in the world. It wasn’t until he saw her staring at his lips that he realized that he was moving to kiss her on the mouth, as well.

“Well,” said Luciana. “It’s nice to see that you’re excited about the role.”

She shifted against him, and Ben realized that he had an erection, and it was pressed almost directly between her thighs. He let out an embarrassed cough and released her, though Luciana didn’t seem reluctant about staying in his arms.

“When do rehearsals start?” he asked.

“Tomorrow morning.” Luciana straightened her blouse. “You’d better practice that script I gave you.”

She blew him a kiss and headed for the door.


CHAPTER 5

Ben spoke very little with his mother for the rest of the day. He spent most of it in his room, trying to memorize an ungodly number of lines in a frustratingly short span of time. Alexa made dinner and called him down for it, but he could tell by her demeanor that she wasn’t interested in eating together. He brought the plate up to his room and continued reading lines through mouthfuls of sausage and potatoes.

The next morning came far too quickly for his liking. He didn’t have all of his lines inscribed on the inside of his head. It was an impossibility to do within a day. But he still felt good, and he showered and dressed quickly before heading out the door.

He made it to the Pinecross Theater shortly before nine. There were a few girls around his age making their way inside as he walked up the steps. Ben didn’t recognize them from his school and was more than a little glad for it. The idea of playing the role of Romeo was already daunting enough without further complications.

About two dozen cast members in total were gathered in the seats in front of the stage. Ben was apparently one of the last to arrive, which he mentally chastised himself for. He made his way down to the front of the theater and took a seat next to an attractive, albeit slightly plump redheaded girl.

“Hi,” she said. “You made it just in time. The director said she’d start the introductions in a couple of minutes.”

“Perfect,” he said. “I’m Ben.”

“Jessie.”

She held out her hand, and Ben shook it. He slowly pivoted his head around to see the rest of the cast, expecting to recognize at least a few faces. Surprisingly, they were almost all new to him, and even more surprising was how young and attractive everyone was. Jessie was probably the least impressive of all the women in the theater, and even she had a rather cute face.

Before he could continue any further down that line of thought, Luciana appeared from one of the wings and walked out to the center of the stage. She was wearing a thin, gray summer dress and that was it. She wore no shoes, and oddly, it didn’t look as though she was wearing a bra, either.

“Welcome.” She slowly drew her eyes across the assembled cast. “It’s good to see all of you here this morning. There are a few things I want to make abundantly clear before we get started.”

Her eyes lingered on Ben for a moment, and a curious smile spread across her lips.

“I would like everyone that’s been in a theater production before as a member of the main cast to raise their hand.,” she said.

Everyone other than Ben stuck their hand up in the air. He scratched his head and scowled slightly, feeling more than a couple of eyes lingering on him as the odd man out.

“Forget everything your former directors taught you!” Luciana’s voice was serious and a little harsh. “I am a demanding woman. I want performances from you that go beyond anything you’ve ever done before!”

She paused, letting the silence hover for a moment before continuing.

“If any of you have any issues with my directing style, or the things I ask you to do, remember that you always have the option to leave.” She slowly set her hands on her hips. “But I will not deviate from my interpretation of the script, so don’t bother trying to argue with me.”

Ben looked around, a little curious at what the reaction of the other members of the cast would be. Some of them looked a little taken aback, but the majority were on the edge of their seats, drawn in by Luciana’s intensity.

“The play we will be performing is called ‘The Lust of Romeo’, as I’m sure you all know,” said Luciana. “I intend for the audience to feel the lust. That may require some of you to push past your boundaries, and give performances that are much more vivid than what you’ve done in the past. If any of you take issue with that, please, speak now.”

Nobody said a thing. Luciana nodded and slipped her hands along her hair, pulling it back behind her shoulders and pushing her breasts forward against the thin fabric of her dress.

“Alright then,” she said, after a few seconds. “Let’s begin.”

She picked up a clipboard from the edge of the stage and started the roll call, using both the names of the actors and their characters. Ben still didn’t recognize any of his fellow cast, but he made a mental note of who was who.

“Mika,” said Luciana. “My Juliette.”

“Here.” The girl that spoke up was sitting a few seats down from Ben. She had shoulder length strawberry blonde hair, green eyes, and a vaguely eastern european accent.

“Ben,” said Luciana. “The star of the show, Romeo!”

“Here,” said Ben.

He immediately felt the eyes of everyone in the room hone onto him. Luciana was silent, as though she wanted the cast to take a minute to consider him, the person she’d cast in the hardest role of the entire play. He could see a couple of the other guys shooting looks at him. After a few seconds, he smiled, nodded, and coughed uncomfortably into the crook of his arm.

“Alright,” said Luciana. “We will be jumping around quite a bit early on. Some scenes will take precedent over others, of course. I’d like to start with the party scene, where Romeo and Juliet meet for the first time.”

Ben looked over at Mika. She met his gaze with a curious, almost flirtatious smile. The guy sitting next to her, a dark-haired teenager that had been one of the ones glaring at Ben earlier, put his hand around her possessively.

“Romeo, huh?” said Jessie. “Looks like you hit the jackpot.”

She poked him playfully in the ribs and licked her lips.

“Yeah, I guess so,” said Ben.


CHAPTER 6

Ben stood onstage, one hand holding his script, and the other nervously fidgeting against his leg. It was suddenly much, much harder for him to remember his lines, and even the basic plot of the play, than it had been the night before.

They were still setting up the scene. Luciana moved people into different spots onstage, setting up the blocking and continuing to work out specific details in her head. Mika stood across from Ben with her nose buried in her script. She had on a pink sweatshirt over black leggings, and standing up, it was easy for Ben to see how tall she was. He wasn’t sure, but she looked to be either even with him or maybe even an inch or so taller.

“Ben,” said Luciana. “You aren’t nearly close enough. This is passed the part where the two of you are gazing at each other from across the room.”

She wrapped an arm around his waist and all but hauled him over to where Mika was standing. Luciana then put a hand on Mika’s back and shoved her in closer to Ben.

“Hmmm…” Luciana looked back and forth between the two of them. “Read your first line, Ben. I need to hear how it sounds at this distance.”

“Uh, okay…” Ben flipped through his script, trying to multitask finding the right page with falling into character. “Here we go. Uh, may I have the next dance?”

Luciana scoffed. She reeled her hand back as though she was about to slap him across the face. Ben flinched back and didn’t relax even after she’d composed herself.

“That was awful,” said Luciana. “I need to see your heart! Your soul! And be more forceful!”

She grabbed Ben’s hand and pulled it to Mika’s hip. Mika opened her mouth slightly in surprise.

“Say the line again,” said Luciana. “Like you mean it!”

Ben took a deep breath. He looked into Mika’s eyes, feeling a bit more focused.

“May I have the next dance?”

Mika, now acting the part of Juliette, smiled at him.

“You are quite forward,” she said, her accent adding an interesting quality to the words.

“I am,” said Ben. “And you are quite beautiful.”

Mika’s smile broadened.

“Perhaps…” she said slowly. “I can skip a few of your friends, and dance with you first.”

“Yes!” Luciana clapped her hands together and grinned at the two of them. “Much, much better. Now, head over here and have a seat, Romeo, and allow Juliet to dance for you.”

Luciana led him over to a plastic, metal-legged chair on the side of the stage and pushed him down into it. Ben raised an eyebrow, not remembering enough of the script to know exactly what was going on.

“Uh…” He scratched his head. “Luciana, I thought this was when Romeo and Juliet danced together?”

She shot him a bemused look and then smiled.

“Juliet dances for Romeo,” she said. “Juliet, why don’t you jump on in and give the dancing a try?”

Mika nodded and walked over to Ben, who was trying to do his best to keep his confusion off his face. He watched as Mika slowly reached out and ran a finger across his chest, and then began to move.

There were a couple of inches of space in between the two of them, but that didn’t keep the suggestive movements of Mika’s hips or the way she wiggled her chest in front of Ben’s face, from being incredibly hot. He heard someone mutter something derisive sounding from stage right, and looked over to see the guy that’d put his arm around Mika earlier glaring at him.

“Closer!” said Luciana. “This needs to look real.”

She began to physically move Mika, spreading her legs and positioning her directly over Ben. When Mika started to dance again, she was up against him. Luciana pushed her upper body down even further, forcing Mika’s breasts to glide across his face.

“Alright,” said Luciana. “Better. Now turn around.”

Mika turned so that she was looking away from him, and lowered her toned, tiny butt down onto his crotch. Ben had an erection by this point, and he cringed at the idea of her feeling it through his jeans. If she did notice, Mika didn’t seem to care, or she took it as a compliment.

“Romeo,” said Luciana. “Run your hands across her.”

Ben blinked. He’d almost forgotten that he needed to be playing his part, too. Juliet was giving him a lap dance, and he needed to make it look like he was enjoying it. Which, given the fact that he actually was, didn’t seem like that much of a task.

He let his hands settle onto Mika’s stomach. She gasped as they made contact, squeezing her buttocks together against his bulge. It felt good to Ben, and he slowly began to slide his hands further up.

“I need more from you, Romeo,” said Luciana. “Whisper something in her ear.”

Ben shrugged. His fingers slip toward the bottom edge of Mika’s breasts, and he brought his lips in close to her ear. He thought about what to say for a moment before settling on something relatively safe.

“You’re doing a good job,” he said.

“Oh?” Mika turned to whisper back to him. “Is that why you have a-“

“Kiss,” said Luciana. “Kiss her.”

“This is stupid!” The guy from before stopped across the stage toward them. “There’s no reason for them to-“

“Get. Back. In your spot.” Luciana’s voice was cold and authoritative. “James, I will cut you from this play in a heartbeat if you interfere with this scene.”

Ben was slowly grinding up against Mika, meeting her movements as she moved in his lap. He leaned in and kissed her. He’d meant it to be a stage kiss, basic and sterile, but before he knew what was happening his tongue was flicking out to meet hers. He groped at her breasts and mashed his cock into her butt with teenage, horny eagerness.

“Excellent,” said Luciana. “That should do for now.”

Mika kept moving in Ben’s lap. He pinched one of her nipples and she let out a tiny whimpering noise. They kissed again, and one of Ben’s hands began slipping lower, heading for her crotch.

“Romeo, Juliet.” Luciana walked over and physically began pulling them apart. “Enough. We need to move on.”

Ben felt reality coming back. He blushed slightly as he turned to look at the rest of the cast, all of whom had been watching the display with aroused curiosity.

“That was good, though.” Luciana grinned at him and ruffled his hair. “I’ll make sure the two of you get some more time to… practice, after.”


CHAPTER 7

The rest of the rehearsal went by rather uneventfully. Luciana chastised Ben for not knowing his lines, but apart from that, he wasn’t on the receiving end of much of her ire.

He wanted to get a chance to talk to Mika privately, and possibly clear the air between her, himself, and the guy that appeared to be her boyfriend. Unfortunately, Luciana kept them moving from one scene to the next, and when the rehearsal drew to a close, she called Ben onto stage to help her strike the set before he had a chance to break away.

“You did well today, Ben,” said Luciana. “There are a few things that you’ll need to work on with your acting in the future, however.”

“I know, I know.” Ben picked up a chair and carried it into the stage’s wing. “I didn’t have much time to study my lines, given that I didn’t know which role you’d given me until yesterday.”

“It’s more than just that.” Luciana followed Ben into the wing and stood in front of him, blocking his path back out onto stage. “Knowing the lines is one thing. The intensity of the delivery is what I am… concerned about.”

He didn’t say anything, knowing that the only words that could convince her would be said by Romeo, and not Ben. Unfortunately, he’d left his script in his seat when he’d gotten up to help, and no lines were finding their way to his lips naturally yet.

“You’ll need to get a lot of practice,” she mused. “And you’ll need someone to practice on.”

She took a step closer. Ben felt his heart bucking and kicking. Lucina looked really, really good, and regardless of whether or not he was reading the situation correctly, he idea of running lines with her, or even just having her around as his director, was exciting.

“Are you suggesting that we get in some practice now?” asked Ben. He felt a smile spread across his face and reeled it in, unsure of how it would come across.

“Would you like to practice with me, Ben?” she asked

The lines finally popped back into his head.

“Alright then,” he said, as Romeo. “If you do not believe what I’ve told you, then join me in bed. I will make you understand.”

“Ooh, such confidence,” said Luciana, falling into the role of Agnishka, one of Juliette’s close friends. “I would like to see that.”

Ben took a step forward, his cock already hard and ready. In the script, the only blocking written in for this scene was for Romeo and Agnishka to *fall into bed*. There was no bed nearby, so Ben did the next best thing.

He ran his hand slowly across the side of Luciana’s face. It felt warm, and the act of doing it made him feel warm. Luciana’s eyes showed their age, but not in an unflattering or ugly way. Instead, it was as though she could see every delightful detail of Ben’s youth and inexperience.

Ben leaned in, forcing himself through his own hesitation, and planted a soft stage kiss on Luciana’s mouth. Her lips responded less than Mika’s had, but there was still something there. Her head moved in a slight nod, as though giving him permission to take it a little further.

She’d given an inch, so Ben tried to take a mile. Remembering how his audition had gone a few days before, and more importantly, how much he’d enjoyed it, he stepped in close against Luciana, letting his cock prod into her stomach. She didn’t flinch back or say anything, and when Ben kissed her again, her lips were moving with his even more.

The kisses continued, as though they were passing pleasure back and forth through their soft lips. Ben pushed Luciana back and had her up against the stage wing’s wall. She lifted her leg up slightly and rubbed herself against him. She felt hot, and he groped at her breasts, letting out a soft, genuine growl.

They went on like that for several seconds. Ben wanted sex. Every inch of his horny, teenage body screamed for it. It was a little embarrassing for him, really. The intimacy therapy, his first audition with Luciana, even his conversations with Dr. Kim had all served to open a door to him into a world he’d always known about, but never had the enthusiasm to go after.

Luciana didn’t stop him, at least not at first. They were dry humping like horny animals. Ben was kissing her neck and mashing his cock into her. He reached down, finally past the point of being able to stop himself, and started to unzip his jeans.

“Alright,” whispered Luciana. “That’s the end of the scene.”

She pushed Ben back, and he had to fight off a momentary urge to keep going. He blinked and stared at her, eyes uncomprehending.

“What?”

“That was good,” said Luciana. “But without the bed onstage today, it is pointless to practice any further.”

She smiled and straightened her hair as though nothing had happened between them. Ben was gaping, and Luciana set a hand on his shoulder, as if consoling him through what must have been intense disappointment.

“Relax,” she said, smiling. “We’ll do more practicing, just not tonight.”

Ben took a step forward, putting his body within inches of hers. His cock ached, and he could feel Luciana’s heat.

“Alright then.” It took every ounce of will that he had to force the words out, and they did nothing for thick, loaded tension in the air. Luciana nodded slowly, her face unreadable.

“I should be getting home,” said Ben. He took a few steps away from her and then looked away. It was as though he was stepping out of range of a spell. The second she left his field of view, he could think again.

“Walk safe,” said Luciana. “And tell your mother that I said hi.”

Ben shot her an amused look and shook his head.

“Same time tomorrow?” he asked.

Luciana nodded.

“Alright then,” he said. “Take care, Luciana.”


CHAPTER 8

The walk home was painful, mostly emotionally but also somewhat physically. Ben felt hollow disappointment in his chest, and his inner voice reverberated against the inside of his skull, explaining to him in seven different ways how he’d blown it with Luciana.

He was aroused for the entire trip, even as he rounded the corner into his own neighborhood. It was late afternoon. There were still people outside, men on lawnmowers, young women out jogging, older women in gardens and sitting on porches. He had to hunch over to make his obvious arousal a little less obvious.

He made it in through the front door and almost crashed headlong into his mother. Alexa was on her way outside, carrying a pitcher of iced tea in one hand and an empty glass in the other. She wore a flirty summer dress, thin and on the small side, only reaching down midway into her thighs and low enough in the front to showcase her cleavage and lack of a bra.

“Mom…” Ben remembered what had happened yesterday and let out a slow sigh.

“Ben.” Alexa set the things in her hands down and walked over to the couch, crossing her legs as she sat down. She patted the spot next to her, and Ben went over and collapsed into it.

“Look, I’m sorry,” he said. “I don’t know how many different ways I can say it. I’m really sorry about what happened.”

“I know you are, sweetie.” She smiled fondly at him. “And I know the intimacy therapy has been working for you. I just… I think it’s best if we approach it from a platonic angle.”

She looked a little unsure, but steeled her facial expression as she continued.

“Ben, the idea of you looking at pornography that’s similar to-“

“I’m sorry!” Ben cringed. “Look, I’m really, really sorry. It’s hard for me to listen to you talk about it, even.”

His mom frowned at him and set a soft hand on his thigh. Ben was still excited from the encounter with Luciana, and felt his cock rising to attention.

“I’m your mother, Ben,” she said. “We have to be totally clear about this. There is nothing at all sexual about your treatment. “

Ben met her eyes for only a moment. She was leaning toward him, and her dress billowed downward enough to give him a decent look down her blouse.

“You’re totally right, mom,” he said. “It’s not. I didn’t think that it was.”

She shifted her hand slightly on his thigh and Ben’s cock twitched slightly, sending a hot flash of excitement into the rest of his body.

“It’s intimacy therapy,” she said, as though explaining it to him for the first time. “There’s nothing wrong with a mother and her son being intimate together.”

Ben felt his cheeks heat up a little at that, but he didn’t contradict her. She was his mom, and he knew that she was right. She’d given him baths at a child, fed him food before he could do so himself, tucked him into bed. This was no different from that.

“I like it,” he said, and then added quickly, “I mean, I think it’s helping. And I like having time with you, where the both us are…”

He trailed off, unable to find a word that wouldn’t add the wrong emphasis. Alexa nodded slowly.

“I know,” she said. “I feel the same way. That’s why I want us to be able to keep doing it, without it becoming…”

It was her turn to be ambiguous with her meaning, and Ben’s turn to nod and understand. He smiled at her, and his mom reached over and pulled him into a tight hug.

“I love you, honey,” she said.

“I love you too, mom.”

His cock strained against this jeans. His mom was pulled halfway across him, positioned in a way that would let him flip her underneath him in a second, if he’d wished it. Ben banished the thought from his mind.

He spent the rest of the afternoon practicing his lines, thinking about what Luciana had said, and about Mika, and the rest of the cast. The role of Romeo was big, daunting, and more than a little exciting to him. He read his lines with different intonations, speaking loudly, gesturing with his arms in some cases. After one such extended back and forth between him and Tybalt, one of Juliette’s bouncers in this version, he took a break and started to head for the bathroom.

“That was good.” His mom was standing right outside his door, and Ben started when he saw her.

“I… didn’t know that you were listening,” he said. Alexa grinned at him.

“I couldn’t help myself,” she said. “Also, dinner is ready.”

Tonight, the two of them did sit down for dinner. Ben told his mom about the rehearsal, omitting a few parts for her benefit. He listened to her tell him about her day and smiled as he ate the food. It felt nice to be back in her good graces.

Once he’d finished, Ben settled into the couch to watch TV, while his mom disappeared upstairs to take a bath. He was in the middle of his second episode of CSI when he heard soft footsteps headed across the carpet.

“Ben,” said his mom. “How are you feeling, tonight?”

He shrugged.

“Not bad,” he said. “I’m active, and not feeling depressed. That’s all I can really…”

He’d turned around to look at her in midsentence and was too distracted to finish. Alexa was wearing a nightgown he’d never seen on her before. It was red and thin to the point of almost being translucent. It hugged to her breasts as though it’d been tailored, and barely made it down past her butt.

“That’s good,” said his mom. “I’ll be in my room if you need anything.”

She said the last word carefully, meeting his eye as he did. Ben felt as though the house’s thermostat had been cranked up to 80. His mom turned and walked back upstairs and he watched her go, flashes of illicit buttock popping into view as her hips swayed from side to side with each step.


CHAPTER 9

Ben waited for five of the longest minutes of his life before getting up from the couch. He didn’t want to seem too eager. He didn’t want his mom getting the wrong idea, again. But he wanted the intimacy treatment so badly that it made his entire body tingle with anticipation.

He slowly made his way upstairs. By the time he’d made it to the door of his mom’s room, his erection was almost painful against the inside of his jeans. He knocked softly and waited.

“Come on in, sweetie,” said his mother, her voice soft and gentle.

The only light on in her room was a small reading lamp next to her bed. Alexa was halfway under the covers, holding her page in a romance novel with one hand. Her dark blonde hair was slightly ruffled, as though she’d been lying down.

“Mom,” asked Ben. “Can we do the treatment again, now?”

He wished that he’d been able to find a way to phrase it more tactfully, but it was hard to keep his excitement in check. There was no eloquent way, at least no that he could think of, to ask her, so he settled on blunt honesty. His mother smiled at him.

“If you think it would help you, I don’t mind,” she said. “I thought you might ask.”

“Okay.” Ben stood, feeling suddenly awkward, and not knowing exactly how to proceed.

“Come here, honey,” she said. “Climb into bed next to me.”

Ben felt his cock burn with excitement. He slowly made his way over. Alexa frowned at him when he started to pull back the blankets.

“You can take off your shirt and jeans,” she said. “It will probably be more comfortable.”

“Oh yeah.” Ben grinned foolishly. “Right.”

He pulled off his clothes and then slipped into the bed next to his mother. It was warm under the covers, and he moved in close enough for his left side to brush up against her right side. Alexa put a hand on his shoulder, as though preparing to hold him at bay, if need be.

“Are you ready?” asked his mom. “You can start by, well, you know. Taking it out.”

Ben raised an eyebrow at her.

“What about when it’s time for me to, uh, finish?” he asked. “I don’t want to leave a mess on your sheets.”

He felt his face heating up. It was embarrassing, but more than that, he found that the words were incredibly arousing to speak out loud. It wasn’t dirty talk. It was just a simple acknowledgment of the fact of his sexual maturity, and saying it to his mom, for her ears, made him feel so turned on that he almost lost control.

“Oh. Right.” Alexa blushed a deep red, and then leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll be right back, sweetie.”

She climbed out of bed and opened her closet. Slowly, she leaned over and began looking for something on the bottom shelf. Her red nightgown slid up, revealing the cleavage of her buttocks and giving Ben a show that made him ache. He couldn’t resist. He started stroking himself, slowly, watching her the entire time.

“Hmmm…” said his mom. “I thought I had some towels in the bottom of my closet.”

She bent over further. It took every ounce of Ben’s self-control to keep from leaping out of the bed and pushing himself against her, into her.

“Will this do?” She whirled around to face him, holding something in her hand that Ben didn’t recognize at first. He did a double take, and then stared at her in shock.

“Those are… your panties?” He couldn’t believe it, and shook his head slowly.

“I don’t have much else that will work,” said his mom. “I have to do laundry tomorrow. And I also have heard that, well, sometimes young men like to…”

She blushed deep crimson and moved to toss her undergarments away. Ben caught her hand and slowly took them out of her palm.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I think they’ll work just fine.”

Alexa nodded slowly and then laughed, releasing some of the tension in the room.

“Hopefully I don’t accidentally turn you into a pervert,” she said. “Just pretend like it’s a really soft towel.”

Ben shook his head.

“They’re your panties,” he said. “I don’t want to pretend that they’re anything else.”

He looked expectantly at his mom for a couple of seconds. Her facial expression softened, and she smiled, brushing the comment off.

“Alright,” she said. “I guess we should get started?”


CHAPTER 10

Ben slowly ran his hand across his cock with one hand, holding his mom’s panties loosely in the other. Alexa reached over and turned off the reading lamp, shrouding the room in a dangerous kind of darkness.

“Alright, sweetie,” she said. “It helps if I talk, right?”

“Oh yeah,” said Ben. “God, I love the sound of your voice.”

He felt his mom’s hand rub his thigh encouragingly. Ben shifted slightly, letting the tip of his cock brush against her hand for an illicit, glorious moment. She let out a teasing, mock gasp.

“You’re so excited already?” She squeezed his thigh. “Why don’t you slide your hand all the way up to the base, and just give it a soft squeeze?”

Ben did it in an instant. He let out a small moan and slid closer to his mom.

“Okay,” he said.

“Now slowly stroke up and down, honey,” whispered Alexa. “That’s right. Not too fast, and not too hard. Just nice and soft.”

“Oh mom,” moaned Ben. He slowly stroked his cock, up and down, and heard her giggle slightly. She rubbed her hand a little further up his thigh.

“Good, Ben,” she whispered. “That’s good. Can you fit your other hand on it, too?”

Ben reached his hand over and set it above the other one.

“Yeah, mom,” he said. “I’m using both to stroke it now.”

“Oh, wow,” she said, a note of genuine surprise in her voice. “You really have grown up.”

There was a tense, almost disapproving silence, as though an invisible force in the room was judging them for what they were doing. Ben worried for a moment that she was going to stop, and reached over and rubbed her shoulder.

“Can you keep going?” he asked.

“…Okay,” she said. “I want you to… think about a woman you find attractive.”

Ben nodded. He thought about Luciana, and then about Mika, and for a moment, Dr. Kim. His thoughts immediately turned back to the woman in bed next to him, his own mother.

“Think about how it would feel to have her hands on your cock, instead of yours,” she said. “Imagine she was in front of you right now, staring into your eyes. Slowly touching you, sweetie.”

“Mom!” Ben was stroking his cock faster, but felt an incredible, pressing guilt rushing over him as his mom spoke. “I’m thinking of…”

“Is this too weird?” she whispered. “We can stop, if you want.”

“No!” He said, emphatically. “Keep going.”

His mom rubbed his inner thigh. Her fingers were so close to his cock that it was almost painful for him.

“Imagine that this woman…” Alexa trailed off, and Ben was sure that she could hear the embarrassment in her voice. “Imagine that she gave your big, hard thing a nice, soft, kiss.”

“Oh god, mom!” He thought of her lips, of her soft mouth, and sweet voice.

“Sweetie…” One of her fingers rubbed against the base of Ben’s shaft. “Just keep stroking. Nice and soft, just like the hugs I used to give you when you were little.”

“I want to give you a hug,” said Ben. “Right now.”

His mother hesitated.

“Ben,” she said. “I think you should wait until after we’re done with your treatment. Keep stroking, softly, up and down.”

“Just a quick hug.” Ben slid in closer to her, letting his hand drift off his erection. “And then we’ll go right back to it.”

“Honey…” whispered his mom.

Ben opened his arms and pulled her against him. His cock nestled itself in between her soft thighs and he almost cried out in delight. He thrust forward, feeling his member, dripping with precum, sliding across the other pair of panties, the one his mother had on.

Alexa didn’t stop him. Ben wasn’t sure if his mom was too embarrassed to point out what was happening under the covers, or too naïve to understand how thrilling it was for him, but she said nothing. And he continued to thrust, pushing his cock against his mom’s covered mound like he was trying to dig for oil through a thin layer of shale.

He groped at her big, soft breasts. He ran his lips along the nape of her neck. He reached around to one of her buttocks and cupped it, using it for leverage as he continued to dry hump her. And still, his mom said nothing. It wasn’t until one of his fingers drifted into the waistband of her panties that Alexa finally coughed, breaking the two of them out of their illicit reverie.

“You can hug me once you’re finished with your treatment, sweetie,” she said, in a voice that sounded tense and a little forced.

“You’re right, mom,” said Ben, whispering the words hot against her ear. He reached for the other pair of panties and wrapped them around his cock, still keeping himself in close contact with his mother.

Slowly, he began to stroke again, close enough to her that half the time his cock was poking against her stomach and fabric of her gown. He nestled his face against his mom’s shoulder and neck and moaned softly.

“You’re, erm, too close,” whispered Alexa. “Sweetie, you’re too close.”

Ben pushed in even closer, burying his face in between her covered breasts.

“Oh god, mom,” he moaned. She ran one of her hands through his hair.

“Ben!” said his mom, more sharply. “You’re on top of me!”

“Mom!” Ben wasn’t stroking himself off anymore, not as much as he was rubbing against her, letting his cock slide along the silken fabric and press into her body.

“You’re going to make a mess, honey!” hissed his mom. “It’s going to go all-“

Ben kissed her, not on the cheek or on the neck, but on the lips. It wasn’t a stage kiss. It was a passionate, full mouthed lip coupling. His kissed her right as he felt himself cross over his threshold. As his tongue pushed into her mouth, his seed splattered out, missing the panties his mom had given him entirely and splashing instead over her gown, over her stomach, and over the sheets.

“Mom…” he whispered. “I’m sorry.”

She let out a frustrated sigh and pulled the blankets back.

“Good night, Ben.” Alexa’s voice was sharp, and she stood up from the bed and didn’t look at him as she walked out into the hallway.

“Mom!” Ben swore under his breath. “I didn’t mean to!”

He heard the bathroom door slam shut and slowly made his way back to his room, confused and frustrated.


CHAPTER 11

Ben spent as much time as he could in the house the next morning. He wanted to catch his mom before heading off to rehearsal, to explain to her that what’d happened was a big mistake, an accident, even. He’d gotten a little carried away with the treatment and then it had just happened.

Alexa stayed in her room, right up until it was time for him to leave. Ben spent another minute chewing on his lip and debating whether or not it would be worth it for him to skip rehearsal in order to apologize to her, and then started walking.

He arrived at the Pinecross Players Theater even later than he had the day before. Luciana was already lecturing the cast. She glared at Ben when he made his way down the aisle toward the front of the auditorium.

“You are almost ten minutes late,” she said, sharply.

“I’m sorry,” said Ben. “I had to... check in on something.”

Luciana’s expression was even sharper than what he’d been expecting when Ben got close enough in to see it in detail. She crossed her arms and looked back over to the group at large. Ben followed her eyes, and after a few seconds, figured it out.

“Hey, where’s Mika?” he asked.

“Absent,” said Luciana. “As far as anyone can tell. Jessie will be stepping in to fill the role of Juliet.”

Ben nodded. Jessie was sitting a few seats down from him, doing a good job of keeping her excitement contained to a polite level. She was wearing a summer dress that took advantage of her voluptuous figure, and for a moment, Ben couldn’t pull his eyes away from her well framed cleavage.

“I’ve set up several different rehearsal stations on stage,” said Luciana. “Today, we will be working on all three acts independently of one another. I’ve divided the cast up so that there will be no overlap in who is needed in each scene.”

Luciana began calling out names and assigning them to various spots on the stage. Ben ended up stage left, where the prop bed sat. Jessie was sent up to the same spot, and he waited for another minute, listening to Luciana read off names, before realizing that it was to be just the two of them.

“I’m ready to do this!” Jessie was beaming, looking like she’d been picked for an award. “This is going to be awesome!”

“Well, I’m glad to see that you’re feeling the part,” said Ben.

Luciana made her way over to their group first once everyone was in place. She frowned slightly at the both of them and then nodded.

“I want you to review the second brothel scene,” said Luciana. “Where Romeo and Juliet meet in Juliet’s private room to… enjoy each other’s company.”

Jessie shot her hand up into the air as soon as Luciana finished.

“How deep into the roles do you want us to get?” she said in a quick, eager voice. “I mean, should we really… kiss and stuff?”

Her face turned a deep shade of crimson, almost matching her long red hair. Luciana smiled warmly.

“Take it as far as you both feel comfortable with,” said Luciana. “I think it’s best if the two of you put all of the teenage emotion and drive you can muster into acting this scene realistically.”

She waited for a moment, seeing if either of them would ask another question, and then turned and walked away. Jessie looked over at Ben and grinned.

“Are you ready, Romeo?” she asked.

“Yup.” Ben nodded and smiled. “Let’s do it.”

The beginning of the scene played out without much fanfare. The hardest part was for Ben to focus on Jessie’s voice over the sounds of the other cast members acting at their respective stations. Jessie was enthusiastic, but she didn’t have much talent when it came to projecting her voice and making her words travel.

They traded quips and flirtations as Romeo and Juliet. When they reached the part in the script where he was to give her a kiss in the hallway, Ben leaned in and planted a chaste stage kiss on Jessie’s lips. She shivered slightly as his lips touched hers, and a flash of disappointment passed over her face when he pulled back.

“Will you follow me to my room?” she asked, as Juliet.

“I will,” said Ben.

Jessie took his hand and led him over to the bed. She pulled back the sheets and slid into it, her skirt riding up slightly and revealing a flash of panty. Ben realized that she was much more attractive than he’d given her credit for originally. She had curves, but they were in all the right places, and he saw how they could give an exaggerated impression when she wore loose fitting clothing.

He wondered how long she’d play up the next part for before delivering her next line. This was one of the brothel scenes, where Romeo and Juliet played around in bed together. Ben followed her into the bed, and immediately felt her pushing her chest up against his, and her hot breath on his neck.

Jessie leaned forward and kissed him. It was the polar opposite of the kiss he’d given her before, full of tongue, sensual lip movements, and coupled with sex-charged body language. Jessie’s hand ran through Ben’s hair, and he felt himself lose control.


CHAPTER 12

Ben’s cock was rock hard within seconds of the first kiss under the covers. He groped at one of Jessie’s breasts, wondering how far he could push it before she became uncomfortable or Luciana took notice.

Jessie kissed him again, and he felt her hand graze over his hard bulge. Ben started slightly, unsure of whether she’d done it intentionally or not. It happened again, this time with a soft squeeze of her fingers, and he felt hot, evil lust flood into him.

Jessie met his eyes. This was it, thought Ben. She’s going to say her line now.

She didn’t. Instead, she kissed him again, and pushed herself against him with the horny intensity of a woman with serious sexual needs on the cusp of being fulfilled. She kissed Ben again on the neck, and then nuzzled her face against his shirt as she slipped down under the sheets.

Ben blinked, almost as though coming out of a temporary delirium, or freed from the effect of a spell. There were two other groups of cast members acting on stage around him, neither group paying him much attention. Luciana was working directly with the largest group. Nobody was paying him and Jessie any attention at all.

He felt the tension of the waistband of his jeans release as Jessie undid the button, and then blinked in disbelief as she slowly pulled down the zipper. He looked under the covers at her, shaking his head slightly back and forth.

Jessie’s face was flushed. She slipped his pants down far enough to give herself room to work with, and then nuzzled against Ben’s boxer covered bulge. She met his eye almost as though in challenge. Was he going to stop her, to call it off?

Ben didn’t, and in fact, angled his hips to give her better access as Jessie pulled his cock free and began to run her hot fingers over it. The sensation was so far beyond anything he’d experienced in his life before that he had to dig his fingers into the sheets underneath him.

There were people around, not just one or two, but an entire play’s worth of them. The idea that Jessie had the audacity to make an attempt at what she was doing was mind blowing. Ben tried to keep his face a mix of boredom and feigned focus as Jessie began to stroke him off under the sheets.

Luciana took a few steps in their direction. Ben reached under the cover and tapped Jessie fiercely on the head. She took it to mean something completely different than what he’d intended. Ben felt her lips wrap around the head of his cock and almost cried out in surprise.

“Are you and Jessie managing okay?” asked Luciana. She was still far enough away onstage to miss what was happening. Ben nodded a little bit more strongly than he needed to.

“Oh yeah,” he said. “It’s all good. We’re having a blast.”

Luciana quirked the corner of her mouth of up and looked around the bed.

“Where is Jessie, anyway?” she asked.

Jessie brought her lips down even lower on Ben’s cock, as though intentionally trying to make the situation even harder for him. Ben took a slow breath and scratched his head.

“She’s around somewhere,” he said vaguely. Luciana looked ready to object, but another cast member caught her attention before she could.

Ben lifted up the sheet far enough to get a look at Jessie and glared at her. Her green eyes looked amused as she continued to suck. Ben set his hand on the back of her head and slowly pushed down, intent on giving her a bit of her own medicine.

Jessie took as much of him as she could into her mouth, and then slowly let the head of his cock slide into her throat. She looked very pleased, both with herself and with him. And it felt fantastic.

She let out a small choking noise as she pulled back. One of the girls in the group nearest to Ben’s looked over and did a double take.

“Uh…” She took a step toward the bed and Ben hurried to make the sheets look somewhat less suspicious. “Have you just been lying in the bed for the past ten minutes?”

“I’m just waiting,” said Ben. Jessie was bobbing her head up and down again

“Waiting for what?” The girl crossed her arms. She looked as though she wanted to ream Ben out for wasting time, when he should have been rehearsing.

“Melissa! That was your line!” Another girl in her group snapped at her, and suspicious Melissa turned away from Ben.

There was only so much teasing Ben could take. He was thrilled by Jessie’s daring lips and tongue, but he’d never felt hornier in his life. He wanted to strip her skirt off and feel her big, naked breasts against him, to take her body in full. But, barring an opportunity to do that, he just wanted to cum.

Ben took control of the blowjob, putting his hand on the back of Jessie’s head and bouncing her lips and mouth up and down on his cock. She seemed to love it, using her lips and tongue to coordinate with his movements.

He went faster and faster with it, dangerously so. Luciana was on the verge of finishing up with the group she was working with, and then she’d be over to check on them. Ben wondered if she’d care, after what had happened between them during his audition. She was unpredictable and in a position of authority, and he decided he’d rather not have to find out.

Ben pumped his hips up into Jessie’s movements. He had both hands on her head now, pinning her sweet mouth to his cock as though he was afraid of her pulling away. He pumped faster and faster, and saw her green, slutty eyes looking up at him.

It was too much for him. He pumped his cock into Jessie’s mouth one last time, hard and deep enough to feel the back of her throat. His cum spurted out, and Jessie licked and swallowed it down like a kitten cleaning up a milk spill.

“Ben?” asked Luciana. “Where is Jessie?”

Ben opened his mouth to answer, but before he could, a slightly red-faced Jessie popped out from under the sheets next to him.

“We were trying a different approach to the scene,” she said. Luciana’s eyes narrowed.

“You’re the understudy, Jessie,” she said. “Don’t get too comfortable.”


CHAPTER 13

The rehearsal continued without nearly as much excitement after that. Luciana brought the cast together to work on a single scene. Ben tried to find an opportunity to talk with Jessie about what had just happened, but the two of them didn’t get a moment alone.

Things came to an end after a few more hours. Ben tried to make his way over to Jessie, but before he could, Luciana took him by the shoulder and pulled him off to the side.

“I need to speak with you for a minute, Ben,” she said. Her tone of voice said more than any words. She knew that something had happened.

“Alright,” he said. “Uh, what’s up?”

Luciana pulled him into the stage wing and turned to face him. She was smiling slightly, an expression that didn’t match up with what Ben had been expecting.

“How was it?” she asked.

“I’m sorry?” Ben shook his head. “How was what?”

Luciana flashed him a deviously coy smile.

“How was it acting with Jessie, today?” she asked.

“Oh. It was… interesting.” Ben thought for a second and then added, “Interesting in a good way. She’s very committed to the performance.”

Luciana nodded.

“I noticed the same thing,” she said. “I’d initially given her a smaller role, but I’m not so sure if it would fit her now. She did an excellent job as Juliet today.”

Ben frowned.

“What are you saying?” he asked. “I thought Mika was going to-“

“Mika was my first choice, clearly,” she said. “But Mika skipped rehearsal without any excuse today. That’s unacceptable.”

Ben nodded, still feeling a little conflicted.

“If Mika shows up to rehearsal on Monday,” said Luciana, “Then I will talk to her about why she was absent, and we will go from there. I want your opinion, Ben. Which one would you rather have across from you?”

“I…” Ben shook his head and almost laughed. “How am I supposed to answer that? I met both of them yesterday.”

“I’m going to consider your opinion on this, too,” said Luciana. “I’ll have the two of them switch on and off for the next rehearsal. Feel them both out. See what they have to offer the role. Figure out which one you have better chemistry with.”

“Uh…” Ben scratched his head, a bit stunned by the request. “Yeah, I can do that.”

“Thank you, Ben.”

Luciana reached out and took him by the shoulders. She leaned in close, close enough to make Ben acutely aware of what an attractive woman she was. She brought her lips to his cheek and gave him a soft kiss, letting her mouth linger by his ear.

“Let me know if you need anything else,” she whispered.

Ben left the theater, reeling from the events of the day. He was so caught up in his thoughts that he almost didn’t notice Jessie standing at the bottom of the stairs outside. She smiled and waved when she saw him.

“Hey,” she said. “I wanted to, uh, talk to you.”

Ben smiled at her and felt a bit of the tension melt off his shoulders.

“Of course,” he said. “I was hoping we’d get a chance to touch base after your… performance on stage.”

Jessie blushed a little, but also looked a little flattered.

“Yeah…” she said, fidgeting with her foot. “I get really into the roles I play. And, well, you make a really good Romeo.”

“Thanks,” he said. He thought about telling her about what Luciana had said to him, but it seemed like it would be a betrayal of the director’s trust.

“Anyway, I wanted to just see if… well… if maybe.” Jessie looked up and met his gaze. “If maybe you’d want to hang out sometime? If you aren’t too weirded out by me, I mean.”

Ben chuckled, and then held out his hands, realizing how Jessie might interpret the gesture.

“Yeah, I would,” he said. “And no, I’m not weirded out. It was actually kind of… well, it was really hot.”

Jessie took a step toward him, putting herself within his reach and instantly changing the tone of the conversation.

“Well, that’s kind of what I’m into,” she said, softly. “Doing things like that, with other people around. In secret.”

“I can see why,” said Ben. Jessie stepped even closer, and he saw her eyes dart toward a thick bush next to the side of the theater, away from prying eyes.

“Anyway, I have to get going,” she said. “Here’s my number.”

She scribbled it down on the back of Ben’s script. He thought about kissing her in the empty moment between when she finished and when she turned to go and decided against it.

“I’ll see you later,” he said.

“Yeah! See you later.”

He watched her walk off and couldn’t help but admire the curves of her hips, and the feminine sway of her steps.


CHAPTER 14

Ben had a grin on his face when he final made it home. For the first time in a long time, he felt optimistic, almost giddy about his future. It was a little past lunch time, and it wasn’t until he’d made most of the way up to his front door that he noticed a car he didn’t recognize parked in the front driveway, next to his mom’s car.

A cold premonition slithered down the edge of his back. His mom hadn’t mentioned having company over the day before, and she was the type that usually would have. Ben frowned slightly as he walked up the steps, trying to work out who it might have been.

His mom was sitting in the living room, and she was in the middle of a hushed conversation, with Dr. Kim. Both women looked up at him as he walked inside, Dr. Kim in her business casual blouse and skirt, and his mom in a t-shirt and yoga pants.

“Uh…” Ben scratched his head and tried his best to not look as confused as he felt. “What’s going on?”

“Have a seat, sweetie,” said Alexa.

Ben hesitated for only a moment before joining the two of them on the couch. They made room for him in the center, with one of them on either side.

“Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “Do you know why your mom had me over for a visit today?”

He frowned.

“I… have a general idea of why,” he said.

His mom reached her hand over and set it on his shoulder.

“Honey, it’s about your behavior over the past few days,” she said.

Ben shook his head.

“My behavior? I’ve felt amazing, mom. Ever since I started the treatment. I’ve felt better!”

Alexa sighed and squeezed her hand.

“You’ve felt better,” she said. “But you haven’t been better.”

“Ben, do you recognize where I stand in all of this, as a third party?” asked Dr. Kim.

Ben turned to meet her gaze. She looked very serious and very unlike the flirtatious psychiatrist he caught in the midst of an indecent act the morning before. Her blouse looked good on her, pulling tightly against her bust, making it seem as though it was within his reach if he wanted.

“Ben, are you listening to me?” asked Dr. Kim. Ben blinked and realized that he’d been staring at her for several seconds.

“This is exactly what I mean, Dr. Kim,” said Alexa. “Even his director agrees with me.”

“What?” Ben shook his head. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“Ben, we need to have a serious talk about how your treatment is progressing,” said Dr. Kim. “From what your mother has told me, you’ve been compromising the effectiveness of it through your… enthusiasm.”

Ben stood up and took a couple of steps away from the couch. He wasn’t mad. He wasn’t even embarrassed. More than anything, he was confused.

“Look, the treatment has been helping,” said Ben. “And if it’s an issue, I think we can start moving away from it.”

His mom’s reaction wasn’t what he’d been expecting, and came off as an unreadable mix of surprise and another, less identifiable emotion. Dr. Kim leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees on the edge of the couch.

“What are you talking about, Ben?” she asked.

“I… met someone, today.” He felt his grin, sheepish and hopeful, slip back onto her face. “A girl. I got her number, and I think, well, I think I’ll be okay on my-“

“This is exactly what I mean,” said Alexa. “He’s not in his right mind!”

“What?” Ben frowned.

“Your director called me half an hour ago,” said his mom. “It was why I brought Dr. Kim over, so that we could have this conversation!”

Ben could only stare at her, more confused than he’d ever been before in his life.

“Ben,” said Dr. Kim, in the type of calming voice a farmer might use on spooked livestock. “Alexa told me that your director had some concerns about what happened today during rehearsal.”

He didn’t say anything.

“I cannot stand Luciana,” said Alexa. “But I listened to what she had to say. And…”

His mom’s face turned a shade of beet red, red enough to make him feel embarrassed, both for her and for himself.

“She told me that you and another girl spent most of the rehearsal… engaged, with each other.”

Ben cringed.

“I mean, yeah, but, nobody really noticed…” He thought about it for a second, and then felt even more embarrassed.

“This is something that can happen, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “And it’s nothing for you to be ashamed of. It’s a side effect, something that can happen during the early stages of intimacy therapy, before a proper rhythm is developed.”

“I don’t understand,” said Ben. “We were just fooling around.”

Alexa stood up and walked over to him. She pulled Ben into a side hug and ran a hand through his hair. Rather than calming it down, the embrace only seemed to channel his emotions into arousal, making him acutely aware of her soft her breasts were, and how terribly, insanely gorgeous his mother was.

“Ben,” said Dr. Kim, in that same soft voice. “We’re going to have to continue with your therapy at a more aggressive pace, in order to keep you balanced. Is that something that you’re alright with?”

Ben turned so that he was facing his mom and felt his burgeoning erection brush up against her inner thigh. He nodded.


CHAPTER 15

“What you and your mom have been doing up until now is part of the problem,” said Dr. Kim.

She walked over to Ben and Alexa slowly, holding one hand to her mouth and fidgeting her glasses with the other. Ben frowned.

“But, you just said-“

“What I mean by that,” she interjected, “is that the two of you have been approaching intimacy therapy in way that doesn’t achieve full release.”

It was Alexa’s turn to disagree with the doctor. She didn’t pull away from Ben, and if anything, slid her thighs open a little further, letting their physical contact intensify.

“I already talked to you about this, Dr. Kim,” she said, hotly. “I’m not going to do anything with my son that goes against my beliefs as a mother. Absolutely not!”

Dr. Kim sighed. Ben had seen that face on doctors before. It was the same tired expression they’d wear whenever they had to explain the nuts and bolts of a treatment to someone who clearly wasn’t getting it.

“Are you alright with kissing your son?” she asked. “Are you alright with hugging him?”

Alexa nodded suspiciously.

“Then there is no reason why this should be any different,” said Dr. Kim. “Now, listen before you interrupt me again. I’m not telling you to, well…”

She trailed off and turned her head slightly to the side, as though she knew that even saying the words would set Alexa off.

“There are other things you can do,” said Dr. Kim. “And it’s important that you, given your relationship with Ben, be the one to do them.”

“I think we should listen to her, mom,” said Ben. He kissed his mom on the cheek and wrapped his arms around her waist. She felt hot and soft, good and bad.

“Intimacy therapy is divided into different levels of treatment,” said Dr. Kim. “Right now, the two of you are at level one, so to speak. Increasing the therapy to level two would only require you to make intentional physical contact.”

She eyed Alexa and then Ben, scanning their faces for understanding.

“Do you follow me?” she asked. “Intentional physical contact. The kind that you’d get from manual release, with hands or with-“

“I get it!” Alexa’s face was bright red. She squeezed Ben against her as though he was a protective shield against the doctor’s orders. Ben felt his hard on pressing into her and did little to discourage her.

“Alright.” Dr. Kim turned her lips up into a knowing smile. “I’m glad. If we’re clear on that, and you’re both okay with it, then there is just one more thing we should address.”

Ben nodded, though almost all of his attention was on his mom. His hands were moving across her back and butt and he was slowly grinding himself against her. Alexa was breathing more heavily, half in the conversation with Dr. Kim and half somewhere else, somewhere bad.

“What is it?” she said, half out of breath.

“I’ll need you to record your sessions,” said Dr. Kim. “Only at first! So I can make sure that you’re… performing the procedure properly.”

Ben groped at his mom’s breast and kissed her again, half on the cheek and half on the lips. Alexa nodded to the doctor, too distracted to use her mouth to form words. Dr. Kim was staring at the two of them, and it seemed to take a great effort of will for her to make her exit toward the door.

“Let me know if anything else comes up,” said Dr. Kim. “I’m happy to help in any way that I can!”

They weren’t listening. Ben maneuvered his mom over to the couch, humping against her as they went like a horny dog.

“Your treatment…” whispered Alexa. “I think we should do it, if you need it.”

“I do,” whispered Ben. He felt his mom’s hand running over the bulge in his jeans and let out a pleasured sigh.

Alexa pulled away from him for a moment. She raced around the living room, drawing blinds closed, locking the front and back door, and doing everything else she could to seal the two of them off from the rest of the world. Ben waited impatiently, wondering if he should take off his pants, or if that would be too forward.

He watched her, and had a moment of sharp, shameful clarity. His cock was rock hard, and it was because of her, his mother. Everything Dr. Kim had said about the treatment felt like empty justifications for an illicit, sinful act. But even so, he didn’t care, and that was a scary thing to realize when it came to the most important woman in life, the most important relationship in his life.

“Do you want me to get some lotion, sweetie?”

Ben unzipped his pants.

“No,” he said. “Your hands are already so soft.”

His mom smiled at that. She sat down on the couch next to him and took a deep breath, either to calm her nerves or to calm his. She helped Ben slide his pants down and rubbed her hands together, as though trying to warm them up.

“You are pretty, uh, well endowed, in your lower half,” she said, with an almost wicked smile on her face. “Just so you know. Not that it’s really, well, appropriate, for me to be saying such things.”

Alexa laughed nervously and then met his eye, as though looking for reassurance. Ben nodded and then shrugged.

“So are you, mom,” he said. “You’re amazing. All of you.”

She leaned her head to the side slightly. It clearly wasn’t new information to her, but she still looked flattered.

“Alright.” She leaned over him and rubbed her hands on his hard, sensitive cock through his boxers. “Are you ready, honey?”


CHAPTER 16

Ben watched as his mom slowly pulled his boxers down. She was crouching in front of him on the couch, her breasts pushing against her t-shirt, and long strands of her dark blonde hair falling across her oval face.

His mouth was slacked open in a mixture of surprise and disbelief. Alexa saw his expression and let a single, sweet giggle, before seductively pursing her lips and letting her fingers run over the naked flesh of his hard cock.

“You look so excited, sweetie,” she said, letting her hand gently wrap around his member. Ben practically melted into the couch under her touch. It felt so good that he almost wanted to cry, so good and so wrong, and so far off the familiar path of their loving, chaste, parental relationship.

“I am excited, mom,” he managed. “And it, wow, it feels really good.”

“Really?” She seemed genuinely pleased by his reaction. “Does this feel good?”

She slowly brought her palm up to the tip of his erection, and then down to the very shaft. Her hand felt soft, warm, and incredible, as though it was giving off the essence of pleasure and imbuing it directly into his cock.

“It feels incredible, mom,” he whispered.

Alexa stopped for a moment, releasing her grip and extending her fingers into a stretch. Ben felt disappointment flood over him. He could see it in her eyes. She was teasing him and loving every second of it.

“Does it feel better than what the redheaded girl did for you, today?” she asked. Her voice had a possessive quality to it that took Ben off guard.

“Luciana told you that much?” He winced. His mom moved in closer to his cock, gripping it again, and licking at her lips as she slowly began to resume stroking.

“Well?”

“Yes!” Ben writhed in pleasure under her touch. “It feels better, mom.”

Alexa nodded, though it was hard to tell whether she was pleased or embarrassed by his reaction. She focused her attention on his cock, stroking it with gentle, loving movements. Precum began to coalesce at the tip in a single, gooey pearl. She ran her thumb over it and smiled.

“You shouldn’t get used to this, you know,” she said. Ben nodded. He could see her breasts jiggling slightly underneath her shirt as her body moved along with the movements of her hand.

“I know, mom,” Ben said.

“The treatment is only temporary,” she said. Ben nodded, almost unable to hear her over the intensity of the pleasure rushing through his body and head.

“I know,” he repeated. “But it’s… Mom, it’s good. It’ so good. And I love that it’s you doing it.”

Alexa raised an eyebrow at that. She shifted position, moving in closer to Ben, but coming in from the side. Her breasts rested on his thigh as she continued to stroke, and she angled her head and stared at his cock intently.

“I would think that having your mother do something like this would be weird for you,” she said.

Ben met her gaze. He stared at her, watching her stroking his cock, feeling the pleasure of each little movement.

“It’s different,” he said. “But I… I like it.”

Ben blushed, feeling ridiculous and more than a little ashamed.

“Would you like me to use both hands, honey?” asked Alexa. She held her free hand close to his cock, showing him that there was clearly room for it on his shaft. Ben nodded.

“What about you?” he said, forcing the question out. “Doesn’t it feel a little… dirty?”

He hadn’t meant to use that word at the end. He’d meant to ask her if it felt strange, or different. But it popped out of his mouth before he could stop it, as though it’d been waiting at the door, waiting to get free.

“Ben…” She was blushing too, and stroking faster with both hands. “It isn’t dirty. I’m just… taking care of you.”

“Oh, mom,” he moaned.

“Unconventional, maybe,” she said. “But it’s me taking care of your needs, sweetie. And it has to be me, Dr. Kim made it clear.”

“I’m glad it’s you, mom!” said Ben. “Keep going!”

“Ben,” she said. “I’d do a lot more than this if that’s what it took.”

Ben grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her toward him. His cock brushed against her breasts and then accidentally slid along her cheek, leaving a tiny, wet, illicit trail of precum. His mom was blushing furiously, but ignored it, keeping her hands busy on his shaft.

“Just let me know when you’re…” Alexa trailed off. “When you’re close to being finished, honey.”

“Mom…” Ben was moaning, delirious with pleasure, unaware of what he was even saying. “That feels so good.”

“Good,” she said.” I’m glad.”

“Mom… Mom… Mom!” Ben’s eyes were locked onto her, and he knew he couldn’t hold out long. “I love you, mom!”

“I love you too, sweetie,” she said. “More than you’ll ever-“

Ben’s cock erupted, blasting out the first spurt of hot, sticky cum toward his mother. Alexa pulled back, startled, letting her son’s seed splash onto her t-shirt, like trails of pastry frosting. After her initial reaction, she moved back into place, stroking the rest of her son’s load out into her t-shirt in an effort to keep it off the couch.

“Sorry,” he said.

Alexa shot him an exaggerated glare.

“I told you to tell me when you were, uh, close.” She frowned and then seemed to remember something else. “And we forgot to film it!”

“Oh yeah.” Ben took a breath and slowly stood up. His legs felt unsteady underneath him, as though he’d just been on the wildest rollercoaster ride of his life.

“I’m sure we’ll remember next time, though,” said Alexa. She leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on his forehead. Ben pulled up his boxers and pants and hugged her.

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m sure we will.”
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CHAPTER 1

Ben wasn’t sure what he’d been dreaming about, but he liked it. All of him liked it, and as he pulled himself out of bed, he was a little amused at the elasticity of his boxer briefs.

Every morning had been like this, since the start of his therapy. It was odd, occasionally a little inconvenient, but overall, a small price to pay for having his life back.

He took care of hygiene things in the bathroom, threw on a pair of pajama bottoms and a t-shirt, and headed downstairs. The smell of cooking breakfast, sausage, eggs, and something else that smelled heavenly, met him on the way down.

Alexa was in the kitchen, still dressed in her pajamas from the night before, which on this morning, consisted of a tiny pair of booty shorts and an insubstantial white t-shirt. Ben gawked at her for a second as he made his way over to the table.

Her dark blonde hair was a little messy, though diagnosing it as a case of bedhead would have been like pointing out how a supermodel’s shoes didn’t match her outfit. Alexa was gorgeous, though Ben wasn’t supposed to notice things like that.

“Good morning, honey.” She turned to smile at him, spatula still in hand. Her large breasts hung loosely underneath the shirt’s fabric, and Ben could make out the slightest hint of nipple.

He felt spellbound in front of her, even though he’d seen her like this, and occasionally in even further stages of undress, on almost every day of his life that he could remember. Alexa yawned and stretched her arms in an exaggerated movement over her head, causing her t-shirt to slide up far enough to expose her navel, and drawing attention to her bare thighs and perfect butt.

“Good morning.” He smiled at her and then quickly made a beeline for one of the stools near the counter. He was still aroused from his dream, and there was no sense in letting her see that, even if…

Even if things had changed between them over the past few days. Even if now, his arousal was, at least in part, her responsibility. Even if there was a chance that he could talk her into helping him out with it, and turn a relatively humdrum morning into something illicit and exciting.

“Did you sleep okay?” asked Alexa.

“Well enough,” said Ben. “I was exhausted after yesterday.”

It had been the second day of rehearsals for the theater production Ben was, still to his own shock, staring in. And it had been the first day of contact intimacy therapy, the first time he’d felt his stepmother intentionally, well, do what she’d done.

He couldn’t even think the words in the silent, sealed off confines of his head. It wasn’t because of shame, or at least, not solely because of it. There were other emotions preventing him from thinking about it, harder emotions to shelve into the library of his persona neatly. This was something that he was doing with her, his stepmom, the only mother he’d ever known. It was a part of their life now.

“Yeah,” said Alexa. “It was… quite the day.”

She met his eye with a devilish smile on her face. The room felt hot and bothered. Ben slowly straightened so that he was sitting upright against the counter. Seconds went by, with both of them doing little else but watching each other, thinking potentially dirty thoughts.

Alexa turned away first, as though putting the power she had, both over him and over her own emotions, on show. She focused on the food and began quietly humming as she stirred scrambled eggs and rolled sizzling sausages.

“Mom,” said Ben.

She glanced over her shoulder, smiling a sweet smile at him in acknowledgment.

“I have rehearsal again this morning,” he said.

Alexa began scooping the food off the pan and moving it onto two waiting plates.

“Okay, sweetie,” she said. “I have some errands to run, but aside from that, I’ll be around for most of the day.”

She walked around the counter to bring him his food, stepping in closer to him than she probably should have. Ben shifted on the stool. He still had a rock hard erection jutting out against the confines of his pants, and at this new angle, it was practically aimed at her.

“Okay,” he said. “That’s good.”

He wanted to ask her about his therapy. Alexa set the plate down in front of him, and Ben felt more than saw her eyes flick down to his bulge. He wanted to ask her, but there was a power in the words, a power he’d be giving to her.

“Yes,” said Alexa, slowly. “I’ll just be hanging around here, if you need anything.”

Ben slid off the stool. He was inches away from her, close enough that his cock was almost grazing against the inside of her leg. He met her gaze for an unbelievably hot, tense, erotically charged moment, and then slowly leaned in.

His mother turned her face at the last second, letting out a tiny, embarrassed giggle. His lips landed against her cheek.

“Ooh, sweetie,” she cooed. “You are feeling very loving this morning, aren’t you?”

She pulled Ben into a soft, motherly hug. It still felt erotic, and rather than defusing the tension, he now felt his hard erection sliding against her stomach. The tiny outfit Alexa had on was barely enough to keep her covered, and Ben could feel the warmth of her body underneath, a sensation that was as sexual as anything could be when two people pressed together.

“I’m feeling all of my love for you this morning, mom,” he whispered. He kissed her again on the cheek, and then on the neck, letting his cock grind into her as he pulled her tighter against him.

“Oh,” she said. “Honey.”

She pulled back slightly and locked eyes with him. Her lips turned up into a teasing smile that fit her gorgeous oval face perfectly. Her sparkling blue eyes glittered with a dozen different emotions, shame and illicit excitement being predominant.

“I think you’re going to need your treatment before you head off to rehearsal,” she said, in a chastising voice. “It won’t due for you to be walking around outside like that.”


CHAPTER 2

Alexa led Ben into the living room with one hand, pulling him forward slowly. It was an authoritative and motherly gesture, but it was also somewhat girlish. She looked over her shoulder at him, smiling with blushed cheeks.

Watching her made Ben rock hard. It was as though he was a boy again, experiencing pornography and his own sexual urges for the first time. He had butterflies in his stomach and a shaft of quivering wood between his legs.

He sat down on the couch and stared at his mother, blinking a few times as though testing, ensuring that it wasn’t a dream. Alexa slowly knelt down in front of him, smoothing out wrinkles in her tiny t-shirt as she did.

“Your pants,” she said in a soft, shy voice.

“Oh. Right.” Ben squirmed out of his pants, feeling a bit silly. He met his mom’s eye. She was watching him and waiting for something. He still had his boxers on.

It was embarrassing for him. She was his mother, and even though he needed her touch, even though he wanted it to happen, the idea of pulling his underwear down in front of her felt perverted and strange. Was it the same for his treatment, he wondered? Was it the same for lusting after her as he had been? He knew the answer to both questions, but he didn’t let himself linger on it.

Ben pulled his boxers down. His cock stood at attention like an happy dog, waiting eagerly for its daily walk. It pointed at his mom, as though picking her out from everything else in the room as the thing that it wanted the most.

Alexa reached out and touched it. That first moment of contact sent an explosion of erotic pleasure bursting through Ben’s body. He arched up off the couch slightly, and Alexa gripped his cock harder, as though using it as a handle to keep him under control.

“Oh, god, mom,” he said, breathing heavy. “Wow!”

Alexa laughed.

“You have the cutest reactions,” she said. “I forget how much of a teenager you are sometimes. Full of hormones and excitement.”

She slowly stroked her hand along his cock as she spoke. Ben leaned his head back. Fireworks of pleasure exploded inside his skull. If felt good. It felt incredible. He wanted to feel her touch and listen to her talk, forever. He wanted more than that, to feel more of her if he could.

Ben bit his lip and tried to pull his thoughts back. There was such a thing as going too far. What they were doing was part of his doctor approved intimacy therapy. There was no chance of them taking it further, and even if there were, it would be wrong. She was his mother.

“Does that feel good, sweetie?” asked Alexa.

“Oh yeah…” moaned Ben. “It’s perfect.”

She slid in closer to the couch, and in doing so, brought her face within inches of Ben’s cock. He felt a chill run up his spine as he thought about what her new position would let her do. Her lips were the color of strawberries, and she’d turned them up into a gentle smile.

And then, everything changed. There was a knock on the living room window, the one that Alexa usually hurried to pull the curtains across each time before Ben’s therapy. It was directly across from Ben, with nothing obstructing his view, and he could recognize the face of the person standing on the other side of it.

“Fuck!” Ben leaped up to cover himself, feeling his heart do the same inside his chest. His mom scooted back and made a startled noise. Jessie, standing in her perfect vantage point outside, watched them with her jaw slacked open.

Ben pulled on his boxers, feeling his face heating up to an embarrassing degree. There was nothing fun or sexual about the situation anymore. The reality of it had been thrown in his face in a single abrupt moment. He and his mom were doing something, something shameful and perverted. And someone had seen them doing it. Someone else knew and had gained the right to form opinions on what was supposed to be a private, family matter.

He still had a hard on as he pulled up his pants and made his way to the door, but sex was the last thing on Ben’s mind. Alexa stood a few feet behind him, blushing and nervously chewing on her lip. He threw open the door and saw Jessie standing on the other side of it. She looked every bit as embarrassed as they did.

“I was just stopping by to see if you wanted to walk to rehearsal together!” she announced, almost shouting. “I’m sorry!”

She stared down at her feet. Jessy was cute in a homely sort of way. She had voluptuous curves, bordering on the edge of chubbiness, with red hair and a pretty, freckled face. She was Juliette's understudy in the play, and at the last rehearsal, she’d taken things further than Ben, or anyone in the cast, had expected her to.

“Invite her in,” said Alexa. “She can wait in the living room while you get ready.”

Ben shot his mom a confused look but nodded slowly after a second.

“Come on in, Jessie,” he said. “I should only be a minute, or so.”

Jessie seemed to regain a bit of her composure as she stepped into the house. Alexa gestured for her to sit in one of the chairs, and not the couch that she and Ben had been occupying a moment earlier.

“Alright,” said Ben. He looked at Jessie, and then at his mom, as though unsure about leaving them alone together. “I’ll be back down soon.”

Getting away from Jessie and his mother, even if only for a second, sent a wave of relief flooding over him. He could think the situation through. He could think about how to explain it to her in a way that would keep the truth obscured.

He could think about how impossible that would be to do, and how he and his mother were completely, and utterly exposed.


CHAPTER 3

A tense, awkward silence hung over the living room when Ben came back downstairs. His mom was sitting on the couch, smiling cheerfully enough. Jessie looked composed and had her arms crossed, which did not seem like the best of signs.

“Ready to go?” he asked. Jessie nodded quickly and stood up.

“Well, it was nice meeting you, Jessie,” said Alexa.

“Nice meeting you too, Mrs. Murdock!” Jessie practically bolted for the door.

Ben caught his mom’s eye for a second, trying to get a sense of her take on the situation. She looked worried and ashamed. He closed his eyes and forced a reassuring smile onto his face.

“I’ll be home after rehearsal, mom,” he said.

“Okay,” she said. “Have fun, honey.”

She wanted to say more than just that, but Ben could see her holding back. It wasn’t the time for them to talk about it. But they would have to, eventually.

Ben left the house and hurried after Jessie, who was already halfway down the street. He fell into stride beside her and took a slow breath.

“So, uh…” He said, scratching his head. “Do you think you’ll get to play Juliette again today?”

The look Jessie shot him was more of a rebuke than any words could have been.

“Am I supposed to act like I didn’t just see the two of you…?” She trailed off. “What the hell, Ben?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said.

“You mom was-“ Jessie was almost shouting, and she gritted her teeth and brought the volume of her voice to a lower level. “She was giving you a… hand job.”

Ben winced, feeling his entire face heat up.

“What are you talking about?” he said. “Look, I don’t know what you think you saw, but-“

“I know what I saw, Ben!”

Ben stopped in midstep and pulled her off the sidewalk. They were next to an old building that used to be a restaurant, and he dragged her around to the back parking lot, out of sight and earshot of anyone that might have been around.

“You don’t know what you saw!” he hissed. “My mom and I… It’s like, a medical thing. I don’t know what you think you saw, but what we were doing was prescribed to me by a doctor.”

Jessie’s face was skeptical.

“That’s ridiculous,” she said.

“It’s the truth!”

She looked down thoughtfully at his crotch.

“Are you still hard right now?”

Ben blinked.

“What?” He almost laughed. “Are you-“

Jessie stepped forward and set her hand on his crotch.

“Because if you are,” she said. “Then I call bullshit on it being a medical procedure.”

Ben’s cock was still somewhat erect, and he felt Jessie’s hand massaging it toward full-blown hardness.

“That makes no sense,” he said.

Jessie slowly sank to her knees in front of him. This was what turned Jessie on. Ben had learned about her kinkiness last rehearsal. Sex in public, in front of other people, if possible, was what got her off. He looked around. It was impossible to see the sidewalk from where they were, and trees cut off the area further behind the building, but still…

“You’re still hard, right now,” she said softly. “From your own mother. That’s disgusting!”

She unzipped Ben’s jeans and then pulled his cock out of his boxers with deft movements.

“Jessie, hold on!” he said. “We’re going to be late for-“

She interrupted him by giving his cock a wet, passionate kiss. All thought left Ben’s head as her tongue and lips moved against his member, sending electric pleasure through his body like some kind of erotic spell.

Jessie stopped after a second and looked up at him again.

“Are you imagining that it’s your mom doing this, Ben?”

“Shut up.” He glared at her, and Jessie let out a sinister laugh. She moved back in close and kissed his cock again, and again.

“You’re just…” He focused through the pleasure. “You get turned on by doing things like this in public places. That’s just as bad.”

Jessie ran her lips up the length of his cock a few times fast and then pulled back and looked up at him.

“Is it, Ben?” she asked. He blushed, as though in answer to her question.

She seemed to let it drop, and set her focus and her mouth back onto Ben’s cock. Jessie knew how to give head, and despite everything that’d happened that morning, Ben did find himself enjoying it.

She would suck slowly for a few back and forward bobs, and swirl her tongue and lips over Ben’s shaft with surprising speed. The contrast made Ben’s heart skip a beat. He wished she was naked, and he wished they were somewhere less conspicuous, like in a bed in a private room.

Jessie used all of her mouth when it came to sucking. Her lips and tongue worked in unison, sucking, massaging, sometimes even tickling.  Her thumb and forefinger were curled around the base of Ben’s shaft, and she’d give it a soft squeeze every now and then, as though trying to pull it further out of his body.

Out of the corner of his eye, Ben saw a group of teenage girls passing by, around his age or maybe younger. Most of his lower body was out of sight, but if they came any closer, if they shifted direction, he and Jessie would both end up on the sex offenders list in a heartbeat.

Jessie sucked faster, and faster. Ben felt the head of his cock push into her throat a few times. Jessie was good at that, a practiced whore. She sucked faster and faster, making lewd slurping noises, like a child eating a popsicle over-enthusiastically.

“Oh, jeez,” he said. “Jessie!”

He felt himself reach his breaking point, and pass over it. Jessie’s lips were like a vacuum seal, and as pleasure exploded into Ben and his cock erupted with cum, she sucked down every drop, neatly milking him dry. Ben wanted to collapse onto the concrete. It was still early in the morning. He still had an entire day ahead of him.

“Why did you do that?” he asked, as he pulled up his pants. Jessie shrugged and smiled devilishly.

“Fun,” she said. “I can do anything I want with you, now. I know your secret.”


CHAPTER 4

Ben made polite conversation only out of necessity on the way to the theater. He wanted to get away from Jessie, to turn and run from the situation and everything it represented. She knew too much, and it made her a threat.

They walked up the steps and into the theater together. All of the other cast members were gathered in the seats in front of the stage. Luciana, their director, wore a short black skirt and a button up blouse, the top few buttons undone enough to expose a bit of tantalizing tanned cleavage.

“And another thing…” Luciana trailed off as she saw Ben and Jessie walking down the aisle. Her face was stern enough to be terrifying, and Ben cringed internally as he anticipated her reaction.

“Sorry,” he said. “I got caught up with something, and-“

“Have a seat,” said Luciana. “I don’t have time to waste on explaining to the two of you how unprofessional you are.”

A chorus of quiet laughter went through the rest of the cast. Ben sat down in an empty seat, Jessie joining him in the seat to his left. He didn’t want to sit next to her. He wanted to have the room and time he needed to think through the details of the mess that was his morning.

“As I was saying,” said Luciana. “The way this production has been proceeding over the past few days in unacceptable. I need to see a hard commitment, from all of you. I need to know who is interested in bringing this script to life.”

She paused, as though expecting the cast to immediately shout out in agreement. When it didn’t happen, Luciana brushed a few strands of hair out of her face and continued.

“By the end of tomorrow’s rehearsal, we will have all of our roles locked into place,” she said. “Ben, in your case, that does mean that your role as Romeo is up for grabs.”

Ben sat up straight in his chair, feeling another fated curveball rushing by him.

“Uh…” He scratched his head, feeling as confused as he probably looked. “I thought that I was already-“

“You thought wrong,” interrupted Luciana. “I’m sure Kevin, or possible Tim could do an excellent job in the role, given the chance.”

Two of the other male cast members that Ben hadn’t spoken to much sat up a little straighter in their chairs. They looked uncomfortable being put on the spot, and Ben couldn’t help but wonder if they’d even take the role at this point if it was offered to them.

“The same goes for the role of Juliet,” said Luciana. “Mika. Skipping rehearsal is never acceptable.”

Ben relaxed a little, beyond grateful to be out of Luciana’s crosshairs. Mika, the girl originally cast to play the part of Juliette, was tall, thin, and fair of hair and demeanor. She was pretty and had a heavy eastern european accent.

“Eh, what is this?” she asked. “I did not know there was rehearsal yesterday.”

“That’s no excuse,” said Luciana. “In fact, if that’s the truth, then I’m even more disappointed in you.”

Luciana paused for just long enough to make the girl sweat and then turned to look at Jessie.

“The two of you will be alternating as Juliette for today,” she said. “Along with our newest cast member.”

A murmur went through the cast. Ben didn’t see anyone new sitting in the theater seats.

“I want to see all of you living your roles,” said Luciana. “It isn’t going to be easy. I hoped that you would understand this from the beginning, but if I have to teach you as we go, so be it.”

One of the girls raised her hand.

“What do you mean, live our roles?” she asked, politely. “We’re all here to act, but are we supposed to be in character in between scenes? At home?”

Luciana let out an exasperated sigh and shook her head, leaning her forehead against her hand. Ben heard the door open in the back of the auditorium. He turned to look at the new arrival, but couldn’t get a clear view through the darkness of the aisle.

“Ah,” said Luciana. “I will forgive you for being late. You had the sense to explain your circumstances to me. The rest of you should take notes.”

Ben let out an audible gasp when he saw the face of the new girl. She was two years and a couple of months older than him. She had shoulder length chestnut brown hair and pale, flawless skin. Her eyes were vivid hazel, and they seemed large and expressive on her sharp face.

Her smile revealed flirtatious dimples on either side. She had on a long sleeve red blouse, which showed off the cleavage of her large breasts. The tight jeans she wore clung to her butt, revealing interesting curves in her toned thighs.

“Alina!” Ben said her name more loudly than he’d intended to. She was his stepsister. She was supposed to be away for the summer. And she was smiling at him as though she’d planned her arrival to intentionally illicit his shocked reaction.

“Hey, baby brother,” she said, grinning. “I should have told you. My trip ended up being a bust. I just got into town this morning.”

“Why didn’t you come by the house, first?”  he asked.

“I did. You must have left just before I got there.”

Luciana was looking at both of them disapprovingly.

“Is this a family reunion, or a rehearsal?” she asked, sharply.

“Sorry, Ms. Martinez,” said Alina. She accepted the script that Luciana handed her and then walked over to the empty seat on the other side of Ben.

“As I was saying,” said Luciana. “Alina will also be competing for the role of Juliet.”

Ben blinked.

“But…” He shook his head. “She’s my sister. And I’m going to be playing Romeo?”

Luciana smiled at him.

“I guess you’ll have to work a bit harder to live the role, then,” she said.

A wave of laughter went through the cast. Ben looked over at Alina. She looked unphased and set her hand on top of his reassuringly.

“It’s just acting, Ben,” she said.


CHAPTER 5

“It’s not fair for Luciana to bring another actor in to try for the part of Juliette!”

Jessie stood next to Ben. They watched as most of the rest of the cast, Alina included, worked to set up props on the stage.

“She was supposed to be on a trip over the summer,” said Ben. “I can’t believe she’s here, and involved in this play. It just… doesn’t seem fair.”

He sighed. Jessie was glaring at him, as though she blamed him for Alina’s arrival.

“Is she in on it, too?” asked Jessie. “The weirdness with you and your-“

Ben shot his hand out, physically preventing her from saying any more by clamping his hand over her mouth. He pulled back after a second, realizing that he’d gone a little too far.

“Please, Jessie,” he said. “Let’s just… focus on rehearsal right now. We can talk more about that, later, alright?”

She glared at him but slowly nodded. Ben tried to keep his frustration over her from evolving into anger. It wouldn’t serve him well to be angry, not when he was supposed to be getting ready to act.

“Alright,” said Luciana. “I know this isn’t an ideal situation to be working from, but I would like it if all of you would do your best to remain professional and focus on what needs to be done.”

She motioned for Ben and Jessie to join her on stage.

“Ben, I’m going to have you playing the role of Romeo for now,” she said. “I don’t think it would serve us well to be alternating more than one of the two main roles at once.”

Strangely, she looked over at Alina, as though questing out with her gaze for her opinion. Alina nodded slightly.

“Let’s take it from the balcony kiss scene,” said Luciana. “Mika, I’d like you to start out as Juliette for the first run through.”

Jessie scowled but hurried off into the wing. Alina smiled softly at Ben, her green eyes betraying little of her underlying emotions. Mika moved into place across from him, clearing her face and preparing to act.

“Whenever you’re ready,” said Luciana.

Mika took a deep breath, and instantly, her outer demeanor changed, almost turning her into a different person. She looked at Ben with eyes that were in the middle of a moment from another place, and another time. She was in character.

“Sometimes you have to take what you want,” she said.

That was Ben’s cue to move in for the kiss. He took a step forward, threading one of his arms around Mika’s waist and pulling her against him. She was thin, almost waiflike, but there was still something charged and erotic about pulling her body against his.

Ben kissed her. Mika’s lips stayed tight, not opening any further than what would be necessary for a stage kiss. He acted his part, not taking it any further than it appeared she’d be comfortable with. He pulled back after a moment.

“I’m taking you,” he said.

“Cut!” Luciana stomped out onto the stage, frowning and shaking her head. She opened her mouth and then paused, as if considering whether or not a rebuke would be a worthy use of her limited time.

“Jessie,” she said. “Your turn.”

Mika let out a huff and glared at Jessie as the two of them switched places. Jessie was beaming and clasped her hands together as she turned to face Ben. He smiled, feeling a little uncomfortable at her intensity.

“Go ahead,” said Luciana.

“Sometimes,” said Jessie, her voice sultry and the polar opposite of the tense and controlled Mika. “You have to take what you want.”

She angled her body language. Everything about her, from the way she stood, to the look in her eyes, screamed of submission, and sex. Ben got the feeling that if he’d wanted to, he could have pulled her backstage and fucked her senseless. He could fuck her as Juliette, or as Jessie, or as anyone he wanted her to be.

He stepped forward and pulled her against him. Jessie pushed her chest and crotch into him as their bodies met. When Ben kissed her, he felt her lips part, and her tongue push out to meet his. It wasn’t a kiss as much as it was a prelude to hard, passionate fucking. He felt Jessie’s hand slipping downward, angling for his crotch. He was rock hard, and the performance he gave was much more realistic than it had been with Mika. It wasn’t a performance at all.

“I’m taking you,” said Ben. His voice was too quiet, this time. He wasn’t projecting as much as he was saying the words to Jessie, as though they were intended for her, a promise of what was eventually to come.

Luciana walked out on stage slowly, her finger tapping her lips as she mused over the scene.

“Hmmm…” She made a thoughtful noise, and then waved her hand. “Alright. Let’s have Alina give it a try.”

Ben bit his bottom lip. This was what he’d been dreading. Jessie shot daggers with her eyes at Alina as she walked onto stage, much like Mika had done with her. Alina moved to take up the place across from Ben, looking as though she shared some of his concerns.

He knew that his sister was beautiful. His friends had told him as much throughout high school. His sister and his mom and the fact that they were both gorgeous had almost become a running joke amongst many of the jocks and popular boys.

Alina had never done much dating, and when she had, it had been the chaste, reserved kind of high school dating that doesn’t end up leading anywhere. Ben had paid attention to things like that, probably more than he needed to. He’d paid attention to her, as his sister, and also as a teenage girl. It was complicated.

“Are you both ready?” asked Luciana. “I know this would make for an odd casting choice, but I’d like to give it a try.”

Alina smiled at Ben.

“Just have fun with it,” she whispered. “It’s no big deal. We’re both adults now, right?”

Ben nodded, though part of him doubted the truth in her words. Another part of him was excited. He didn’t know how to feel.

“Whenever you’re ready,” said Luciana.

Alina stepped forward. Her smile was perfect. It was Juliette’s smile. It was a smile that screamed of adolescent love, of wanting something that you know you shouldn’t, of being almost afraid to get it.

“Sometimes…” Alina’s voice was shy, almost embarrassed, and one of the most arousing things Ben had ever heard. “You have to take what you want.”

Ben stepped forward, wrapping his arm around her. It felt awkward, right up until the moment that his sister’s body met his. Her breasts pushed against his chest. One of her legs opened for him, as though she was preparing to fall backward onto a bed and give him access to whatever he wanted.

He paused for a moment, feeling his hard cock pushing against her, against Alina, against his sister. Then he leaned in, letting his lips draw closer to hers, and-

“Nope.” Luciana walked out on stage, frowning. “This is no good. It’s garbage.”

Alina’s mouth opened in surprise. She looked genuinely offended by Luciana’s words.

“I mean all of you,” said Luciana. “I need to speak with all of the Juliettes backstage, now!”

Alina squeezed his hand slightly as she stepped away from him. The stage felt profoundly empty without her on it, without her close against his chest.


CHAPTER 6

The rest of the rehearsal went by in a much less excited fashion. Luciana seemed to have decided to stick with Ben as Romeo, or at the very least, she wasn’t interested in giving any of the other male actors a chance at it.

He was onstage most of the time, acting through a variety of different scenes. None of them involved Juliette. He didn’t have any time to think about Alina, or about Jessie or Mika. All of Ben’s focus was on remembering his lines.

“We have to find her!” shouted Luciana, after a particularly bad gaffe on his part. “The line is, we have to find her.”

“Sorry,” said Ben. “We have to find her!”

It went on like that for hours. Ben was tired by the end of it. When Luciana finally let them out for the day, he practically fell off the edge of the stage. Alina walked over to him and squeezed his shoulder.

“You’re doing good,” she said. “Hang in there.”

“I’ll do my best.” He shrugged. “Listen… About Luciana’s casting decision…”

Alina shook her head.

“Let’s not talk about that now,” she said. “I only just got back today. Let’s head home, have dinner, catch up with mom on everything that’s happened, and relax.”

Ben nodded and smiled. Alina was his sister, but she was also his friend. The two of them had been rather close in high school, even though they were two grades apart. He’d forgotten how much he missed having her around.

“Ben.” Luciana walked over to them, interrupting without any apologies. “I need to speak with you for a couple of minutes.”

Alina smiled gently at him.

“I’ll see you at home,” she said.

Alina, along with the rest of the cast, filed out through the main doors in the back of the auditorium. Luciana was waiting for him onstage, and Ben felt a little exposed walking over to her.

“What’s up?” he asked.

Luciana frowned and crossed her arms.

“You did good work today,” she said. “However, I need more from you.”

Ben nodded, fighting back his frustration. He’d put his all into the day’s rehearsal. He wasn’t sure what more she could possibly expect of him.

“Does this mean that you’ve decided to keep me in the lead role?” he finally asked. Luciana nodded.

“Yes,” she said. “You make a good Romeo. However, I need your help in deciding who would make a good Juliette.”

He shrugged.

“You’re the director,” he said. “You make casting choices like this all the time.”

Luciana’s gaze took on a reproachful quality. She walked closer to him. It was almost as though she was a drill sergeant, getting ready to scream at an impetuous recruit for a wiseass remark.

“My casting decision is informed by all of the information I have at hand,” said Luciana. “And I need to know exactly which one of those girls is the one that you’re going to be able to bring out a realistic performance in.”

Ben shook his head.

“I’m sorry, Luciana, this is my first time in a production like this,” he said. “I’m not sure I know what you’re asking.”

Luciana took a deep breath. She was every bit as tired and frustrated as he was, and Ben started to feel a bit of sympathy for her. She locked eyes with him and slowly licked her lips.

“Sometimes,” she said. “You just have to take what you want.”

Luciana’s acting was a step above what any of the other girls were capable of. It also caught Ben off guard. He sputtered, raising an eyebrow at her, unsure of whether she was trying to make a point or wanted him to jump into the scene.

“Sometimes,” she repeated, her voice soft and seductive. “You just have to take what you want.”

This time, he seized the cue, stepping forward and wrapping his arm around his gorgeous, thirty-something year old theater director. He pulled her body against his, feeling his erection pop into being as though summoned by a spell.

He leaned in, feeling Luciana’s breasts push against him. Their lips met, and it was as though a sexual connection had been opened. Their bodies could speak directly now, without having to waste time on words and nuance.

Ben flicked his tongue into her mouth and felt Luciana slowly writhe against him, grinding her crotch against his as though trying to rub her clothes off. He kissed her for longer than he’d kissed Jessie or Mika. One of his hands cupped the bottom edge of her breast, squeezing around the base of it. He felt Luciana’s hand on his leg, slowly slipping toward greener pastures.

A full minute went by before Luciana finally pulled back. She smiled at him as though he’d just passed a test, and slowly combed her fingers through her jet black hair.

“Good.” She nodded slightly. “That was good, Ben.”

“Thank you,” he said, grinning. “I thought so too.”

Luciana stepped back over to him and began softly jabbing her finger against his chest as she spoke.

“I need you to be watching all of the Juliettes,” she said. “And feeling for which of them you have the most chemistry with.”

“Got it.”

“It’s not going to be easy. In fact, it’s probably going to be really, really hard.”

“Got it.”

“And don’t feel like you can’t come to me, if… you feel like you need to blow off some steam after rehearsal.”

“Got… it.” Ben raised an eyebrow at Luciana. She was frowning at him, her face stern and authoritative. He couldn’t decide whether or not he’d heard her meaning right.

“Now get out of here,” she said. “I still have work to get done.”

She gave him a forceful push toward the door. Ben stared at her for a half second longer and then headed off.


CHAPTER 7

Ben was surprised to find people waiting for him outside. Mika and Jessie stood, glaring at each other, at the bottom of the stairs. He barely had time to wave to them before both began talking at once, trying to drown out each other’s voice.

“Ben!” shouted Jessie. “What are you doing after-“

“Let’s walk home together,” said Mika. “Wouldn’t that be-“

“-go and get some food if we wanted.”

It was an incomprehensible mess of words and advances. Ben cleared his throat and scowled when both girls continued trying to be heard over each other.

“Enough!” he finally snapped. “What the hell?”

Mika flinched back slightly, but Jessie continued on as though he hadn’t said anything.

“I just wanted to see if you wanted to hang out at my place, Ben,” said Jessie. She stepped in closer to him and slid her hand over his crotch, emphasizing a meaning that had already been clear enough from her tone.

“Hey! No!” Mika chimed in, frowning and shaking her head. “You would much rather see my home, right Ben? And my room, Ben… I have a very comfy bed.”

She grabbed onto his arm, as though she was going to wrestle him out of Jessie’s grasp. Ben’s scowl deepened, and he pushed forward, pulling away from both girls.

“Look, this is ridiculous,” he said. “I’m not going to be seduced into picking one of you over the other.”

“Ben,” said Mika, softly. “Maybe we should talk alone for a few minutes? You seem tense. I can help you calm down.”

She walked up behind him and pulled him into a reverse embrace, letting her small breasts push against Ben’s shoulders. It felt kind of hot, and something about her voice made him consider it for a second.

“No,” he said. “Enough.”

“But between me and the big-boned redhead over there, the choice is pretty-“

“Hey!” Jessie stomped over and pulled Mika off of Ben. “You watch what you say, you little skank.”

“Take it easy!” Ben stepped in between the two girls. “Both of you need to calm the fuck down.”

They went silent for a moment, and he seized on the opportunity.

“I’m going to be fair when it comes to picking who plays Juliette,” he said. “I’m not going to give it to one of you over the other based on who throws themselves at me. Acting skill is the only thing that matters here.”

Mika opened her mouth to interject and then saw his face, and immediately pulled back from it.

“You’re both beautiful,” said Ben. “And trust me, there is nothing I’d rather do than, uh, succumb to your advances. But it’s not going to change my decision in the end.”

His explanation appeared to do the job. He started walking again, and neither girl chased after him aggressively. Jessie called out to him one last time, but with less forcefulness than she’d had before.

“But where are you going?” she asked.

“Home,” he said. “To have dinner with my family.”

He made the walk in good time, and thought about Mika and Jessie on the way. He was a teenager, and they were, as he’d told them, both very attractive girls. It would be so easy to draw out the selection, to find time to talk to each of them alone, and to do more than just talk.

Ben frowned and shook his head. He couldn’t let himself think like that. It felt wrong and sleazy, and besides, he didn’t really need their affections, not when he had the intimacy treatment and his mother to fall back on.

His frown deepened. He hadn’t thought about what Alina being home would mean for that. And worse, she’d be on almost the exact same schedule as him, with rehearsal at the same time each weekday. How would he and his mom find time for his treatments? And more importantly, would having Alina back around the house affect his mom’s attitude on the therapy?

He sped up as he turned onto his street, crossing over to his house. He walked over the lawn and made his way inside through the front door.

“Mom, Alina,” he said. “I’m home.”

“Ben!” Alina was smiling from ear to ear as she walked over to him from the living room. “Mom must be out shopping. I haven’t seen her yet.”

“Oh,” he said. “So it’s just you here, right now?”

The question came out sounding odd, and only served to highlight the strange, new tension that had developed between the two of them during Alina’s time away at college. She nodded slowly, folding her arms across her cleavage and her red blouse.

“Yep.” She walked over to the couch and sat down, patting the cushion next to her. “Come on. We can catch up for a bit while we wait.”


CHAPTER 8

It had been two full years since Alina had spent more than a couple of days back home. She graduated and almost immediately began traveling. When the college semester started, she was two states away from Pinecross, absorbed in her studies. For most of the breaks and vacations from school, she returned to traveling, only making token appearances for Thanksgiving and Christmas.

This had led to her and Ben growing apart, and more importantly, Ben growing up behind her back. She was still his older sister, but she was no longer his big sister. He’d grown up, and sitting next to her on the couch, it felt as though Alina was taking in the full extent of his growth spurt with her eyes.

“How have you been?” she asked. Ben shrugged.

“Good enough, I suppose,” he said.

“It’s so hard to believe that you’ve graduated.” She shook her head and smiled. “Man, time seriously flies when you start to get older.”

“You aren’t older, yet,” said Ben. “You’re only 20. You can’t even buy beer yet.”

Alina flashed him a wry smile.

“In a couple of months I can,” she said.

A few seconds of silence went by. Ben tried not to stare at her. She’d learned a lot in her time away, and a large part of it had been in how to present herself. Alina was a natural beauty, but with the right amount of makeup, and the right outfit, it was almost obscene how enticing she could make herself look.

“What about you?” he asked. “How are things at college?”

“About how you’d expect,” she said. “It’s a massive relief to be home, and to not have to worry about studying for a while.”

“I bet.”

Alina crossed her arms and gave him a considering look.

“The last time I heard from mom,” she said, slowly. “She told me that you were addicted to some silly video game.”

Ben blushed.

“Ah, right,” he said. “Valenfall. I was pretty depressed for the first week or two of summer. I… kind of lost touch with things.”

“But you’re better now?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “I guess I am.”

“What changed?”

Ben fidgeted slightly. He didn’t want to mention his therapy, even in the vaguest sense. But he also didn’t want to lie to Alina. The two of them had always been straight with each other. But this wasn’t something he could ever openly admit to her.

The front door opened, sparing him from the inquisition. Alexa wore the same outfit she’d had on earlier, except with a long, tan skirt in place of the shorts. She was humming softly, and flashed a broad smile when she saw Alina sitting on the couch.

“I’m so glad that we have you back, Alina.” She almost threw the groceries onto the kitchen table in her rush to make her way over. “I’ve missed you so much!”

“Hey, mom!” Alina grinned and stood up. The two of them laughed and hugged. Ben felt a warm sensation spreading across his chest. It was nice to have his sister back. It made the house feel warmer, adding a sense of coziness to the space under the roof.

“Come on, Ben!” called Alina. “Group hug!”

Ben made his way over to him and slipped in underneath their arms. His mom let out a nervous giggle, and suddenly all he could think about was how close she was to him, and how close Alina was. He thought about his therapy that morning, his mom slowly working her hands along his cock, how close he’d come to spraying his cum all over her.

“Alright!” Alina pulled back just in time, letting Ben get the space his lower half needed to calm down.

“It’s just so good to have you back!” repeated Alexa.

“Here, I’ll help you put away groceries,” said Alina.

Ben disappeared into the living room, happy to have some time alone while the two of them caught up.


CHAPTER 9

Ben spent some time watching TV, and then a few minutes after that rehearsing his lines. He thought about asking Alina to rehearse with him, but the idea of her playing Juliette made him feel an uncomfortable mix of emotions.

So instead, he mentally reviewed the script. His mom made dinner early that night, and when she called him, he hurried down to the dining room table and found a seat.

“Homemade sushi and seafood!” announced his mom. “Alina’s favorite.”

“Aw, thanks mom,” she said. “I also figured we could cuddle and watch a movie after we got done. Like we always used to when I was younger.”

“Of course,” said Alexa.

Looking at his mom and his sister, it was hard to see a resemblance between the two, and for good reason. Alina was adopted by her mother as a baby, before Ben had entered the picture. It was a striking coincidence that both of them were so beautiful, each in their own, separate way.

“So you didn’t know that Ben was going to be in the play?” asked his mom.

Ben had drifted off into his own thoughts, but the sound of his name pulled him back into the conversation.

“No,” said Alina, smiling. “I had no idea. But I guess it makes sense that he’d be interested I theater, too. We all are.”

“Yes…” said Alexa, slowly. “Luciana, of all people, is directing.”

“I know that two of you don’t get along, but she isn’t so bad,” said Alina.

“What role did she give you?”

Alina hesitated and laughed uncomfortably.

“Well, she tried me out as Juliette,” she said.

There was a second of silence around the table that stretched on for what felt like an eternity. Alexa looked back and forth between Ben and Alina. Ben kept his eyes locked on the sushi.

“Well, that must have been…interesting,” she said. “I mean, with your brother playing Romeo, it would mean the two of you would have to, well, you know…”

Ben watched his mom blush and felt his own embarrassment frothing in his chest. Alina lifted the glass of water she had next to her plate, clinking it against the edge and making noise as she did.

“Yeah,” she said, quickly. “But I think Luciana will probably end up giving the role to one of the other girls.”

“Let’s hope so,” said Alexa. “For Ben’s sake, as much as yours.”

They all shared an awkward laugh, more to break the tension than out of any genuine humor. Ben asked his sister about her studies, and the conversation veered off into safer territory for the rest of the meal.

After they’d finished and his mom had cleared the table, Ben retired to the living room with his sister. She brought up Netflix and they began clicking through movie after movie, looking for something to watch.

“Are you two going to share the couch?” His mom walked into the living room, taking a spot on the love seat and curling her legs underneath her.

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” said Ben. He looked over at Alina and raised an eyebrow.

“For old time’s sake,” she said, smiling. “We used to love cuddling up together on the couch when we were younger.”

It was hard to argue against nostalgia, so Ben didn’t say anything. Alina asked them if they’d seen a new, political themed TV show, and Ben and his mom admitted that they hadn’t. She put on the first episode, and Alexa brought out some blankets, handing one to them to share before turning off the light.

“Here,” said Alina. “I’ll lie down on this side, and I can sort of, put my legs up and between yours.”

“Alright.” Ben shifted on the couch, opening his legs so is sister could fit. “Is that going to be comfortable for you?”

Alina settled down. She was shorter than he was, and her feet came up to about chest level. The position left her butt in almost perfect contact with his crotch. It felt good, and it only took a few seconds for Ben to realize how tricky it was going to be for him to stay calm with her right there.

“No funny business, you two,” said their mother, as the show began to play.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Alina sounded genuinely offended by the suggestion.

“I’m just teasing,” said Alexa. “Although… Ben is still a teenager, you know.”

“Mom!” Ben snapped. He knew she was joking, and on a certain level, it was funny. But with Alina’s butt against his cock, it was already hard enough for him to keep his thoughts in safe territory.

“Is this going to work for you Ben?” Alina shifted against him, squeezing her buttocks slightly against his rapidly hardening cock. He frowned, and it took him a second to understand what she’d meant.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “It should be fine. I’m comfortable.”

“Great.” Alina picked the blanket up off the floor and tossed it over them. She moved slightly along him as she spread it out, her soft buttocks working against his cock and exciting Ben even further. “This is going to be fun!”


CHAPTER 10

Ben found it hard to stay focused on the TV show. Alina didn’t make it easy for him. She had a habit of fidgeting to get comfortable, and each time she moved, her body squeezed against him, sending electric jolts of pleasure through his entire system.

He was doing everything that he could to stay calm and collected. The last thing he wanted was to get a hard on while lying next to his older sister on the couch, on her first day back home. The idea of it made him feel ashamed of himself, and unfortunately, a little aroused, as well.

Alina didn’t seem to notice, or at least was very good at acting like she didn’t. She had one hand on Ben’s leg, the one pushed up against the back of the couch, and slowly ran it over his knee. It was a harmless gesture, an older sister being affectionate with her younger brother. There was no reason for it to excite Ben as much as it did.

The scene shifted. The main character of the show, a US Congressman, was in the middle of seducing a young reporter. Alina squeezed Ben’s knee and pushed her hips a little deeper into him.

“I love this part,” she said. Her thighs squeezed together as the two characters kissed, almost as though in reaction to the action on the screen. Ben’s cock was in between her legs, and a rush of pleasure shot through him as Alina tightened around his erection.

“Are the two of you doing okay over there?” asked his mother.

“Oh yeah, mom,” he said. “We’re comfy.”

Alina giggled and squeezed again. Ben couldn’t tell if she knew what she was doing or not. It was frustrating, but surprisingly fun at the same time, in the same way that it’s fun to play with fire.

Ben started to let his own hands wander. Alina’s legs were in between his, and it was easy and natural enough to slowly slid his fingers across her shins, and then onto her knees. He paused as he continued up to her thighs, wondering if she’d stop him, or say something.

Alina didn’t react at all. Her attention, as far as Ben could tell, was entirely focused on the TV. He slowly let his hands rub along his sister’s toned legs, gently massaging her thighs and mirroring her movements across his knee.

He pulled her into him slightly, using her legs as leverage. His hard cock pushed into her butt. If the two of them had been naked, his cock would probably find its way inside of her in short order from the angle they were at. The thought was like poison in his mind, and immediately made him feel a little disgusted at himself.

“Alina,” he said, feeling ashamed.

“Not comfortable?” His older sister squeezed his knee. “Here, let’s try this instead.”

She stood up from the couch and shifted, lying down in front of him so the two of them were matching in alignment. Her butt was still against his cock, and she used his shoulder as a makeshift pillow. One of Ben’s arms instinctively wrapped around underneath her, and he draped the other over her hips.

“Better?” she asked. His cock was aching and throbbing. The new position felt even more dangerous than the last one had. But he couldn’t tell her that.

“Uh, yeah,” he said.

The show continued on. As much as he tried, it was almost impossible for Ben to keep his hands from roaming along Alina’s body. He let his palm glide across her stomach, and it had made its way all the way up to the bottom of one of her breasts before Alina put her hand on top of his, affectionately trapping it in place.

She squeezed her buttocks together again, gripping his cock between them in a manner that felt heavenly to Ben. He thrust against her slightly on instinct, feeling his heart race as the situation began to heat up.

“Alina,” he whispered.

She reached her hand back and put it on his waist, pushing her butt back against his cock as he did.

“What is it, baby bro?” Alina leaned her head back against his shoulder, exposing the nape of her neck as though she was begging him to kiss it, begging him to do even more than that.

“Do you want to…?” He trailed off, unable to put his emotions into words. He wanted to ask her to shift positions again, for the sake of their relationship, and keeping things from going too far. He wanted to ask her to hang out in his room privately, or in her room, and see where things led. He wanted things that conflicted, things that were dangerous, and things that were safe.

“I feel like I need to lie down,” said their mother. “Does one of you mind switching with me?”

Alina stood up before Ben had time to answer.

“I don’t mind,” she said.

Alexa smiled and walked over to the couch. Before Ben could have much of a reaction, she’d climbed into the spot Alina had been in and pushed her butt flat against her son’s hard, sensitive member.

“Are you comfy, sweetie?” she whispered. She shifted, letting Ben’s cock poke between her thighs, and then pinned her legs together tight against it.

“Oh yeah, mom,” he said. “That’s perfect.”

He didn’t have to hold back with her, or at least, he knew he could get away with more. Alina was sitting in the love seat and couldn’t see either of them from her position. Ben was groping at his mom’s breast within seconds. He thrust against her, horny and unable to control himself. He kissed her neck and ran his fingers over her nipple. Alexa didn’t encourage him, but she also made no move to stop him.

The show continued on, and so did Ben’s horny, erotic play. He had one hand on his mom’s waist and the other on her breast, and slowly ground his cock into her. Alexa was mostly stoic throughout, except for her legs and buttocks, which she squeezed together, in some ways, driving him to keep going.

“This couch is smaller than I remember,” she whispered.

“I think I’m just bigger than you remember.” Ben pulled her tight against him, feeling the softness of her breast as he thrust his cock against her butt.

There was only so much he could do, however. In a sense, Ben was just torturing himself. It was just enough contact to be exciting without letting him get the release he needed. The show continued on. Alexa slapped his hand away when he tried to slide it down into her yoga pants, or use it to unzip his own pants. Ben was stuck in a sexual quagmire.

“Do you guys want to watch one more?” asked Alina. Ben blinked at the screen, realizing that the credits were rolling. His mother yawned.

“No, I think I’m going to turn in for tonight,” she said. She gave Ben’s arm a suggestive squeeze. He knew what it meant.

“Yeah,” said Ben. “I think I will, too.”


CHAPTER 11

Ben gave Alina a goodnight hug before heading upstairs. She grinned at him as she stepped into his arms. She felt soft against him, and it was only through a massive force of will that he managed to keep himself from doing more than just hugging. As it was, his erection prodded her in the stomach slightly, and Ben felt his cheeks flush up as he wondered whether or not he could feel it.

“Goodnight, sis,” he said. “I’m looking forward to rehearsal tomorrow.”

Alina nodded slowly. Her smile was secretive, as though there was something that she didn’t want to say aloud hidden behind it.

“So am I,” she said.

Ben made his way upstairs slowly. He left his door open a crack, pulled off his t-shirt and jeans, and then climbed into bed. A few minutes went by, no more than five, before the door to his room slowly opened.

“Sweetie?” His mom whispered. “Are you still awake?”

Ben sat up.

“Yeah, mom,” he said.

Alexa stepped into the room, closing the door behind her, and then walked over to his bed slowly. She sat down next to him and rubbed his shoulder.

“We never finished your therapy this morning,” she said. “Do you want me to…?”

She trailed. Ben put his hand on top of hers instead of answering with words, slowly guiding it down to his hard cock. She felt it through his boxers, and then carefully worked it out into the open.

“It’s nice having Alina back, isn’t it?” Alexa slowly stroked her son’s cock, talking in a whisper as though nothing odd at all was happening between them.

“It is,” he said, shivering as the pleasure began to have its effects on his body. “I was surprised. She just showed up at rehearsal.”

“It must have been hard for you,” she said. “To have her playing Juliette, I mean.”

Ben thrust his hips up, feeling his mom’s soft hand and fingers running along his shaft.

“Yeah,” he said. “It was so hard.”

“Did the two of you, uh…” His mom stroked faster, as though the movement reflected her uncertainty. “Did you both have to kiss?”

“Almost,” said Ben. “But it wouldn’t be so bad, I don’t think. I mean, I’ve kissed you on the lips before.”

Alexa leaned in a little closer to him, keeping her gentle, motherly grip on his penis. She rubbed his shoulder with her free hand.

“Yeah, but you don’t like kissing me,” she said. “At least, not like that, you know?”

Ben leaned in, letting his lips touch hers in answer. The kiss felt more illicit than any other that they’d shared before.

“I do like it,” he said. “I don’t think it’s bad. I mean, you’re my mom. I can kiss you.”

Alexa paused for a moment, letting her hand go still. Then, she leaned in and kissed him back.

“I guess you can,” she said, her hand returning to stroking him off. “And I can kiss you.”

They kissed again, their lips moving more passionately against each other’s. Ben pulled her body more onto the bed, and Alexa adjusted herself so that she was straddling him, her crotch only inches away from being in contact with his cock.

He pulled her face down to meet his and kissed her again, even deeper than the last. Their tongues swirled together, and she continued stroking and rubbing his hard, sensitive tool.

“This isn’t part of the therapy, though,” said his mom.

“It might be,” he said. “We’ll have to talk to Dr. Kim.”

“I’m not sure,” said Alexa.

“It’s fine for now though, right.” Ben reached up, grabbing her breast and kissing her half on the cheek, and half on the lips.

“You’re such a teenager,” she said, a hint of amusement in her voice. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d think that you wanted to…”

She trailed off, as though finishing her thought would have been going too far. Ben knew what she was going to say, and part of him cringed internally. He wondered if it was true. She was his mom. He couldn’t want to do that to her, could he?

Instead of torturing himself over the idea, he kissed her again and pulled his mom down on top of them so that they were, in fact, making out like teenagers. Her breasts felt insanely good against his chest. She kept moving her hand on his cock even as it squished between their bodies.

“Ben,” she said.

“Yeah, mom?”

Whatever she was going to ask was apparently hard for her to properly put into words. Alexa hesitated for several seconds. Her hand, however, kept moving, stroking her son off with loving, necessary movements.

It was Ben’s intimacy therapy. It had been helping him get better. He needed it. He needed it, and wanted it, and craved it, and thought about it every time he saw his mom with her big, soft breasts and stellar butt.

Ben reached his hands across her chest, feeling her breasts and letting her hard nipples trace lines across his palms. Alexa reached to his wrists and moved his hands away, keeping them away from an area she apparently considered to be off limits.

Instead, he let them rest on her waist. He moved his mom slightly, pulling her back and forth. She brought her other hand down to his cock and began to massage, more than stroke. Ben gripped her tight around the waist and lifted, eliciting a little squeal from his mom.

It almost felt like Ben was bouncing her up and down on his tool. Her hands moved up when he lifted, and came back down when he let go. He did it several times in a mock imitation of…

Of something that he couldn’t let himself think about. Of something that a son had no right even pretending to do with his mom. Of something that made him see red, and pushed him over his limit.

“Oh, mom,” he moaned. Alexa stroked faster and faster. Ben pulled her flat against him and rolled over just as his cock began to blast out seed.

“Ben!” she said, her voice annoyed and a little embarrassed. He sprayed cum onto her t-shirt, covering her stomach and chest with hot, sticky seed.

“Oh…” Ben took a deep breath, trying to push through the pleasure and come back to reality. “I don’t know what-“

There was a knock at the door of Ben’s room. He jumped on his bed, throwing himself off his mom and slipping back underneath the covers. Alexa hurried to the door and opened it without thinking.

“Alina,” she said, clearly surprised. “What are you doing up?”

“I wanted to say goodnight to Ben.” Alina eyed her mom suspiciously, and then looked down at her shirt. “What are you doing in here? And what’s that on your shirt?”

“That was me,” said Ben, quickly. “I accidentally spilled a glass of water.”

It was hard to see Alina’s face in the light of the hallway, but somehow, he got the feeling that she wasn’t completely buying it.

“Uh-huh,” she said, after a few seconds. “Anyway, goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Alina,” said Ben. “Goodnight, mom.”

“Goodnight, honey.”

The door to his room shut, followed shortly by Ben’s eyelids.


CHAPTER 12

Ben was out of bed early the next morning. He dressed and headed downstairs to find his mom and Alina already up.

“Hey,” said his mom. “Did you sleep well?”

He couldn’t keep a smile from spreading across his face.

“Well enough,” he said.

Alina had her script out in front of her at the kitchen table. Ben sat down next to her and shot her a glance.

“Which scene are you reading through?”

“The one where Juliette meets up with Romeo in the…” She trailed off, frowning slightly. “In the brothel.”

“Oh,” said Ben. He wasn’t sure what else to say. Even mentioning that he wasn’t sure if she’d end up getting the part of Juliette seemed like it might come across the wrong way.

Ben ate breakfast, hash browns and sausage, and then he and Alina headed off to rehearsal. They walked side by side, and their familiarity with each other made the long stretches of silence comfortable, rather than awkward.

“Luciana is probably going to want your opinion on who ends up acting across from you,” said Alina.

“Yeah…” said Ben. “She’s told me as much already.”

They walked a bit further before he looked over at her, trying to read her expression.

“Do you want the part?” he asked. “To be Juliette?”

He’d expected her to laugh, and immediately bring up how ridiculous it would be, for her to be Juliette, while her little brother was Romeo. At the very least, he expected her to mention the weirdness of the situation, and how close they’d be stepping toward a line that shouldn’t typically be crossed. Instead, she just shrugged.

“It’s one of the lead roles,” said Alina. “And lately, I’ve been starting to enjoy acting a lot more, even more than I when I was in the theater company, in high school.”

Ben nodded slowly, feeling his stomach twist slightly, and an odd sensation spread across his loins. There were so many scenes that would end up putting them into compromising positions in the play. It felt strange to think about Alina and him making an attempt at some of them.

They slowed as the theater came into view in the distance. It was a misty morning, with a thin layer of fog coating the street and surrounding area. As such, neither of them noticed Jessie until they were almost at the bottom of the steps.

“I need to talk to you for a minute,” said Jessie. “Privately!”

Ben glanced over at his sister. Alina smiled at him and gave his shoulder a quick squeeze before disappearing up the steps and into the theater.

“Jessie, look,” said Ben. “I still haven’t decided who-“

“You will decide!” she snapped. “Right now!”

Ben sighed and looked around. He’d been late to almost every rehearsal, and judging by the lack of cast members outside, he was probably already late again.

“I can’t pick you over the rest of them if it turns out that you’re not the best fit, Jessie,” said Ben. “And obviously, Luciana gets the final say.”

Jessie took a step in closer to him. She had a wild look in his eyes, the kind of look that he’d seen actors playing jealous girlfriends and crazed mothers pull off effectively on the big screen.

“You will tell her that you want me to play the role of Juliet,” said Jessie. “Or else, I will tell everyone about what I saw you and your mother doing yesterday morning.”

Ben flinched back. He’d almost forgotten about that, what with Alina’s surprise appearance, and then yesterday’s rehearsal.

“Jessie, please!” he hissed. “Can we talk about this somewhere else?”

“I want to talk about it right here,” said Jessie, raising her voice. “And right now!”

“It wasn’t what it looked like,” said Ben. “I… have a medical condition.”

It sounded patently ridiculous and Ben knew it, but it was the truth. Jessie flashed a cruel smile and slowly shook her head. Then, she raised an eyebrow, as though suddenly having an idea.

“Your sister just came back into town,” she said. “Maybe I should tell her first? See what she thinks of it?”

“Jessie!”

“Even if she already knows, I can use it as leverage against both of you,” she said. “It would be even easier for me to get the role if little miss skinny sexy supermodel dropped out of the play on her own.”

“Fine!” snapped Ben. “Whatever. I’ll tell Luciana to make you Juliette.”

Jessie laughed wickedly and pulled him into a not entirely unpleasant hug.

“That’s all I was asking for, Ben,” she said. “Jeez, you don’t have to be so serious about it.”

Ben sighed and rubbed his temples.


CHAPTER 13

Contrary to his earlier analysis, Ben was still somewhat early to rehearsal when he and Jessie made their way into the theater. Most of the cast was still walking around and chatting. Luciana was standing on stage, reading from a notebook, lost in thought.

They’d taken only a few steps into the theater when Ben heard loud, stomping footsteps approaching. He looked up in time to see Mika with a furious expression on her face. She pointed an accusatory finger past Ben, directly at Jessie.

“You whore!” screamed Mika. “You were making deals with him outside just now!”

“What?” Jessie shook her head. “No! We were just-“

“I saw!” shouted Mika. “I watched, and I saw from the window. I saw the look on his face! What did you make him promise to do for you, bitch?”

Jessie glared at Mika and stepped closer in. Mika was the taller of the two, but Jessie had the weight advantage. Ben thought about stepping in between the two, but from the expressions on their faces, he knew it would be nearly impossible to do without jeopardizing his own safety.

“The only reason you’re even in this play is because you’re a skinny supermodel slut,” said Jessie, falling back on what was apparently her go-to insult. “You can fuck off, Mika!”

“Bitch!” Mika jumped forward, slapping Jessie hard across the face with her hand. Jessie let out a rather unladylike snarl and tackled the other girl to the ground, grabbing a fistful of hair as they fell.

Ben did his best to step away from the scene as the two girls fought. Other cast members made their way over, and after a few seconds, Luciana was staring at the scene.

“Stop this at once!” screamed Luciana. The girls continued fighting, scratching at each other and doing other things that would probably leave marks.

“Hey, come on,” said Ben. “Ladies, please…”

They continued fighting, like two angry cats having it out. Luciana made her way up the aisle, stopping in front of the chaos. She physically pulled them apart and then pushed both girls away.

“Get out,” she said.

“She started it!” screamed Jessie.

“You are both banned from my production,” said Luciana, in a calm, cold voice. “Now get out before I call someone to have you removed.”

“This is not fair,” whimpered Mika. “I was only-“

“Get. Out.” The look in Luciana’s eyes had more ferocity than anything either of the girls had managed in the fight. Slowly, Jessie and Mika withdrew, heading for the door and continuing to watch each other warily.

Luciana sighed and rubbed her forehead. She looked at Ben, and then at the rest of the cast.

“Well, at the very least, this makes the decision of who gets a certain role a little easier.”

A few nervous laughs came from a couple of people. Luciana turned and focused her attention on Alina.

“Will you be our Juliette, Alina?” asked Luciana.

Alina looked over at Ben, waiting for something. He nodded slowly, feeling his cheeks heat up a bit as he did.

“Yes,” aid Alina, grinning. “I will!”

Luciana laughed and started clapping. The rest of the cast joined in too, though the sound of it was muted, almost cautious. Ben and Alina, brother and sister, would be playing Romeo and Juliette. Everyone would be watching them kiss, and in some cases, do more than just that, on stage, in front of hundreds of people.

Alina ran over to Ben and threw her arms around him. Ben smiled and hugged her back. She kissed him once on each cheek, and then caught his gaze, hesitating for just a second before giving him a quick peck on the lips.

A wave of hot excitement flooded through Ben. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad, he thought.


CHAPTER 14

“If I ran, would you chase me?”

Alina stood facing toward the mostly empty audience, as Juliette. It was Ben’s line, and he moved up behind her, smiling a stage smile as he delivered it.

“I would do more than just that.” He stepped in behind his sister, pulling her tight against him in a reverse hug. “I would catch you.”

Alina, as Juliette, turned her head around to face Ben. He slowly leaned in, letting his lips press against hers. She felt good against him, but something about it was just a little bit wrong.

“Cut!” Luciana jumped up from her seat in the audience. Even from up on stage, Ben could see the wide, disapproving frown on her face.

“What’s wrong?” asked Alina.

“It still doesn’t feel real,” said Luciana. “I’m not buying it.”

“Maybe… we just need to practice it more?” said Ben.

Luciana sighed and shook her head.

“Take it from a few lines back,” she said. “Stop being Ben and Alina! I want to see Romeo and Juliette!”

A murmur of agreement came from the rest of the cast. Ben shrugged and gave his sister a nervous look.

“I’m going to go all out with the kiss this time,” he said. Alina started to respond and then hesitated, blushing slightly.

“And… don’t forget your hands,” she whispered.

“What?”

Alina’s blush deepened.

“You can, well, you know.” She dropped her voice to an even lower whisper. “You can touch me with your hands.”

Ben bit his lip, feeling more awkward than he ever had before in his life. She was his older sister. It wasn’t right for her to be saying such things. It was even less right for him to feel a spark of excitement at them.

“If I ran, would you chase me?” said Alina, in her best stage voice.

“I would do more than just that.” This time, when Ben stepped in behind Alina, he felt her push her butt out, meeting his crotch with her soft behind as though the two of them really were illicit lovers. Ben let one of his hands drift up across her chest, almost all the way up to her breast.

“I would catch you,” he said.

Alina turned her head to face them, and they kissed. It was the polar opposite of the last kiss. Her lips moved against his, hungry and passionate. He felt his sister’s tongue flicking out slightly into his mouth. She slowly moved against him, as though they were dirty dancing in a club, or getting ready to fall into bed and each other’s hot, sweaty embrace.

“Cut!” called Luciana from the crowd. “This still isn’t working. Cut, cut cut.”

Ben sighed. He ran a hand over his head and frowned. Alina shot him an exasperated look and shrugged.

They ran the scene a few more times, none of which came close to matching the intensity of the second time they’d done it. Luciana’s advice varied after each attempt, eventually becoming a confusing mess of analogies and acting techniques.

The rehearsal meandered into other scenes. Ben did some acting with the rest of the cast, and for the most part, that went fine. Likewise, Alina’s scenes without Ben went quite smoothly. Luciana didn’t seem to fault them for their acting abilities as much as their commitment to the core of the production, the relationship between Romeo and Juliette.

“We’re ending early today,” said Luciana. “Ben and Alina, I’d like to speak with you both for a minute, backstage.”

It was about an hour before the time that Luciana would usually let them out at. The rest of the cast hurried off through the front doors of the theater. Ben and Alina walked to the stage and met up with Luciana in the wing.

“I think there is an elephant in the room that the two of you need to address,” said Luciana. She was wearing jeans and a gray sweatshirt and leaned back on one of the prop walls, arms folded underneath her breasts.

“Look, I know what you’re going to say, Luciana,” said Alina. “And yes, it is a little weird for us.”

“That’s my point exactly!” snapped Luciana. “It needs to stop being weird! Whatever it takes, I want the two of you to be able to get in character, and feel that passion, feel that lust for each other.”

Ben scratched his head, frowning at the director’s words.

“It’s easier said than done,” he said. “She’s my sister. It’s not like I can just… turn that off.”

He glanced over at Alina. She’d worn a pair of tiny jean shorts and a loose, sleeveless white blouse. She met his eye and frowned.

“We have to try, Ben,” she said. “Luciana is right.”

Luciana nodded.

“I ended rehearsal early today,” said Luciana, slowly. “So that the two of you could have a chance at trying to get a bit more comfortable with each other, without the prying eyes of the entire cast on you.”

“Uh, okay,” said Ben. “What do you mean by that? We’re already comfortable with each other.”

Alina walked over to him slowly. She put her arms around Ben’s neck, and pulled herself up to his level.

“This is what she means, Ben,” whispered Alina.

She kissed him, putting more passion into it than she had at any time during the rehearsal. Her tongue snaked into Ben’s mouth. She lifted her leg up, pushing her crotch against his, rubbing herself on him.

Ben kissed her back, and not because he had no other choice. There was something there, something dark, and compelling. Something that reminded him of what he felt during the intimacy therapy with his mother.

His hands ran over Alina’s butt. His thoughts twisted in perverted ways. He wanted to throw her down in the mock bed they used in a couple of the scenes and ravage her, his own sister.

“Good,” said Luciana. Alina pulled back from Ben. She was blushing, as though she’d gone further than intended, and didn’t meet his eyes.

“Sorry,” she said.

“Can I trust the two of you to work on this on your own?” asked Luciana.

Alina nodded slowly, and then so did Ben.

“Good,” she said. “Ben, you still seem a little uncomfortable with it?”

“I’m sorry, Luciana,” he said. “It’s just going to… take some time.”

“We do not have ‘some time’. Figure out a way to have a breakthrough.”

She gestured to the theaters doors, and Ben nodded and started walking away.

“I have to talk to you for a few minutes more, Alina,” said Luciana.

“Alright,” said Alina.

He glanced back at them one last time and then headed outside.


CHAPTER 15

Ben considered heading straight home, and decided against it. His thoughts were a chaotic, confused mess. He thought about Alina, about his mom, about the play, and about his treatment. All of it made him feel as though he was slowly but surely losing his hold on something intangible, something that was hard to put into words.

He walked slowly down the sidewalk. The weather had cleared up since that morning, and it was a beautiful day. He thought about hanging out in the park, maybe getting some food and spending some time sitting on the grass and thinking.

It was an appealing idea, but it also made him feel like he was running away, be it his family, or the truth. So instead, Ben headed into town. He walked for about ten minutes before finally stopping in front of Dr. Kim’s second-floor therapy office.

Ben knew that was typically bad form to drop in without an appointment, but it was around lunchtime, and he figured that he would either catch her in between appointments, or find the place empty. He opened the bottom door and headed up the interior staircase, pausing in front of the door to the lobby for a moment before knocking.

He waited for a couple of seconds, and then turned to leave. Just as he looked away, the door opened. Dr. Kim was standing behind it, smiling.

“Ben,” she said, softly. “Come on in, please.”

Ben nodded and followed her through the lobby and into her therapy room. Dr. Kim had on her white doctor’s coat over a blue top and tan slacks. She was an attractive woman in her early to mid forties, and carried herself with the confident elegance of a female professional.

“Thanks,” he said. “I’m sorry, I’ve just been having a weird couple of days. I wasn’t sure who I could talk to about it.”

“Does this have anything to do with the intimacy therapy?” asked Dr. Kim. She had several boxes of Chinese food laid out across her desk. She picked up a box stuffed with eggrolls and offered it to Ben. He smiled and pulled one out.

“I guess you could say that,” said Ben. “My… sister, is back in down.”

Dr. Kim raised an eyebrow at him.

“Your sister?”

“Step-sister, technically,” he said. “Alina.”

She nodded slowly, pausing to take a bite of noodles. She gestured to the black leather therapy couch behind Ben, and he sat down on it.

“And this is, I would have to assume, making it quite difficult for you to continue with your intimacy therapy?”

Ben nodded, and then shrugged.

“It’s more than just that,” he said. “The play I’m in… The director gave me the lead role, and because of circumstance, Alina is in it, too. She’s playing Juliette.”

Dr. Kim hummed slightly. She pushed the Chinese food to the side and steepled her fingers. Ben finished the last bite of his egg roll and waited for her to say something.

“Ben,” she finally said. “Does the idea of kissing your sister make you feel uncomfortable?”

Ben felt his face heat up slightly. It was more than just that. It didn’t just make him feel uncomfortable. It made him question his own desires, what he wanted out of life and love.

“It makes me feel… confused, I think would be the right word,” he said.

“And the intimacy therapy with your mom?”

He nodded.

“That makes me feel the same way,” he said.

“And you like feeling that way?”

“I… wait, what?” Ben stared at Dr. Kim, unsure of what she meant.

“I asked you if you liked feeling that way,” said Dr. Kim. “You don’t have to answer, though. I know you do.”

Ben scoffed.

“That’s not really true,” he said. “I mean, I push through it, for the sake of the therapy with my mom. And I guess I’ll have to push through it for the play now, too.”

Dr. Kim was smiling. Her eyes had a knowing look in them.

“How does it make you feel when you get aroused because of something your mother or sister do?”

Ben chewed on his lip, feeling even more embarrassed by the question then he had by the last.

“I don’t get aroused by them,” he said.

“That’s a lie, Ben,” said Dr. Kim. “You aren’t being honest with yourself when you say that.”

“I’m not lying!” He’d meant the statement to sound definitive, but it was more like he was trying to convince himself as much as her. “Look, I’m a red-blooded 18 year old, okay? A lot of weird things turn me on. But doesn’t mean... I mean, not mom or Alina.”

“Yes.” said Dr. Kim. “That’s exactly what I mean.”

Ben shook his head. He frowned. As much as he wanted to dismiss her line of questioning, it was hard to. Even just thinking about it was making him feel excited, in a shameful, confusing sort of way.

“It’s okay, Ben.” Dr. Kim stood up from her desk. “You don’t have to beat yourself up over this.”

She walked to the windows and drew the shades closed, cutting off most of the room’s natural light.

“How am I supposed to get around it?” asked Ben. “With both of them, my mom and Alina, I feel like I’m stuck between a rock, and, and…”

“And a very hard place.” Dr. Kim giggled. She walked over to the room’s light switch and flicked it off, leaving the therapy office mostly in the dark, save for the thin slits of light that snuck past the curtains. She joined Ben on the therapy couch, placing one hand on his cheek, and one on his chest.

“You just have to let it happen, Ben,” she said. “You have to do what comes naturally.”

She slowly slid her hand down, across his stomach, to his crotch. By the time her fingers made contact with his cock, it was already rock hard.


CHAPTER 16

“That’s… crazy,” said Ben. “I can’t just, ‘let it happen’. These are the two closest women in my life!”

Dr. Kim ran her palm across his erection. She still had her free hand on his cheek, and she slowly caressed Ben’s face as though he was her favorite new pet.

“That’s all the more reason to press forward.” She slowly unzipped his jeans, and Ben made no move to stop her. “We live in the 21st
 century, Ben. We live in a society with contraception and open minds.”

“This has got to be some kind of joke,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re not being serious, are you?”

“Do you think the intimacy therapy is a joke?” Dr. Kim began nursing his bulge with her hand, touching it and rubbing through his boxers. It felt extremely good.

“No…” said Ben. “And yes, I do think it’s been helping. But… this would be different.”

“I’ve mentioned to you before that there are different levels of the intimacy therapy, haven’t I?” Dr. Kim worked his cock out of his boxers and began running soft fingers over the sensitive skin of his cock. Ben found it a little cruel for her to be pressing her point while also stroking him off.

“Yeah,” he said.

“The final level, for two people who have progressed far enough, is known as tantric intimacy.” Dr. Kim slid in closer to him, letting her breasts press against his arm as she continued to touch and stroke. “Tantric intimacy is a very controlled, very spiritual form of sexual meditation.”

“Okay,” said Ben. The effect of Dr. Kim’s hand was beginning to sap at his concentration.

“If you and your mother, or you and your sister, possible, were ready for it, would you be opposed to trying tantric intimacy with them?”

Dr. Kim began to stroke a little bit faster. She pulled one of Ben’s hands to her breast, and he rubbed it in slow circles.

“I’m not exactly sure what you mean,” he said. “How far would we have to go?”

Dr. Kim leaned in close, letting her lips run across his neck.

“The two of you would be joining together,” she whispered. “You would go inside her, for a time.”

Ben stiffened at that, in two ways at once. Dr. Kim began stroking faster.

“But,” she continued, “As with all forms of intimacy therapy, you would not find your release inside her.”

Ben was still shaking his head.

“I can’t even think about that,” he said. “That’s just…”

He was trying to find the right word for it when Dr. Kim brought her lips down to his cock and began to suck. He let out a low moan and leaned his head back. She focused on the tip of his cock and the tip alone, sucking on the first inch or so with gentle, confident ease. She pulled back after only a few seconds.

“You have to come to terms with your urges, Ben,” she said. “If you ignore them at this point, they will create a dark place inside of you.”

Ben shook his head.

“I don’t believe that.”

He started to object further when Dr. Kim began to suck again. His thoughts turned away from her, and away from the therapy. He thought about the night before, and his mom stroking him off in his room. He thought about kissing Alina. Dr. Kim pulled her lips off his cock, making a lewd popping noise as the seal broke.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of,” she whispered. “You have outlets for your desires. Your mom understands. It’s probably why she was open to the idea of intimacy therapy in the first place.”

“No, she’s just doing it for my sake!” he said. “It’s my treatment!”

“And your sister…” said Dr. Kim. “She can indulge all she wants as Juliet. You both have the perfect pretense to experiment all you want.”

She started sucking again, faster, and more aggressively. Ben couldn’t stop thinking about what she was saying. The ideas bounced around in his head, like an infection, like some kind of Trojan horse that had slipped in under the radar.

What if she was right? What if there was an entire garden of pleasure waiting for him, and his mom, and his sister, and they just needed to set aside their boundaries and open the door to it?

Dr. Kim turned her mouth sideways, running her lips up and down his cock as though she was trying to give it a continuous, sliding kiss. Ben threaded his fingers through her hair and pulled her mouth back over the tip, sheathing his member inside her lips as far as it would go.

He had both hands on the back of her head. She didn’t stop him, and in fact, seemed to relent a little, giving him more control. Ben pushed his hips forward, pumping his cock in and out, savoring the sensation of fucking his therapist’s face.

And she was a part of it too, he reminded himself. Ben had no idea what Dr. Kim’s motivations were, or what she got out of any of this. But she was ready and willing, and he was a red-blooded teenager, with hormones and a hard cock.

He pumped faster. Dr. Kim let out a little squeal. He didn’t slow down. Her saliva dripped across his cock. He pushed deep into her mouth, his cock sliding as far as it would go, and then grunted as he felt himself lose control.

“Oh fuck!” moaned Ben. He blasted out his hot, sticky load into Dr. Kim’s mouth and throat. Her lips formed a tight seal around the base of his cock, but it apparently wasn’t tight enough to keep a small amount from leaking out. He collapsed back into the therapy couch and watched as Dr. Kim slowly lapped up his cum off his dick and her lips.

“Good,” she said. “You’re beginning to understand.”

Ben took a deep breath.

“Have you been remembering to film each intimacy therapy session?” she asked.

Ben shook his head. Dr. Kim reached her hand over and flicked him on the forehead with her finger.

“Well, it’s time to start,” she said curtly. “And I’ll call your mom and talk to her about everything you expressed in your session today.”

“What?”

“Relax,” she said. “I’m only going to tell her in the vaguest terms. I won’t violate patient confidentiality, but I will recommend that the two of you consider increasing the frequency and duration of your home therapy sessions.”

Ben didn’t say anything. Even as sexually exhausted as he was, the thought of having his mom stroking him off even more often made him feel very, very excited.

“But my sister,” he said, remembering Alina. “She’s back home now. It’s hard for us to-“

“I’ll talk to her about that, too,” said Dr. Kim. “The two of you will have to explain it to her, eventually. I’ll help your mom find the… most effective phrasing, for that.”

Ben pulled his jeans back up and stood up. He felt good, better than he had going into the session, even if Dr. Kim’s new suggestions had been confusing to him.

“Thank you,” he said.

“If you want to thank me, follow the guidelines I’ve given you,” said Dr. Kim. “Keep going with the intimacy therapy. Take it as far as you’re comfortable with. And for the love of god, start filming each session, so I can… review them. To better advise you, of course.”

“Of course,” said Ben.

He smiled. He was excited to get him and see his mom and sister.
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CHAPTER 1

“Sorry, that one was my fault.”

Ben Murdock leaned over to the spot on the bed where he’d left his script and flipped backward a few pages. Running one finger down the margin, he found the line that he’d just messed up and quietly whispered it aloud.

“Don’t worry so much about the exact words,” said Alina. She was standing on the other side of her bedroom, half seated on the mostly clear surface of her desk.

Alina’s chestnut brown hair ran loose across her shoulders. She wore a plaid skirt and a white t-shirt, with a thin black sweater over it that she left open.

“How can I not worry about the exact words?” asked Ben. “It’s what Luciana wants.”

Alina smiled at him and slipped off the desk, walking across the carpet on bare feet. She took Ben’s script from him, pretended to look at it intently for a moment, and then tossed it across the room.

“Hey!” said Ben. “Quit fooling around. We have to stay on task.”

“Luciana doesn’t care about the lines,” said Alina. “It just so happens that bad acting and not knowing ones lines tends to go hand in hand.”

Ben rolled his eyes.

“If you say so,” he said.

“I do say so! Now let's try the scene again, without worrying about the exact words.”

She stood up and took a few steps back, turning to face away from Ben. When she turned around, she was Juliet.

“You came here for me, then?” she asked, her voice soft and slightly seductive. Ben nodded.

“I did,” he said. “I came here because I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

Alina took a step forward.

“And what would you do, now that you’re here?” she asked.

Ben tried not to frown. His next line was the one he’d forgotten the last time through, and he still couldn’t think of it for the life of him.

“I would hold you…” he said, trying to remember. “I would hold you close to me.”

Alina took another step forward. Ben set his hands on her waist and pulled her against him. He met her eyes for a moment and saw the way her gaze was flicking down to his lips.

Usually, Ben tried to avoid practicing these types of scenes with Alina outside of rehearsal. She was his stepsister, which added a complicated twist to the already formidable challenge of playing Romeo. She was Alina, the older sister that had teased and supported him in equal proportions all throughout his childhood.

He leaned in and kissed her. Alina’s body moved forward against his, her large breasts pushing into his chest. Ben kissed her again, and again, feeling his resolve melt away as he tasted her sweet mouth.

His hands began to roam, down her back, across her butt. Alina lifted one of her legs, allowing for the dry contact between them to become as heated and intense as possible. They were next to Alina’s bed, and then they were on Alina’s bed, kissing each other passionately, and…

“This is weird.” Ben pulled back suddenly, shaking his head and smiling uncomfortably.

“A little,” said Alina. She sighed and sat up, crossing her arms over her breasts.

“I don’t understand how Luciana could have thought that this was a good idea.”

“She didn’t really have any other choice,” said Alina. “And we’ll figure out how to make it work.”

She reached over and put her hand on top of Ben’s. He turned his around underneath hers and gave it a squeeze.

“I didn’t think it was that weird,” said Alina. “I mean, it was also kind of…”

She trailed off, letting her eyes meet his. Ben was suddenly acutely aware of the heave of Alina’s chest, and the way her hazel colored eyes seemed to be calling out, almost challenging him.

“It is weird,” he repeated.

“Let’s try the scene…” Alina slid closer to him on the bed. “One more time. From the kiss, without the lines before it.”

Ben nodded. He looked away from his sister for a second and then turned back, doing his best to channel Romeo’s intensity and passion. He reached his hand up and cupped Alina’s cheek, slowly leaning in and letting his lips press against hers.

He felt a hot wave pass over his body, slowly taking him over. He kissed her again, and felt his emotions rage in confusion his sister pushed herself against him a second time. He felt his cock hardening, pushing toward her, intensifying his inner conflict.

Alina shifted on the bed, moving herself so that she was straddling him. Ben made no move to stop her, the intensity of the moment pushing aside logical concerns. He ran his hands up her waist, stopping at the bottom edge of her bosom.

Alina kissed him again, more deeply. Ben’s hands palmed her breasts. The two of them were moving together, grinding against one another, as though they could rub away their clothing through the friction alone, and get what they wanted without having to admit how badly the wanted it.

Ben felt his sister’s hand running across his stomach. He buried his face in her breasts, his fingers desperately toying at her bra clasp. Alina massaged his cock through his pants. The room felt hot. It was hard for him to focus, to think, to do anything beyond give in to his hormones, and the temptation.

The door swung open. Ben and Alina continued kissing for a second, the momentum of their illicit intimacy too great to be interrupted suddenly. Alexa Murdock held one hand up to her mouth in surprise as she stepped into the room.


CHAPTER 2

Alexa, Ben’s stepmom and Alina’s adopted mother, was an attractive woman. Her dark blonde hair was a little longer than shoulder length, and she’d gotten a set of bouncy, almost girlish bangs the last time she’d gone to the salon.

She wore a blue summer dress and sandals. The dress showed off the attractive curves of her body, breasts, butt, and waist, all in perfect proportion with each other. Ben glanced at her cleavage as the silence over the room dragged on, admiring it for a moment before catching himself and feeling guilty.

“What in the name of god is going on here?” asked Alexa.

Ben opened his mouth to answer, but Alina beat him to it.

“We’re practicing our lines,” she said. “For the play.”

She didn’t sound convincing, not to Ben and clearly not to their mother. Alexa took a step toward the bed, her hands set on her hips, frowning.

“That’s not what it looked like,” said Alexa.

“Mom, it’s the truth,” said Ben. “We were reading the lines, and, well, the play has a few scenes in it that are…”

He trailed off. All of his potential adjective choices felt salacious, and the last thing he wanted to do was draw his mom’s attention back to how hot and heated things had been when she walked in.

“You two were kissing each other!” said Alexa, her voice raising in volume. “And your hands were…”

She frowned, her cheeks reddening slightly.

“It’s not like that, mom,” said Alina. “Look, it’s part of what it means to be an actor. We were both just really in the moment.”

Alina reached over and put her hand on Ben’s thigh. It was the wrong thing to do.

“That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard,” said Alexa, shaking her head. “Absolutely not. The two of you are forbidden from rehearsing together, if this is what you’re going to be doing.”

“Mom!” shouted Alina. “You can’t just-“

“I can, and I have,” said Alexa. “Ben is a teenager, and you’re still in college, yourself. Your hormones are…”

She trailed off, frowning and blushing slightly.

“We can tone back a few of the scenes, if that’s what you want,” said Ben. “But mom, I have the part of Romeo. She has the part of Juliet. A certain amount of kissing is going to be, well, unavoidable.”

“The two of you are family,” said Alexa. “You can’t just go and do something like this, regardless of why or what it’s for! It’s shameful!”

Ben frowned. His mom seemed unreasonably angry, and he was pretty sure that he knew why.

“I’m not ashamed!” shouted Alina. She took Ben by the back of his head and pulled him in close, giving him a kiss that was deeper, and more overtly sexual, then any of the one’s they’d enjoyed during their practice.

“Young lady!” shouted Alexa. “You stop that this instant!”

Alina pulled back and stomped to her feet in a humph.

“You aren’t the moral crusader that you think you are, mom,” said Alina. “We’re doing this play, regardless of what you think! You can’t stop us!”

“I’m your mother!” Alexa turned to grab Alina by the arm, but she pulled out of reach, slamming the door open as she disappeared into the hall. Ben heard her footsteps echoing down the stairs, followed by the sound of the front door opening.

“Did she put you up to this, Ben?” asked Alexa. Ben opened his mouth in surprise and then felt a little offended.

“She’s not a criminal mastermind, mom,” he said, dryly. “We both were rehearsing together. I was kissing her more than she was kissing me.”

Kissing her, touching her, and rubbing against her, Ben thought. He felt his lower half respond to the fresh memory of the intimate rehearsal. And though it did make him feel a little ashamed, there was a reason behind it, a purpose.

Alexa sighed and ran her hand through her hair. She leaned against the wall of Alina’s room, still not smiling.

“It’s not okay, Ben,” she said. “You have to know that. It’s going to lead to serious trouble in the future if the two of you start to, well, you know. Cross the line.”

Ben nodded slowly. Disagreeing with his mom at this point would only work her up again.

“It would be a lot easier for me to keep myself in line if we were still doing my therapy.”

Alexa flinched. Ben’s intimacy therapy had been on hold for the past few days. He hadn’t asked why, and she hadn’t given him any reason. Ever since the night where Alina had almost caught them in the middle of it, she’d been on guard, avoiding any mention of it, regardless of whether or not Ben’s sister was around.

“Ben…” Alexa frowned and walked over to him, sitting down on the bed. “I think you’ve reached the point where you’re ready to stand on your own feet again.”

“Mom…” Ben shook his head. He wanted to say more, do more, to disagree with her, but he couldn’t.

He had made amazing strides over the past two weeks. He was almost like a different person, and the memory of the teenager weighed down by college rejection letter baggage and addicted to video games felt like it belonged to someone else.

“You’ll be okay, Ben,” said Alexa. “I’m still here to help you stay on the right path. But the intimacy therapy… It was more of an emergency measure.”

She smiled at him and put her hand on his knee. Ben felt his eyes flick to her lips, and then to her modest cleavage. She was hot. His mom was hot.

“But Dr. Kim said that-“

“Dr. Kim hasn’t reevaluated you recently,” said Alexa. “She’ll see that you’ve gotten better.”

Ben couldn’t think of any other objection to bring up. He felt as though he was losing something huge in his life, but then again, it had never really been there to begin with. The therapy had been, as his mom had said, an emergency measure.

“Fine…” Ben let out a frustrated sigh and stood up.

“Don’t be that way,” said his mom. “It’s not like I’m going anywhere, honey. We’ll just be back to the way things were.”

She smiled warmly at him, standing up and opening her arms. Ben met her embrace, feeling his mom’s soft body as he pulled her against him. He was hard in an instant, and felt a wave of shame cascade over him as his erection prodded into his mom’s stomach.

“Mom,” said Ben. “Uh… what’s for dinner?”

He leaned his head down and nuzzled it into his mom’s neck, while simultaneously pulling her a little tighter, grinding into her. He felt her gasp slightly, but she didn’t pull back.

“I’m having my book club over tonight,” she said.

“Your book club,” said Ben. “They’re coming tonight?”

He moved his hips more generously, and one of his hands slowly wandered down to the small of his mother’s back. She made no move to stop him, and one of her hands gently caressed the back of his neck.

“Oh, yes,” whispered Alexa. “I told you, remember?”

Ben kissed his mom’s shoulder, feeling a shiver run through her as his lips made contact. One of his hands ran across her thigh, pulling her dress up ever so slightly.

“When did you tell me?” asked Ben. He pushed forward against her, feeling his mom exhale sharply as his blatant erection poked her.

“Ooh…” said Alexa. “I, I told you yesterday.”

“Yesterday?” Ben kissed his mom’s neck. He reached down to the front of her dress and cupped one of her breasts.

“Yes!” said Alexa. She nuzzled against him, losing herself for a split second, and then pulled back sharply. She composed herself in an instant, folding her arms modestly across her chest and smiling at Ben as though nothing had happened. “They’ll be here for a party afterward, too.”

“Oh,” said Ben.

“You and your sister are welcome to join us,” said Alexa. “I’m not sure if you’ll find a bunch of moms talking about books and drinking wine to be up your alley, though.”

Ben shrugged and started to walk out of the room.

“I might hang out for a bit,” he said.

Alexa smiled at him and smoothed out her dress.


CHAPTER 3

“Do you mind running to the store and picking up some snacks?”

Alexa walked into the living room, holding a bottle of wine in one hand and a platter of cheese and finger sized vegetables in the other. Ben looked up from the TV and frowned at her.

“Those look like snacks,” he said. “Why do you need more?”

“A couple of the girls are bringing some of their friends,” said Alexa. “I’m probably going to have to stop at the wine shop and pick up some more refreshments, too.”

Ben rolled his eyes. He was still frustrated from earlier, and it was hard to keep from directing it at his mom.

“No,” he said. “Ask Alina. Or do it yourself.”

“Please, honey…” Alexa walked over so that she was behind him on the couch and rested her hands on his shoulders. It was a small gesture, but somehow, still managed to get Ben shamefully excited. He looked up at her, admiring the way her tight, summer dress clung to her body.

“What do I get out of it?” he asked.

“I’ll let you have a glass of wine,” she said. “Assuming you’re more civil during the party than you are now.”

Ben sighed and stood to his feet.

“Fine,” he said. “What am I picking up?”

“Chips, dip, more carrots,” she said, holding a finger to her lips. “Also, maybe some artisan salami?”

“You’re giving me money to cover this, right?”

“Of course.”

Alexa fished a few bills out of her purse and Ben was on his way. It was midafternoon, and despite the overcast sky, it was still pretty warm out.

He made good time, passing by the park as he went. A family was sitting down by one of the picnic tables, all smiles and good natured banter. The son was about the same age as Ben, and he had an oddly self-aware moment as he looked at him.

The park was in between him and the nearest grocery store, so Ben cut through it rather than taking the long way around. A small, well-worn dirt path led through the swath of trees that divided that section of town in half, and Ben started down it.

He’d made it a few hundred feet inside when somebody called his name. Ben hesitated, furrowing his brow as he turned around. It sounded like a girl’s voice, and a familiar one, at that.

“Ben! I was thinking that it was you!”

Mika’s Eastern European accent was unmistakable. She was tall for a girl, with a thin, petite frame. Her face was framed by her short blonde hair, which looked glossy and golden in the sunlight.

Mika had on a teasingly short summer skirt, along with a white sleeveless blouse. She smiled warmly at Ben, creating a vast contrast between herself and the man following behind her.

“Oh,” said Ben. “Hey, Mika. What’s up?”

Mika had been in the running for the part of Juliette, up until an incident a few days earlier had ruled her out for the part. Things had gotten physical between her and another actress, and Ben, as Romeo, had unfortunately been in the middle of it.

“I’ve been calling your name for minutes now,” she said. “Do your ears not work?”

“No, they work just fine, Mika,” said Ben. The man following her stepped up beside her, shooting daggers at Ben with his eyes.

“I’m James.” He said the words in a harsh, definitive way, as though he was announcing that he had a gun, or knew jiu-jitsu.

“From the play,” said Ben. “Right.”

In the brief time that Mika had rehearsed the role of Juliette, Ben had made her boyfriend into an enemy, less out of his actions and more out of the intimate nature of the role. Ben smiled at James, trying to be good natured. The look in the other man’s eyes told him in no uncertain terms that it was a waste of time.

“I need to talk to you, Ben,” said Mika. “Do you have a minute?”

“I’m kind of on my way somewhere,” said Ben. “Maybe you could text me later?”

He didn’t want to be around Mika or her boyfriend for any longer than necessary. He’d seen just how volatile Mika could be, and got the feeling that James was a bird of the same feather.

“No, I must talk to you now!” Mika grabbed his arm and pulled. “Right now!”

She led him down a fork in the path, over toward a small wooden building that was owned by the local nature conservation club. It was kept unlocked, and Ben remembered how many of his fellow high schoolers had used it as a private place to smoke pot, drink beer, and, well, do other things. James started to follow, and Mika shot him a glare that made the one he’d given Ben before look amateurish.

“You stay here!” snapped Mika.

“What?” asked James. “Mika, come on!”

“I have to speak with my Romeo privately.” She smiled at Ben knowingly, and he frowned slightly.

The last thing he needed was more conflict in his life, especially one fueled by a potentially unstable woman. But, he followed Mika into the building without objections, curious as to what she had to say.


CHAPTER 4

The building was a small, homely structure. It smelled of old pine and dust. A few wooden chairs were set up against a table on one side of the single room, and a long bench ran along the other side. Wooden boxes, each with either a padlock or innate locking mechanism, were stacked along the back wall. A single window let in light from the outside, and someone had, conveniently enough, installed a makeshift curtain onto it.

“Now,” said Mika. “I want for you to tell me what it would take for you to pick me as Juliet.”

Ben frowned and shook his head. He’d known that this was what she was going to ask.

“I can’t,” he said. “It’s not up to me. Luciana is the-“

“What would it take?” Mika took a step closer to him. “Hmm?”

She was near enough for Ben to sense her body heat. She stared at him intensely, a coy smile on her lips. Ben took a breath and then a step back.

“I think we should head back outside,” said Ben. “This isn’t going to change anything, Mika.”

“For you, it would, no?” She closed the curtains and then moved in between him and the door. Ben was near the corner of the room, next to the bench.

“No, it wouldn’t,” said Ben. “I’m not going to say anything to Luciana, Mika. It wouldn’t do any good. She’s too strong-willed, you know that as well as I do.”

“And you’d rather have your sister?” said Mika, a hint of disgust entering her voice. “In my country, we have a word for men like you.”

Ben flushed, though a part of him found her reaction a little amusing.

“It’s not like that,” he said. “She was the one Luciana wanted in the role. And the two of us are just acting.”

“Just acting?” asked Mika. “You’ve read the script, no?”

Ben nodded.

“Then you know about the scene…” She took another step toward Ben. “Where Romeo and Juliet meet in bed? Under the covers?”

Mika reached her arm out and gently poked Ben in the chest. She moved forward a little more, letting all of her palm rest on one of his pecs.

“Yes, obviously,” said Ben. “We’ll find a way to make it work.”

Mika didn’t say anything for a moment. She took small steps toward Ben, continuing until she was pressed against him. Her breasts were small, but Ben couldn’t help but think about what they would feel like underneath his fingers.

“Mika…” he said.

“I would like to do something for you,” she said. “And then maybe you would like to do something for me.”

“Mika, stop it,” said Ben. “I already told you, I won’t.”

“But I will.” She smiled mischievously at him, and let her hands slide across his body as she slowly dropped to her knees.

She’d just finished unbuttoning and unzipping Ben’s jeans when there was a hard and angry knock at the door. Ben flinched. He’d forgotten about her boyfriend.

“Mika!” shouted James. “What the hell is taking so long?”

“Nothing,” she said, her accent making the word sound distorted. “Go to the store. I need some gum.”

James’s huff of frustration was loud enough for Ben to hear it through the door, along with his footsteps as he stomped away. Mika’s fingers were a little cold, and he drew back slightly as she began to work his cock out of his boxers.

“You don’t care about him at all, do you?” asked Ben. “He’s your boyfriend, Mika.”

“I care,” she said. “But some things I care about more than others.”

She looked up at him as she slowly began to stroke, and Ben couldn’t deny the intense eroticism of the moment. She looked horny and eager, but not for him. She wanted what he could do for her, even after he’d told her that he wouldn’t. Maybe the eagerness in her eyes had been spurred on by his denial.

Mika let out a small giggle and began moving her hand back and forth across Ben’s shaft. He leaned back against the wall. His heart was racing, in part from Mika’s touch, and in part from the possibility of the return of her aggressive boyfriend.

“Sometimes actions speak louder than words,” said Mika. “So you people say.”

Ben nodded slowly, and then watched as she licked her lips, and then licked his cock. He was rock hard in an instant and felt pleasure surge through his body. All of the pent up horniness from earlier in the day with his mom and Alina came bubbling to the surface, and he watched Mika slowly slide her lips over the head of his cock. It felt incredible.

“Oh man…” moaned Ben. “Mika…”

She bobbed her head back and forth. Ben could hear the sound of her lips sliding and smacking against the skin of his member. She used her tongue with soft, dexterous grace, rubbing and massaging like a pro.

He ran his hand across the back of her head, feeling the softness of her golden hair and giving her encouragement. A sliver of guilt stabbed into his chest. He knew that he should stop her. He had no intention of talking to Luciana about casting Mika as Juliette, regardless of how soft her lips were, or how enthusiastic she was with her warm, wet, glorious mouth.

Mika curled her head back slightly each time she bobbed her mouth of Ben’s shaft, looking a bit like a cat cleaning another car. Ben was moaning softly, and urging her on with his hand, making her suck faster and deeper.

“Oh yeah,” whispered Ben. “You would make a good Juliette.”

Mika flashed a hopeful glance up at him. Ben immediately wished that he hadn’t said anything. But he had.

“Our rehearsals would be very interesting,” he said. Mika put even more effort into the blowjob, as though it was some kind of test that she had to pass. Ben reached down and groped at one of her small breasts through her shirt.

“Mika?” James’s voice, loud and angry, came from just outside the door. “I have the gum.”

He tried the door handle, but Mika had apparently thought far enough ahead to lock it. He knocked again. Ben’s heart continued to race. It was scary, but exciting at the same time. Mika pulled her mouth off his cock to answer her boyfriend.

“I’m almost done,” she said, sounding innocent and sweet. “We just need to finish working out the details.”

“Hurry up!” snapped James. “I’m getting bored!”

Mika laughed and kissed the tip of Ben’s cock. Ben smiled down at her and pulled her head forward, spearing his cock back into his mouth.

She kept her eyes on him, and the two of them shared a strangely intimate moment. Ben didn’t like the way she was looking at him. It made his guilt almost unbearable, but even worse was what it did to his urges. He wanted to take her and fuck her senseless, let her know what the real price of having any sort of control over him would be.

Mika looped her tongue halfway around Ben’s cock and sucked hard, bobbing back in forth in a manner that was too much for him. He let out a pleasured groan and began to unload. Mika hadn’t been expecting it, and missed a bit of the first spurt, taking the string of seed across her chin before getting her lips back around Ben’s member.

She sucked the rest of it down dutifully, and then slowly stood to her feet, wiping cum off her chin. She smiled at Ben. He frowned at her.

“She won’t let you be Juliette,” said Ben. “But, at the next rehearsal, I’ll see if there is another female role that Luciana will consider you for.”

Mika shrugged, looking a little miffed, but ultimately satisfied. She kissed Ben on the cheek and then walked to the door. He had just enough time to pull his pants up before she opened it, revealing a concerned James attempting to peer in through the curtained window.

“James!” snapped Mika. “You do not trust me?”

James flinched back.

“No, I do, it’s just-“

“I can’t believe you!” Mika punched him in the shoulder and stormed off.

Ben smiled. She was a really good actress.


CHAPTER 5

It took Ben longer than expected to get through the grocery store checkout aisle. He felt off, his thoughts still filled with Mika and what had happened in the nature conservation building.

Ben had gotten a glimpse of how much the role meant to her. He thought about how much it must mean to Alina and then took it a step further, thinking about how far she’d be willing to take her acting in order to ensure that she did the play justice. He frowned, remembering what had happened earlier when they’d been rehearsing, and how real it had felt.

“Sir? You forgot this?”

Ben blinked. The cashier had followed him to the grocery store’s door and was holding out a bag full of chips, crackers, and jalapeno cheddar cheese.

“Oh, sorry.” He smiled and took it from her and then continued on his way.

The sun was slowly setting over the horizon when he got back. A few cars were already parked on the street outside his house. Ben recognized one of them, but he couldn’t remember from exactly where. He made his way up to the porch and then inside.

His mother was sitting on the couch in the living room, surrounded by ten or eleven members of her book club. All of them were women, mostly between the ages of 30 and 50, and all of them glanced in his direction as he stepped inside.

“Perfect timing, sweetie,” said Alexa. “We were starting to get a little peckish.”

“I got just about everything,” said Ben. “I’ll just set it down in the… kitchen.”

He paused, noticing for the first time that there was someone knew sitting in the book club’s circle. His former middle school teacher, Ms. Temple, met his eye and smiled.

“It’s been a while, Ben,” she said. “You’ve certainly grown up!”

Jaclyn Temple had been fresh out of college when she’d been Ben’s teacher. Now, she was in her late twenties and carried an air of serious professionalism about her. She had medium sized breasts, an attractive, albeit somewhat bookish face, and dark brown hair. She adjusted her glasses as she’d looked at him, one of the habits that Ben remembered from when she’d been the head of his class.

“You too,” said Ben. “I mean, you… really look like a teacher, now.”

The entire book club laughed. Ben glanced at the table, noticing all of the wine glasses on it for the first time.

“I’ve always been a teacher to you, young man,” said Ms. Temple. “We’ll have to catch up later tonight.”

One of the tipsier women whistled suggestively, and Ms. Temple and Ben’s mom both shot her an annoyed look. Ben brought the bags into the kitchen and heard the women break into giggles and whispers as soon as he’d left the room. Two empty wine bottles sat on the kitchen counter, which explained a lot.

He set the chips, crackers, and the rest of the snacks out onto a platter and deposited it on the dining room table next to the rest of the food his mom had set out. Then, he made his way upstairs, in hopes of getting a few minutes to himself in his room before the party downstairs really kicked off.

Alina was standing in the upstairs hallway, texting on her phone. She smiled at Ben when she saw him, but hesitated to meet his eye.

“Hey,” said Alina.

“Hey,” he replied.

The silence was almost painful, and Ben winced under its weight.

“Listen, about what happened earlier…” Alina started.

“You don’t have to explain,” said Ben. “I get it.”

Alina raised an eyebrow at him.

“You do?” she asked.

“Yeah.” Ben smiled at his sister, admiring her face. She looked really cute when she was caught off guard.

“So what mom said to us hasn’t messed with your head at all?” she asked. Ben walked over and put an arm around her shoulders. She was his older sister, but she was a couple of inches shorter than him, and the gesture felt protective on his part.

“Not at all,” said Ben. “We’re just acting. The play means a lot to both of us, Alina. We have to do whatever it takes to give a good performance.”

Alina grinned and then planted a soft, hot kiss on Ben’s cheek, letting her lips linger for a moment longer than normal.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Besides, I think mom was just projecting some of her own issues onto us,” he said.

“What issues?”

Ben started to answer and then stopped abruptly. Alina didn’t know about the intimacy therapy, and telling her would, most likely, be a mistake.

“Just, uh, you know,” he said, floundering. “There are some things that me and mom do that could be, I guess, misinterpreted.”

Alina gave him a curious look.

“Just cuddling on the couch,” Ben said, quickly. “Or hugging. Or kisses on the cheek. You know how it is.”

Alina started to say something, but before she could get a complete word out, a voice called from downstairs.

“Ben! Alina!” yelled Alexa. “Come on down and join the party! We’re done talking about our book for tonight.”

Ben smiled, grateful for the interruption.

“Shall we?” he asked. Alina nodded, and the two of them walked downstairs.


CHAPTER 6

Music was playing over the entertainment system downstairs, and there were even more women in and about the living room than there had been a couple of minutes ago. Ben saw his mom chatting with Ms. Temple and a few other women. He stood around awkwardly for a moment, realizing that he was the only man in attendance, and then felt Alina grab onto his arm and pull him toward the kitchen.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s get something to drink.”

There were close to a dozen bottles of various kinds of wine in the liquor cabinet. Ben smiled, realizing that his mom really had stocked up for the occasion. Alina pulled one out and found the corkscrew on the counter.

“Mom is going to get mad if she sees me drinking without her permission,” he said.

“Quit being such a momma’s boy,” said Alina. Ben glared at her, but she stuck her tongue out at him, and he felt his annoyance melt into a good-natured grin.

They each took a wine glass and filled it almost to the brim. Ben sipped at the wine, watching as Alina downed hers in almost a single gulp.

“Come on,” she said. “It’s a party.”

Ben shrugged and followed suit. Someone in the living room had turned up the music and put on the catchy pop song of the week, and a few of the more inebriated women were singing along with it.

The women cheered as the two of them came back into the living room, but it wasn’t for them. One of the women was dancing provocatively, and doing a rather skillful job of it. It took Ben a couple of seconds to draw his eyes away from her curves, and the way her breasts bounced to the music. By the time he did, other people were dancing too, all around him.

Alina grabbed his hand and ducked under his arm, effectively twirling herself. Someone had the good sense to turn off the overhead light, leaving only the small lamp next to the couch and plunging the room into cozy shadows.

Ben took a step too far backward and accidently pitched into a group of three women dancing together. He was quick to ready an apology, but the women broke into outrageous laughter and pulled him into the center of them.

They began dancing against him, or more appropriately, grinding against him. Ben felt breasts of various sizes pushing against body. He moved with the women, dancing with them as they bobbed from side to side. Hands ran across his chest and crotch and he heard one of the women make an appreciative noise.

“I didn’t realize Alexa’s son had grown up!” announced one of the women. All of them broke into loud, drunken giggles, and he felt a hand gripping softly around his cock, rubbing it through his pants.

Ben smiled and groped at one of the women’s breasts. It was impossible for anyone on the outside of their little group to see what was going on. The woman touching his cock grew bolder, sliding her hand down the front of his pants and making a purring noise as she felt the skin of his member.

“Ben?” Alexa’s voice came from the other side of the room. The women pulled away from him almost instantly, leaving him in his visibly aroused, hair ruffled state. Ben watched his mom walk over to him, her movements a little less coordinated than usual.

“Yeah, mom?” he said.

“Your sister has been drinking without asking me first!”

All around them, the other women continued dancing. The party itself surged on, indifferent to the minor crisis Alexa had found to occupy herself. Ben wanted to surge on with it, to throw himself back into the midst of the drunken book club and see what happened.

“That’s terrible, mom,” he said. “Here, dance with me.”

He took his mom by the hand and hip, slowly moving her to the music. Alexa looked for a moment as though she was going to pull away and continue her tirade, but slowly relented.

“You haven’t been drinking too, have you?” she asked.

“Of course not, mom.” Ben spun his mom halfway around and then pulled her back against him, looping his arms around her waist. “Let’s dance like this for a minute.”

Alexa squirmed for a moment, letting out a girlish, drunken giggle. She was still his mom, but she was also just like the other women. Having him hold her against him like this made her special, even if he was her son. Ben could tell that she was up for it as soon as they started to move.

The song changed. A fast pace rhythm came from the speakers. Ben rubbed his cock against his mom’s butt with blatantly sexual movements. The room was too dark for anyone to make out the details.

“Ooh!” said Alexa. “Honey!”

“There you go, mom,” Ben whispered, his lips against her ear. “That’s it. Just push out in time with the music.”

“Like this?” She arched her back, pushing her butt along Ben’s hard cock. His hands slid along the fabric of her dress, almost up to her breasts.

“That’s perfect,” whispered Ben.

Both of them were silent. The song continued playing, and their dancing intensified. Each movement was a little more sexual than the last. Ben felt the softness of his mom’s butt and bordered on the verge of blowing his load in his pants as she rubbed herself against him.

He was openly grabbing her breasts after a certain point. A shiver went through Alexa as he gently tweaked one of her nipples. The two of them were moving across the living room as well, headed for the door to the guest room. Ben led, but Alexa followed.

He slid his free hand down to her crotch, gently rubbing his finger across his mom’s pussy. She inhaled sharply, but didn’t stop him. After a few minutes, the two of them were doing a complicated dance of needs, Alexa grinding her butt against his cock and then leaning her cunt forward against his hand.

“Mom,” Ben whispered.

“Oh god…” she moaned. “Sweetie.”

They were two steps away from the guest room and whatever would happen inside of it when the song stopped, and no music came forth to replace it. Several of the women groaned. Alexa took a deep breath and pulled away from him, the spell broken.

“We can’t dance all night long,” said the woman nearest to the speakers. “Come on, I have something more interesting for us to do.”

Alexa met Ben’s eye for a moment. Whatever she’d been feeling during the dancing was gone, replaced with a balanced mix of motherly warmth and authority.

“You’re a very good dancer, honey,” she said. Ben nodded, and then followed her over to where the women were gathering with a smile plastered on his face.


CHAPTER 7

The woman who’d gathered them over pulled out something she’d apparently brought with her just for the occasion. She pulled out a small box with the words “Party Challenge” written across the front. Inside of it was a large deck of cards.

“The game is simple,” said the woman. “We all start out with three cards. I play three out in the middle, each of which has a dare on the front of it.”

“Uh, what?” Ms. Temple was the one who spoke up first. “We’re not in middle school anymore, Lisa.”

That got a laugh out of the women and out of Ben, who was beginning to feel the effects of the wine.

“Trust me, it’s fun,” she said. “The game is basically like Texas hold em, except with dares on the cards instead of numbers.”

“And how does one player beat out another?” asked Alexa.

“Simple,” said Lisa. “If you’ll do one of the dares that your opponent has at the end of the hand, you get a share of the pot.”

“That doesn’t sound that hard,” said Ben.

Lisa smiled mischievously at him.

“Clearly you’ve never played it before,” she said. “Some of the dares are, well, you’ll see.”

The party was down to less than half of its initial size, with many women leaving early to tend to children or loved ones waiting for them back home. They moved into the dining room, each of them taking a seat around the table.

Ben picked a spot with his mom on his left and Ms. Temple on his right. Alina was also playing, along with rulemaster Lisa and four other women. One of them went around with a bottle of wine, refilling their glasses. Alexa didn’t say anything when Ben was poured another.

“Alright,” said Lisa. “I’ll deal the cards.

She expertly whipped cards from person to person. Everyone ended up with two. The rest were set face down in the middle of the table, and used to draw the communal cards, which anyone could match for a pair.

The game instantly began to make sense when Ben read the words on each of his cards. One of them said “REMOVE AN ARTICLE OF CLOTHING”. The other said “GIVE A LAP DANCE”. He smiled, and then hesitated, remembering that his mom and sister were also around the table.

“So, keep in mind,” said Lisa, “You can only match one pair, and you want to make it the one that you think people would have the most resistance to, in order to get them to back down.”

They were playing with real money. It was mostly just dimes and quarters they exchanged dollars for out of the Murdock family piggy bank, but it still made things interesting. Ben tossed in a quarter in order to try his luck at the hand, and watched as each of the other women made their decisions.

His mother was blushing furiously. Ben could only guess at why, though he had a feeling that the cards she’d gotten were probably more salacious than his. He waited until each of the women had made their decision, and then Lisa flipped three cards face up for the flop.

The cards read “REMOVE AN ARTICLE OF CLOTHING”, “KISS ON THE LIPS”, and “SIT IN SOMEONE’S LAP FOR THE NEXT HAND”.

“Now what?” asked Ben. “Do we place our bets?”

“That’s up to you,” said Lisa. “At the end, whoever has a pair or three of a kind wins the pot, and gets to make everyone else that stayed in until the end do whatever their card says.”

“I don’t know about this,” said Ms. Temple. “Things could… get a little out of hand.”

Along with Ben’s mother, his former middle school teacher also looked a little embarrassed to be playing. He caught her eye for a second and smiled. She blushed and looked as though she was on the verge of breaking out into nervous giggles.

“You can always slow play things, and wait until you have a hand that’s a little more modest,” said Lisa. “Of course, that’s the boring way to play.”

Ben ended up betting fifty cents. Lisa called, along with Alexa and Ms. Temple. Two more cards were flipped over, neither of which were as exciting as the first three. The pot grew by a dollar more, per person, and nobody folded.

“Alright,” said Lisa. “Flip them over.”

Ben ended up with a pair of clothing removal cards, while Lisa had a pair of lap sitting cards. He raised an eyebrow at her.

“What happens now?” he asked.

“I split the pot with you, and we all remove a piece of clothing,” said Lisa, smiling. “And then Ms. Templeton sits on your lap, and Alexa sits on mine.”

“What?” Ben’s mom looked flustered. “I didn’t think anyone actually had any of these cards!”

“Well, then you thought wrong,” said Lisa.

Alexa rolled her eyes and stood up, blushing an even deeper shade of red as she slowly pulled off her sundress. Ben gawked at her, barely even noticing as Lisa slid his share of the pot across the table to him. His mom’s breasts pushed out against the confines of her bra, creating a mesmerizing amount of eye-catching cleavage.

“I guess I’m on your lap for the next round, Mr. Murdock.” Ms. Temple had taken off her blouse and stood next to him, hands on her hips, smiling demurely.

“I guess so,” said Ben. He slid his chair back and patted his lap. His old teacher slid her skirt out before gently lowering herself down, her soft butt squishing against Ben’s rapidly hardening erection.

“More wine, anyone?” asked Lisa. A resounding yes came from the entire room.


CHAPTER 8

“I’m not too heavy for you, am I Ben?” asked Ms. Temple.

Ben grinned and shifted her slightly on his lap, feeling her slide across his cock.

“Not at all,” he said. “You’re light as a feather.”

Ms. Temple laughed, her body bouncing slightly in Ben’s lap as she did. He gripped her waist and made a show of recentering her, his hard member practically burning a hole in his pants as it strained up.

“You have to take off an article of clothing, too.” Ms. Temple winked at him and then reached down to pull up his t-shirt. Ben held his arms up as she pulled it up and over his head.

The bare skin of his chest was suddenly in direct contact with Ms. Temple’s back. Ben let out a nervous chuckle. Ms. Temple shifted from side to side and then leaned back against him.

“Ooh,” she said. “This is a dangerous game we’re playing, Lisa.”

“It’s all just good fun,” said Lisa.

They were waiting for Alina to come back from the bathroom before starting the next round. Alexa had slipped into the kitchen to grab another bottle of wine.

Without actively thinking about what he was doing, Ben began to push up against his old teacher, pulling her down as he jabbed up with his cock. He could feel her reacting to the movements, but wasn’t sure if it was in a positive or a negative way.

“What do the other cards say?” asked Ms. Temple. She asked the question in a way that made it sound as though she was trying to keep the tension in the air from growing more sexual than it already was.

“You’ll find out, soon enough,” said Lisa. “Some of the dares are a little more intense than others.”

“Such as?”

“If I told you right now, with him on your lap…” Lisa winked at Ben. “I think he might end up getting a little too excited.”

Ben and Ms. Temple both laughed nervously.

“Oh my,” said Ms. Temple. Ben ran his hand up her stomach, groping the bottom of her breast while Lisa was looking toward the kitchen.

“I think it’s like Lisa said…” Ben’s other hand slipped up Ms. Temple’s skirt. She put her hand on top of his, but didn’t move it away. “It’s all just good fun.”

“Mr. Murdock, I might have to hold you after class if you can’t keep your hands to yourself.”

“I’ve always been one of the bad students, Ms. Temple,” said Ben.

Alexa and Alina came back into the room just as Ben was moving into position to kiss her neck. Alexa shot her son a disapproving look, but it was hard for him to take her seriously in bra and panties.

“Alright,” said Alexa. “Time for the next round.”

It was Alina’s turn to deal. Ben and Ms. Temple had to hold their cards carefully to keep each other from seeing, as did Alexa and Lisa. Ben’s cards said “HAND DOWN ANOTHER’S PANTS” and “OIL MASSAGE”.

He ended up folding early that round. His mom won, and everyone had to remove a second article of clothing. Ms. Temple hopped off his lap, and Ben was doubly disappointed to see that most of the women in their underwear, his mom included, were playing it safe by pulling off socks.

A few more rounds went by. Clothes continued to come off until everyone was in their underwear. After one particularly memorable round, Lisa slid her hand down Ben’s pants. He spent several seconds groping at her breasts and kissing her, while she jerked him off with soft, gentle movements, before Alexa cleared her throat loudly and announced that the dare had gone on for long enough.

Ben was painfully horny, and from looking around the table, he could see that some of the other women were as well. His mom and Alina were working hard to stay composed, but Ms. Temple was slowly licking her lips, and Lisa kept touching her own breasts.

“Alright,” said Alexa. “I think this should be the last round. It’s getting late.”

“Two more rounds,” said Lisa. “Otherwise, we won't know who won.”

Ben’s mom shrugged, and the cards were dealt. Ben’s were garbage after the flop, but he stayed in for the thrill, as did most of the women. The last card flipped over, and several pairs were revealed, including “REMOVE AN ARTICLE OF CLOTHING” and “DEEP KISS”.

“Ben.” Lisa made her way around the table and over to him before anyone else. She slowly undid the clasp of her bra and smiled provocatively as it fell away, revealing two nicely shaped breasts. Ben felt his cock aching inside his boxers, and he suddenly realized that they were all he had left to take off.

“I think we should stop here,” said his mom, frowning and looking at him.

“One more round,” said Lisa. “And everyone needs to finish taking off an article of clothing.”

Ben slowly reached down to his boxers. He still felt a little odd, taking them off in front of his mom and Alina, but, it was just for the game. He pulled the waistband out and slid them down, revealing his big, hard erection. All of the women were staring at him. His mom was staring at him.

Lisa pressed herself tight against him, giving Ben a deep, sensual kiss. Ben felt his naked cock poking into the bare flesh of her stomach. He felt her breasts against his chest. He wanted to fuck.

His mom cleared her throat loudly, and Lisa pulled back too soon. Ben turned to complain and almost fell over in surprise.

Alexa’s bra was off. She held an arm across her breasts, covering them to the best of her ability. The edge of one of her areola was still barely visible, and Ben stared unabashedly. He looked at Alina, who was doing the same thing and blushing just as much.

“Can we play the last hand, please?” asked Alexa.

Ben nodded.


CHAPTER 9

The cards were dealt. Ben ended up with “REMOVE AN ARTICLE OF CLOTHING”, which was almost redundant at the current stage of the game. His other card said “7 MINUTES IN HEAVEN”, and he was unsure of what exactly it entailed.

He picked up another 7th
 Heaven card on the flop, and then nothing on the next two cards. His mom and sister, to his shameful disappointment, folded almost immediately. Lisa and Ms. Temple both hung in the game.

Ms. Temple had been the only one who’d chosen to take off her panties instead of her bra. She’d quickly taken her seat again afterward, much to Ben’s disappointment, and was now smiling as though she’d outsmarted the game. Ben frowned a little, realizing that he’d always dreamed of seeing her breasts.

“Alright,” said Lisa. “That’s it. Let’s see what everyone’s got.”

The other two had nothing. Ben flipped over his cards individual, and Lisa made a startled sound when she saw the second one.

“No way,” she said. “That’s the rarest card in the game. There’s only two, and it’s almost impossible to get a pair with it.”

“Cool,” said Ben. “Does that mean that  I win?”

“Only if you’re willing to, well…” Lisa smiled. “Do what the card says.”

“Sure,” he said. “Are you going to explain what that is?”

Lisa glanced over at Alexa.

“Do you have a closet in your house?” she asked.

Alexa’s eyebrows went up as she realized what the other woman was implying.

“Yes, we do,” she said. “But… I think it would be best if we stopped at this point instead of going any further.”

“That’s up to the people with chips left on the table,” said Lisa.

“So… I pick one of you for seven minutes in the closet?” asked Ben. Lisa nodded.

“My husband would kill me,” she said. “Unfortunately, I have to fold.”

Ben shrugged and started to reach for the chips. Ms. Temple put his hand on top of his.

“Hold on,” she said. “If I do it, and we split the chips, then I come out on top.”

The other women at the table looked surprised.

“A closet is a tiny space, Jaclyn,” said Alexa. “Maybe you should-“

“Nope!” Ms. Templeton stood up, holding one hand over her exposed pussy. “It’s decided.”

Ben couldn’t help but smile. He stood up and took Ms. Temple’s free hand.

“Alright,” he said. “Someone get a timer.”

The downstairs coat closet was barely big enough to hold anything. It was full of the family’s out of season coats, and as Ben and Ms. Temple walked inside, he felt the squeeze.

“Okay,” said Ms. Temple. “Uh, somebody close the door, please.”

Lisa moved forward to push it shut. As she did, Ms. Temple’s body was smooshed up against Ben. She was facing him, and he felt his cock poke in between her thighs, sliding along hot pussy lips.

“Ooh!” said Ms. Temple. “Start the timer, quick.”

“Ms. Temple,” said Ben. “You sound nervous.”

It was hard to hear what was going on outside, and Ben could only assume the same applied in reverse. Ms. Temple tried to wiggle backward in the dark, cramped space, but there wasn’t anywhere for her to wiggle to. The movement rubbed her against Ben, her legs squeezing against either side of his cock.

“Oh, Ben,” she said. “You really have grown up, haven’t you?”

“You keep saying that.” Ben whispered the ears against his neck. He reached around behind her and undid her bra. Ms. Temple didn’t stop him.

“This is dangerous,” she whispered.

“You’re not my teacher anymore,” said Ben.

He lifted her up by the legs, pushing her against the closed closet door. Ms. Temple wrapped her arms around his neck and let out the tiniest of squeals as Ben’s cock slid into her.

“Oh god,” she whispered. “This is so bad!”

Ben let her slide a few inches down. Her cunt fit his cock like a glove on a hand. He felt for her breasts, kissing the edge of one, and then licking her nipple. The closet was getting very, very hot.

“Hurry up!” hissed Ms. Temple. “We only have… seven minutes.”

Ben started thrusting. It was an odd angle for sex, but there were shelves along the back wall that Ms. Temple set her feet into, wedging herself into place. The door made noise each time he thrust forward, like a bed’s headboard banging against a wall. It didn’t stop them.

“Ben!” moaned Ms. Temple. “Oh my!”

Ben slammed her against the door, pounding her pussy with his cock. He kissed her neck, her lips, and her nipples. He felt incredible, almost like he’d just met one of his childhood heroes, or more accurately, fucked one of them.

Ms. Temple put her hands on his shoulders and joined in, lifting each time he lifted her and bouncing up and down. She moved her hips in a way that pulled her cunt back and forth on Ben’s cock.

Ben could hear voices outside the closet, noisily discussing what was going on inside. There was no discussion needed. They knew what was going on, even if they’d pretend like they didn’t. He slammed into Ms. Temple harder, as though he’d become the teacher, and it was his turn to teach her pussy a lesson.

“Oh, oh, hold on!” Ms. Temple put her hands on Ben’s chest. “Please… don’t cum inside me!”

“Ms. Temple!” Ben couldn’t stop himself. There literally wasn’t room for him to cum anywhere else.

“Ben!”

He groped at her breasts hard as his cock began to explode, blasting hot, sticky seed into her cunt. Despite her initial objection, Ms. Temple moaned and continued bucking her hips, running her hand through Ben’s hair affectionately.

No sooner had they caught their breaths did the door open. They fell out, still entangled in each other, and landed in a heap on the carpet, with all of the women staring at them.

“Jesus,” said Lisa. “I guess that’s why those cards are so rare…”

“Ben!” shouted Alexa. “That’s it! Party’s over!”

“Hold your horses, Alexa,” said Lisa. “Let’s all just have a few more glasses of wine, and talk this over…”


CHAPTER 10

Ben’s awoke with a terrible headache and a mild case vertigo the next morning. The sun was streaming in through his window, but he wanted nothing more than to sleep in. With a tremendous force of will, he pulled himself up and started getting dressed.

His memories from the night before were a patchy mess. He remembered getting back to the house, and vaguely remembered bits and pieces of the rest of the night. He remembered the game, and he remembered Ms. Temple, and the closet encounter.

Ben smiled as he pulled on a t-shirt and a pair of track pants. It had been a good night, though the last half of it was completely blank for him. He made his way downstairs, unsure of what he’d find waiting for him.

Alina and his mom were in the kitchen, both of them gingerly sipping on mugs of coffee around the counter. Alina was wearing a tiny nightgown, which rode up enough when she sat on the stool for Ben to see a flash of polka dotted panties underneath. His mother had on a red and black silk robe, the slit open enough in front for him to see a bodacious amount of cleavage.

“Morning,” said Ben.

“Good morning, honey,” said Alexa. Alina nodded to him.

“So…” he said, thinking about his words. “Last night was pretty crazy, huh?”

Alina blushed and looked away from him. Surprisingly, Ben’s mom just smiled, meeting his eye as she went to work pouring him a mug of coffee.

“Apparently,” said Alexa. “Though I only have Alina’s account to go by. I don’t remember very much.”

“Yeah, there was a lot of wine,” said Ben.

“I’ll talk to the rest of the book club today and make sure everyone made it home okay.” Alexa stood up on her tiptoes to pull sugar and creamer out of one of the upper cupboard. Ben felt his cock stir uncomfortably in his boxers.

“Yeah,” said Ben. “I guess I should probably call Ms. Temple and talk to her, too.”

Alina shot him an urgent look. His mom turned around and raised an eyebrow at him.

“Why, sweetie?” She looked clueless.

“Oh, uh, she… forgot one of her socks here,” said Ben. His mom looked skeptical but didn’t push it any further.

“Do you want milk, too?” she asked, leaning forward over his mug to add sugar. Her robe slipped open a little more, and Ben felt his eyes locking onto the exposed curves of her breasts. He could almost see far enough down to make out the shape of one of her perfect, pink nipples.

“Ben?” His mom straightened, fixing her robe.

“Oh, sure,” he said. “Yes.”

He took a seat on the counter and turned toward Alina, who looked as though she was still in recovery.

“Hey sis,” he said. “How you feeling?”

“Like a steamroller ran over me,” she said. “And then poured vodka on my flattened body.”

Ben chuckled.

“That’s rough,” he said.

“Yeah.”

“At least it’s Sunday, though,” said Ben. “No rehearsal today.”

Alina nodded.

“Do you want to…” She trailed off, shooting a glance at their mother and dropping the volume of her voice. “Review some lines, later?”

Ben met her eye, remembering how much fun it had been last time, along with the confusing emotions that’d come with it. He smiled slightly and nodded.

“Yeah,” he said. “We’ll wait until mom goes to the market, and then…”

He didn’t finish his sentence. A stab of shame hit him in the chest. It felt like the two of them were doing something wrong when he talked about it like that, and he couldn’t help but wonder if maybe they were. Before he could think about it any further, there was a knock at the door.

“I’ll get it,” said Ben. He stood up from the table and hurried to the front door, opening it without hesitation. Jessie stood on the other side

“You…” Ben took a step back, a feeling of dread pooling in his stomach. Jessie had been a friend of his from the play. Red hair and on the slightly plump side of voluptuous, she was still nice enough to look at. But she’d seen Ben and his mom at the wrong moment, and gotten the wrong idea. When the role of Juliette was up in the air, she’d threatened blackmail.

“Me,” said Jessie. “Come on, we’re going for a walk!”

“Jessie?” Alina had followed in Ben’s wake and stood, frowning at the other girl. Ben shrugged his shoulders and smiled nervously.

“I forgot,” he said. “I, uh, made plans with Jessie today.”

“Exactly right, Ben,” said Jessie. “Now let’s get moving. We wouldn’t want to end up being late, now would we?”

Ben nodded slowly.


CHAPTER 11

The two of them walked in silence for the first few minutes. Ben found it unnerving and fidget slightly as they went.

“I’m not mad at you, if that’s what you’re thinking,” said Jessie.

“Honestly, I don’t know what to think.”

Jessie led them around a street corner, and Ben frowned. He had no idea where they were going. She was leading them into a section of town without much of anything.

“This isn’t about the play, Ben,” she said. “I just wanted to hang out with you.”

“You could have called,” he said.

“Well, that wouldn’t have been any fun, now would it?”

Ben rolled his eyes at her. She had on jeans and a tank top, and the outfit looked surprisingly good at her. He was about to ask her a second time where they were going when they came to a stop at the edge of the street.

“Here we are,” said Jessie.

“What? Why are we here?”

Almost no sooner than Ben had spoken did a bus slowly roll to a stop in front of them. Jessie grabbed his hand and pulled him on. She paid for both of them, which Ben appreciated, given that he’d forgotten his wallet.

There were only a few people on the bus, and Jessie led him to the second to last seat. She had him slide in closest to the window and then sat down next to him.

“Alright,” said Ben. “Where are we going?”

The bus idled for a few seconds longer before pulling off the curb. Jessie waited until it was moving before smiling at Ben and answering him.

“For a bus ride, Ben,” she said.

“I get that, but where…” Ben trailed off as Jessie reached her hand over and set it directly on top of his crotch.

“Remember what I said about how I enjoy, um, doing things, you know, in public?” She blushed and grinned wickedly.

Ben looked over the top of their seat and around at the other passengers. An attractive blonde woman who, from her clothing, looked to have no business riding bus, was the only person near enough to potentially see them.

“Jessie…” he said. “I don’t know about this.”

She pulled the waistband of his track pants down before he could object any further, and slipped his cock out through the hole of his boxers. Despite his reservations, he was already a little hard.

“It’s thrilling, isn’t it?” She grinned at him, and then leaned over and gave the head of his cock a lick.

Ben suddenly felt as though everyone on the bus was looking at him, including the bus driver, through his rear view mirror. They weren’t, of course, but he couldn’t shake the sensation. He was exposed and vulnerable, and almost unbelievably turned on.

“Do you want me to keep going?” whispered Jessie.

Ben nodded and watched as she began to place hot, wet kisses all over the shaft of his cock. She used her tongue to push it around a little bit, as though testing to see how hard it was.

“Hurry up,” whispered Ben. “Just… do it already.”

Jessie giggled, and positioned her lips at the tip. She slowly let them slide forward over his cock and Ben inhaled sharply. The blonde haired woman in front of them was staring at her phone, but suddenly glanced back over her shoulder.

She met Ben’s gaze directly. He had no idea whether or not she could see around the corner of the seat, if she could see where Jessie’s head was, and what her mouth was busy doing, but it felt like she could. The blonde woman glanced away, and then slowly licked her lips.

“Oh god…” whispered Ben. He felt sexually realized in a way that had never occurred to him before. He leaned his head back, running his hand through Jessie’s hair and encouraging her to bob faster, and faster.

The bus slowed to a stop. The doors opened, and a medium sized group of people began getting on. Ben tapped on the back of Jessie’s head nervously, but she either didn’t get the message or didn’t care.

A group of college students got on, followed by a nurse in hospital scrubs, a pregnant woman, and three habit wearing nuns. There weren’t enough seats up front. Some of them would have to sit down near Ben and Jessie.

“Jessie!” Ben hissed. She didn’t stop. The pregnant woman and the college students sat behind the blonde woman. The nurse walked down the aisle until she was standing almost next to them. She looked at Ben, meeting his eye before looking down at Jessie. She saw exactly what was happening, and then smiled.

The nurse’s eyes and expression were almost a sexual thing for Ben. Jessie was sucking his cock and being loud and bold about it, and the nurse was smiling at him, as though offering join in if she could. She sat down in the seat directly in front of them.

And then came the nuns. The only seats left were across from Ben and Jessie and behind them, and that was where the nuns sat. Their gazes all locked onto Ben immediately, and they began whispering to each other.

One of them was younger than the others, maybe in her mid thirties, and sat in the seat directly across the aisle by herself. All Ben could see of her through the conservative outfit was her face, but it was rather attractive. She watched Jessie sucking his cock, her mouth slightly agape, and one of her hands slowly drifted in between her legs.

“Oh god, Jessie!” Ben whispered. She was making amazing movements with her tongue and lips, in front of the nuns and the nurse. She was a performer, in her element. She sucked on the tip of Ben’s cock while stroking the shaft with his hand. He couldn’t take it.

Ben let out a gasp as his cock began to erupt. The first blast of cum struck Jessie full in her face, but she managed to get her mouth over it for the rest. The younger nun arched her back up slightly and began to shiver. Ben closed his eyes, feeling an immense wave of shame and regret rush over him as he realized what he’d just done.

The bus came to another stop. There was a female police officer waiting just outside the bus’s doors. She climbed on the bus, whispered to the bus driver, and then pointed to Ben.


CHAPTER 12

“Get in the back.”

The police officer had Ben by the shoulder, and forcefully led him over to her squad car. Ben wanted to shut his eyes and disappear, and felt more ashamed than he ever had in my life.

“This is a mistake,” said Jessie. “We were just-“

“I know exactly what the two of you are doing,” said the police officer. “Don’t lie to me.”

Jessie didn’t say anything. The police officer opened the back door of her car and pushed Ben’s head under the roof.

“Run on home,” she said, looking at Jessie.

“What?” said Ben. “Why does she-“

“Don’t say another goddam word,” said the police officer. “Do you understand me?”

Ben nodded. Jessie stood looking at the officer for another second, and then slowly turned and walked away, moving as though she expected the woman to change her mind at any moment.

The female officer watched her go. She was actually rather attractive. She was short, with black hair, a nice butt, and breasts that strained against the buttons of her uniform.

“My name is Officer Jasper,” said the woman. “You’re Alexa’s son, right?”

Ben sighed and nodded slowly.

“Yeah,” he said. “Ben.”

“I thought so.” She smiled at him, looking disappointed in him. “I’m not going to charge you with anything, Ben. But I am going to bring you home, and we’re going to have a chat with your mother.”

Ben cringed. It was better than the worst possible outcome, but not by much. Officer Jasper started up her car and pulled onto the street.

“What the hell were you thinking, anyway?” she asked.

“It wasn’t really my idea,” said Ben. “And the bus was emptier when we, uh, started.”

“The nun that called me sounded like she was about to have an aneurysm.” Officer Jasper caught Ben’s eye in the rear view mirror and smiled. “I’ll admit, there was a little bit of humor in it, but this is serious, Ben.”

“I know,” he said. “It was really stupid. I know.”

She didn’t reprimand him any further, and she didn’t have to. It only took a couple of minutes for them to arrive back at Ben’s house. Officer Jasper parked in the driveway, behind Alexa’s car, and then got out. The backseat doors didn’t open from the inside, so Ben had to wait for her to allow him to exit.

They walked up to the front door, and Officer Jasper knocked softly. Ben stared at the ground, only looking up when he heard the door open. His mom was standing there, still wearing her morning robe, with a dumbfounded expression on her face.

“Hey, Alexa,” said Officer Jasper.

“Katrina,” said Ben’s mom. “What… did he do?”

“We should talk about this inside.”

Alina didn’t appear to be home. Ben sat on the couch with his mom next to him, and Officer Katrina Jasper took a seat across from them.

“I got a report of two teenagers fooling around on the bus,” she said. “Your son was one of them.”

Alexa made a noise and looked from Ben, to the officer, back to Ben.

“I can’t believe it,” she said. “What were they doing?”

“The details aren’t important,” said Katrina. “I think it’s best if you-“

“Benjamin Murdock!” snapped Alexa. “What were you doing on that bus?”

“Mom, can we talk about this after?”

Alexa grabbed his shoulder and turned him so that he was facing her more directly. Ben was bigger than her, and the movement caused his mom’s robe to open slightly, revealing the pale flesh of the outer edge of her breasts.

“Tell me exactly what you were doing,” she said.

“Look, Alexa, I hate to butt in, but the reason I brought him home instead of arresting him was to talk about solutions, not the problem.” Katrina folded her arms and frowned. “I think he needs guidance, more than punishment.”

Alexa nodded, though Ben could still see fury burning behind her expression.

“Of course,” she said. “What did you have in mind, Katrina? Community service? Maybe some kind of sexual, scared straight program?”

Katrina chuckled.

“Not quite,” she said. “I have to pick an at-risk youth to bring with me on a couple of ridealongs over the next few weeks. I think Ben would fit the bill nicely.”

Alexa nodded. Ben opened his mouth to speak up, and then caught himself, figuring that it would be safer to stay quiet.

“I’m sure Ben would be more than willing,” said Alexa. “Right, Ben?”

“Of course,” he said, dryly.

Katrina smiled and stood up.

“Alright then,” she said. “I should be going. Stay out of trouble, Ben. And please, Alexa, go easy on him. He’s a teenage boy. All of them think with their junk.”

Alexa shot a glare at the police officer and said nothing. Katrina waved to them one last time and then disappeared out the front door.


CHAPTER 13

“What the hell were you thinking?”

Ben was sitting on his bed. Alexa had dragged him up to his room immediately after Katrina had left. She had a stern, borderline hostile expression on her face, and both of her arms were folded across her chest.

“I wasn’t thinking,” he said. “I’m sorry, mom.”

Alexa blinked, as though a little surprised by his reaction. With a visible show of will, she forced herself to relax and took a seat next to her son on the bed.

“Were you the one who started it? On the bus?”

Ben shook his head.

“No,” he said.

“But you went along with it?”

Ben nodded.

“I did,” he said. “I could have stopped her if I’d tried harder, but…”

He trailed off, remembering the moment and feeling foolish. His mom took a deep breath and then reached her soft hand over, resting it delicately on his thigh.

“Talk to me, Ben,” she said. “Tell me what was going through your head.”

“Mom…” Ben shrugged dismissively.

“Just start from when the two of you sat down on the bus,” she said.

“…Fine. Jessie immediately started touching me. I let her because, well, I don’t know. And then she pulled down my pants, and everything just snowballed from there.”

His mother was silent for several seconds. He found it a little amusing that she was still wearing her robe. It looked incredible on her, but the way it opened to expose cleavage and bare thigh made it almost scandalous to have on so late into the day.

“Was it because we’ve stopped your intimacy therapy?” asked Alexa.

Ben blinked at her. He didn’t know how to answer that question.

“Maybe,” he finally said. Alexa nodded slowly.

“Lock your door, sweetie,” she whispered.

Ben stood up and all but ran to his door, turning the lock with clumsy movements. He already had the better part of an erection by the time he got back to his bed. His mom didn’t meet his eyes.

“I’m going to schedule you another appointment with Dr. Kim,” she said. “We’ll all work through this together.”

“I think that’s a good idea,” said Ben.

“But, until then…” She put her hand on her thigh and slowly rubbed it up, toward his crotch. “I’ll have to take care of you.”

Her gaze finally met Ben’s. There was enough in it to leave him confused for days. He saw love. He saw protectiveness, worry, and conflict. He saw determination, and he saw a hint of something else, something more exciting and provocative.

Ben pulled down his track pants, revealing his boxers and the bulge they contained. His mom’s eyes locked onto it with hot intensity. She wasn’t paying attention to her robe, and it had slid open far enough for him to see the edge of her bra.

“Ben,” she said. “Are you okay with this?”

“I love you, mom,” he said. “And this is something I need. That makes it okay.”

He pulled off his boxers, and watched his mom’s eyes widen as she saw his hard, naked cock. She took a deep breath and then reached out her hand, wrapping perfectly manicured fingers around her son’s erection. She smiled slightly and let out a single girlish giggle.

“You’re really hard today,” she said.

“I’m always hard when it’s with you, mom.” Ben immediately regretted the words after they’d left his mouth. Shame stabbed into his chest. His mom, oddly enough, looked flattered.

“That’s so sweet.” She smiled more broadly and began to stroke her hand up and down. Ben stretched out on the bed, staring up at his mom’s pretty face as she hovered over his cock, running her fingers across it.

“Does this feel good?” she asked.

“Of course it does, mom.”

“But I mean…” Alexa brought her face in close to his cock, letting her hot breath tickle the sensitive head. “Would you like me to make it feel even better?”

Ben nodded slowly, and then watched in disbelief as his mother extended her tongue and slowly began to lick. He let out a loud groan of pleasure, too amazed by how good it felt to contain himself. She was licking his cock. His gorgeous mother, still wearing her morning robe, was using her tongue to pleasure him.

“Oh god, mom!” Without thinking, Ben reached up, grabbing his mom by the back of her head and sliding her lips over his shaft. He moaned. It felt incredible. He had has cock inside his mother’s mouth. It was so wrong, but it felt so good.

Alexa pulled back and let out a cough. She glared at Ben, though the expression looked put on.

“Hey,” she said. “Not cool.”

“Sorry, mom,” said Ben. “I guess I just got a little overexcited.”

Alexa returned to stroking him off, aided by her own wet, slippery saliva. Her robe was hanging completely open now. Ben stared at her breasts, contained only by a bra that looked to be a little too small. Her thumb ran over the head of his cock and he leaned his head back in ecstasy.

“We can’t throw all the rules out the window, honey,” said Alexa. “I’m still your mother. You’re still my son. I can only… go so far.”

She said the last three words carefully, as though she wasn’t entirely sure of what they meant, and how far they applied. Ben reached his hand out and rested it on her thigh, slowly rubbing back and forth.

“Dr. Kim said that there were levels to the therapy, mom,” said Ben. Alexa nodded.

“Yes,” she said. “But even basic sexual contact between a mother and her son is, well, it’s not right.”

She blushed, and it was one of the hottest expressions Ben had ever seen on her face.

“It’s what Dr. Kim told us to do,” said Ben. He shifted up into a sitting position. His mom was on her knees, in between his open legs, only inches away from him.

“I guess that’s true,” she said.

“There’s nothing wrong with it,” said Ben. “It only feels that way, because-“

“Because I’m your mom, Ben.”

He leaned in closer, feeling her hands stroking him off faster. He kissed his mom on the cheek. Alexa leaned back onto the bed, still stroking him off. Ben straddled her for a moment, and then slid up until his cock was almost poking her in the chin.

He didn’t have to do anything more than that. Alexa leaned her head up and gave his cock a hot, wet kiss, followed by another, and another, and then she was sucking on it. Ben caressed her cheek with one hand and tried to control himself as her lips worked his shaft with gentle, loving ease.

“Jesus, mom,” he whispered. “Oh my god.”

It felt like nothing he’d experienced before. His mom’s mouth was unreal, far beyond the pleasure he’d gotten out of anything sexual before. His mind flashed with ideas. He wanted her. He wanted her to suck him off every day. He wanted them to take it even further.

Alexa ran a hand across his stomach as she sucked. She was still blushing, and alternated between meeting Ben’s eyes and closing her own. She looked serene and motherly, and yet somehow lewd and whorish. She was his mother. She was sucking his cock.

“Mom!” Ben tapped frantically on the back of her head, trying to warn her of what was to come. She kept sucking, and as he began to blow, she swallowed the first blast of his cum in its entirety.

A bit of the second and third strings dribbled down her chin, and she pulled back for air, smiling at him. Ben collapsed back on his bed, fatigued by the intensity of the pleasure, of the love that he felt for her. Alexa smiled at him.

“Here.” She grabbed a sheet and pulled it over his body. “Why don’t you take a nap, sweetie? I’ll call you down when it’s time for lunch.

“Mom…” Ben smiled shaking his head faintly. “Thank you.”

“It’s nothing, sweetie.” She rubbed his knee and grinned at him. “But you need to stay out of trouble! Understood?”

Ben nodded and watched as she fixed her robe and left the room. He couldn’t wait for his next session.
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CHAPTER 1

Ben staggered back. James took a quick step forward, setting his hands onto his shoulders and pushing him roughly. He spun around, falling to one knee and fumbling for the gun he’d dropped in their initial clash. James charged forward and Ben rushed into motion, hurrying to level the barrel at him.

“Cut!” shouted Luciana. “Cut, cut, cut.”

Ben sighed and did what he could to hide his frustration. It was the fourth time in a row that they’d run through the fight scene between Romeo and the brothel’s bouncer, played by James. He was getting tired and knew that he would need his energy on that night, of all nights.

“We only have a couple of hours,” said Luciana. “No… scratch that. We have less than two hours before the grand opening. The two of you need to put some passion into this scene!”

“Isn’t that what we’ve been doing?” asked Ben. He frowned at the tanned, attractive woman, his eyes tracing a path along her figure.

Luciana was wearing a low cut red dress, tight in all the places that counted. It showed off an ample amount of cleavage and made her butt look like something fit to be worshiped. She hadn’t put her makeup on yet for the opening introduction she’d be giving to the audience before their performance, but with her body on full display, it hardly mattered.

“I need to see energy, real energy!” shouted Lucina. “Your emotions should be wild, even as actors! Throw punches at each other! Snarl and shout!”

“Luciana, we don’t have time for this,” said Ben. “It’s opening night, and we still have-“

“Other scenes to rehearse,” said Luciana. “Of course. Which is why we need to move through this quickly.”

Ben opened his mouth to object, but Luciana moved across the stage over to him. She didn’t stop until her body was pressed against his, a coy smile on her lips, jet black hair falling across either shoulder and framing her face.

“Please, Ben,” she whispered. “We need to do this final rehearsal and get it right. I know how… hard you’ve been working.”

Ben sighed as he felt Luciana’s hand run across his chest. She’d been acting weird all night, more flirtatious and touchy-feely than normal. He was pretty sure that she was on some kind of drug.

“Luciana,” he said. “I guess… We could give it another try.”

“Good,” whispered Luciana, her lips brushing against his ear. She hurried off to the side of the stage, and Ben turned to face James.

James. He was a fellow actor and teenager, and Mika’s boyfriend. The same Mika who had, earlier in the week, given Ben a blowjob in exchange for putting in a good word with Luciana.

Mika had got what she wanted in the end, or at least close to it. Luciana had allowed her back into the play as one of Juliette’s friends. James, on the other hand, had been suspicious, and rightly so. That suspicion became rage when they were acting across from each other, and that was what Ben saw staring back at him as he looked at the other boy.

James snarled his line, the words practically lost in anger. He rushed forward at Ben, doing a damn good job of channeling the passion Luciana had requested. Ben managed to fumble up his arms in time to block an overhead strike as the other boy’s fingers, carefully laced together, crashed down, aimed at his head.

Ben took a step back and countered by hurling his shoulder into James’ chest. He felt the boy’s fists hit against his back, and it hurt. Ben slammed his knee up, catching James in the stomach. He fell back a pace and frowned, realizing that the acting had crossed the line into reality.

“You bastard!” spat James. He rushed forward, leaping onto Ben and wrestling him to the ground. Ben squirmed as one of James’ arms tried to snake its way around the throat. He flailed wildly to the side and felt his fingers brush over the nearby gun on the ground.

He picked it up, aimed it at James, and fired. The theater’s sound technician was incredible, and made the noise of the bullet at exactly the right time. James snapped back, clutching his chest. He muttered his last line and closed his eyes.

“Perfect!” yelled Luciana. “Perfect, perfect, perfect.”

She jumped up and down from where she stood in the wing, her breasts bouncing in tantalizing glory. She was definitely on some kind of drug, Ben decided.

“Now,” said Luciana. “We have to keep moving. Juliette?”

From backstage walked out Juliette, or as she was known in real life, Alina, Ben’s stepsister. She was in full costume, and she was playing a high-class whore. Alina’s chestnut brown hair fell across her shoulders, highlighting the dip in her expensive silver evening gown that exposed the curve of her breasts. It was even more revealing than Luciana’s, and a strange part of Ben flushed with jealousy at the idea of Alina wearing it in front of a crowd of people.

“Are we… going to rehearse the scene after this?” asked Alina. Her hazel green eyes flicked from Luciana to Ben. She smiled, revealing the cute dimples on either side of her mouth.

Ben, even as her brother, couldn’t deny that she looked good. The gown fit her as though it had been sewn to her measurements specifically. Her butt pushed out in back, and her breasts were pulled up in front. It fit the part she was to play in the production to the point of perfection, and made Ben heat up when he looked at her.

“No,” said Luciana. “There is only one scene the two of you need to rehearse, and you know which one it is.”

Alina nodded slowly, her face going a little red. Luciana had been hampering them to practice the final love scene, the consummation scene, for days. The two of them had worked on it at home and at rehearsal, but Luciana had never been satisfied with their efforts.

It wasn’t that they weren’t willing to kiss each other, or even touch each other. It was that Luciana wanted more from them. Ben could tell how hard it was for Alina to balance her role as an older sister against her dedication to the play. And so he made sure that he was never the one to push it further, to cross over the line. And their performance had suffered a little because of it.

“You’ll do it as many times as it takes for me to believe that the two of you are really having sex,” said Luciana, bluntly.


CHAPTER 2

“Ready?”

Alina blinked her eyes at Ben and flashed him a half smile. Luciana had ordered the rest of the cast to set the scene for the first time Romeo and Juliette meet, and a medium sized bed sat on one side of the stage. Music came from the other, very quiet, to set the ambiance of the brothel.

“I’m ready,” said Ben, with a nod. He looked over at Luciana, who made an impatient hand gesture at him, and then he immediately fell into acting.

“Do you treat all of your clients this way?” asked Ben, his question directed at Juliette, at Alina.

He watched her step in closer to him, leaning her face forward, and letting her lips graze across his neck. Waves of excitement flooded over him. She was his sister, true, but between the mental acrobatics of juggling his lines with his outward mannerisms, it was hard to keep that in mind.

“You are my first,” said Alina. She spoke the words with the grace and skill of a practiced theater actor, making them sound like they were meant just for Ben while simultaneously projecting her voice outward toward the crowd.

Ben took his cue in stride, leaning forward and pulling her against him and into a kiss. Her lips pressed against his, hot and soft. He felt a shiver of hot, confusing desire flood through him as his crotch made contact with her body.

“Keep going!” shouted Luciana. “Make me feel the passion!”

Ben pressed forward, kissing Alina continuously as they moved toward the bed. He breathed through his nose. He did math in his head and thought about his grandfather shirtless. He did everything in his power to keep himself from getting an erection, and still failed miserably, his hard on pushing into Alina’s stomach like a tower of shame.

He could feel her reacting to it, squirming slightly while struggling to stay in character. It was something that Ben and Alina had dealt with before and learned to tactfully ignore during rehearsal. During an actual performance, the stakes were different.

They couldn’t stop and adjust if things got too heated. There was no real way for Alina to show her feelings, to show her discomfort, if things got out of control. And the crowd was there, watching, waiting, judging their acting abilities. Regardless of what happened, the show would go on.

Ben collapsed onto the bed, Alina landing underneath him. She pulled the blankets back and slipped under them, shooting him a curious smile. Ben followed and felt relief wash over him. They were safe, under the blankets. It stopped mattering so much. They could take it easy and carefully act the rest out.

“More!” screamed Luciana. “I need more feeling! More emotion!”

Ben hesitated, and then leaned forward, giving Alina a passionate kiss. He could hear Luciana yelling in the background. Alina reacted to it, snaking her tongue out into her brother’s mouth. Ben kissed her back, slowly grinding his erection against her, feeling himself fall into the moment.

“Cut!” Luciana all but stomped up on stage, looking as though she was a few frustrated minutes away from committing assault against her cast. “What the fuck was that?”

Ben frowned and shook his head.

“We’re doing what you said,” he said. “It’s going to look fine to the crowd. We’re-“

“You’re acting like shy middle schoolers!” screamed Luciana. “I need to see more than that! I need acting that makes my blood boil!”

“Luciana…” Alina frowned. “You’re the one who picked us for these roles. We can only go so far.”

Luciana walked over to Alina, standing over where she still sat on the bed and locking eyes with her.

“I want you to go further,” said Luciana. Alina blushed.

“He’s my brother,” she whispered. “It’s not like I can just…”

She let the thought drop, unwilling or unable to carry the last words to fruition.

“I need to feel like the two of you are actual fucking,” said Luciana. “And I expect you to do whatever it takes to make that happen. Do you understand me? Whatever… it takes.”

She spoke through clenched teeth, but after a moment and several deep breaths, she seemed to calm down a bit.

“Look,” continued Luciana. “I’ll have one of the grips make sure the blanket is pulled back when the two of you fall onto the bed. That way, you can use it to cover yourselves immediately.”

“How does that change anything?” asked Ben.

“The party scene is still continuing in the background,” said Luciana. “I want the two of you to strip each other’s clothes off and toss them out. Give the crowd something worth their time.”

Ben stared at her in surprise. He turned to look at Alina, who look confused and a little uncomfortable.

“Uh…” said Alina. “I don’t think we should.”

“You will,” said Luciana. “I’m not giving you a choice. Let’s run it once more in the time we have left.”

“Luciana,” Ben protested.

“Take your puritan shame and throw it out the window!” shouted Luciana. “This is theater! Loosen up!”

The director waved her hand toward them in an almost violent gesture. Ben shrugged and turned toward Alina.

“We’ll be careful,” he said. “It shouldn’t be too weird, right?”

Alina met his gaze and ran her fingers through her hair, her face conflicted and beautiful.


CHAPTER 3

“You are my first,” said Alina, her tone innocent, almost naive. Ben pushed forward against her, kissing her deeply and hopefully giving Luciana the scene she wanted.

The two of them fell onto the bed, The sheets had been pulled open, and Ben immediately moved to start covering the two of them. He could see Luciana standing in front of the rows of audience chairs in front of them, watching with a frown on her face.

“We aren’t moving on until all of your clothes, including your underwear, are lying on the stage,” shouted Luciana. A murmur of awkward laughter spread through the rest of the cast, unsure as to whether or not the woman was joking.

Ben  scowled and looked down at his sister. Alina was already wiggling out of her gown underneath him, slipping the arms off and pulling it down. Ben hesitated for a moment, but Alina shot him a disapproving glare, and he started carefully doing the same with his own shirt.

“We’ll be careful,” he whispered. “It won’t be this weird during the actual play.”

“With hundreds of people from our community watching us?” asked Alina. “Hundreds of people that recognize us and our family? It will be even weirder, Ben.”

Ben cringed. Alina had her dress off, and she slipped it off the side of her bed and set her hands on Ben’s jeans. In their modern version of Romeo and Juliette, Romeo was a bit of a hipster, and it took him a couple of seconds to get the tight fabric off his legs.

Alina moved underneath him, and Ben almost let their blanket covering slip out of surprised. She was almost naked. She was his sister, and she was almost naked, underneath him. The reality of the situation began to dawn on him in a different way.

“Underwear!” said Luciana. “Throw it out onto the stage! I won’t settle for anything less.”

This time, the rest of the cast was dead silent at her remark. Luciana, for all of her acting and directing experience, sounded more like a leering strip club patron than a practiced professional. Ben leaned forward to confer with Alina, but as he came in close, she finished unhooking her bra and pulled it forward, off her chest.

“Your boxers,” whispered his sister.

Ben stared at her breasts. It was too dark under the blanket to see much detail, but even the outline of them carried an intensity, as though the bra had held back heat and sexuality along with holding them in place.

“Ben!” snapped Alina. Ben shook his head and absent mindedly began pulling his boxers down his legs, only then realizing where things were headed.

He’d have to use every ounce of his self-control to keep from getting a full blown erection under the blankets. Already, he was halfway there, the idea of his naked sister in the bed with him working him up into a confusing state of shameful lust.

He pushed his boxers to the side, feeling Alina hesitate for a split second before starting to slip out of her panties. Ben felt a brief flash of anger at Luciana for making them go to such insane lengths, but forced it back down. It was opening night, and this was their last chance to rehearse one of the most important scenes in the play.

“Good!” shouted Luciana, seeing Alina’s panties slip to the side of the bed. “Now, make with the lovemaking!”

Ben met Alina’s eye and flashed her a nervous smile. Her expression was blank, verging on grim. She nodded her head curtly and then leaned in close to whisper in his ear.

“Just pretend,” she said. “We’ll be careful. Both of us.”

“Uh… right,” said Ben.

He lowered himself down on top of her. Only their heads were visible outside of the blanket’s cover, and he made an effort to keep an inch or so of space between the rest of their bodies, namely, his hardening cock and the crease of her thighs.

“I need to hear the bed shaking!” shouted Luciana. “Give me more!”

Ben frowned and looked down at Alina apologetically. She leaned up and kissed him once, and then again more deeply, following it up with a kiss on the neck and then earlobe.

“Just… pretend,” she whispered.

“I’ll try,” he said. Ben shifted forward, trying to position himself so that his burgeoning erection lay flat against her stomach.

The tip of his cock pushed against something hot and wet and glorious, and Alina let out a shudder and dig her fingernails lightly into his shoulder. Ben pulled back immediately and shifted again. Alina rolled her legs up slightly, changing the angle of her legs. This time when Ben moved forward, he felt her grip her thighs around his cock, holding it in a safe, albeit close to dangerous position.

“Just pretend,” Alina repeated, her voice quivering with emotion. “Just pretend like you’re… doing me.”

Ben leaned forward and gave her a deep kiss, pushing his hips downward. His sister’s thighs tightened, squeezing his tool and sending a pulse of sickeningly guilty pleasure through him. He could still feel the heat and wetness of her cunt against his shaft, right there, within striking distance.

“Yes!’ called Luciana. “Good!”

Ben let his hips fall into an easy rhythm, pumping his cock between Alina’s thighs. His older sister’s breathing was hard and slightly labored, and every few seconds, she let out a tiny whimper. Ben kissed her lips and neck, and his hands automatically wandered up to her breasts, her naked breasts. They felt amazing under his palms, compelling works of sexual art, soft, pale globes dotted with puffy pink nipples.

“Ohh…” whispered Alina. “Ben!”

She tensed up as his fingers ran across her nipples, arching her hips slightly and tightening the hold of her thighs on Ben’s cock. Ben reached down with one hand and took her by the waist, levering her body up into him. It felt a lot like sex, close enough to it that he was tempted to push it further, and see how much of a difference in pleasure there really was.

The blanket had slid back a couple of inches without them realizing it. For three, maybe four seconds, Alina’s breasts were on full display to the rest of the cast, glistening with sweat and bouncing as Ben dry fucked her.

She let out a startled squeal and reached down to the hem of the cloth, pulling it back over her. Alina’s face began turning bright red, and she pushed Ben back slightly, as if only then realizing the level of lewdness of what they were doing, even covered as they were.

Alina met his eye, pleading with Ben silently even as he reached the point where he couldn’t have stopped if he wanted to. She’d used the same look on him back when they were kids, on Saturday mornings when they’d fight over the TV remote, when she needed a favor from him, or an excuse for their mom during high school.

“Ben…” she whispered. “This is… wrong.”

Ben leaned forward, kissing her deeply as though trying to carry his response through the touch of their lips. Alina’s body shifted up, responding to his automatically. He pulled back a little too far on a thrust into Alina’s thighs, and when he pushed forward again, he felt his cock slide into something hot, wet, and far tighter than he would have expected.

Alina let out a silent gasp and stared at him, wide-eyed. Ben blinked, knowing his own expression must have been just as shocked. He pulled his cock back slightly and Alina immediately twisted, tightening her legs in defense and cutting off any access he could have had.

Ben frowned in automatic reaction, but only for a second. Alina reached down with her hand and took his cock into a soft grip. She ran her finger over the head of it gently and glared at Ben, a lot designed to arouse and reprimand at the same time. He felt his mouth slack open as his sister slowly began to pump, biting her bottom lip and watching him with an expression full of confusing, complicated emotions.

“Alina…” Ben whispered. He kissed her again, pushing his lips against hers.

“Finish!” shouted Luciana. “Show me the finish!”

Ben shifted, and Alina let him slide his cock back between her thighs, where it had been originally. It only took him a half second to get up to speed, fucking his sister’s tight, pleasurable thighs, feeling pleasure and guilt flood over him in intoxicating pulses.

Alina buried her face against the nape of his neck as Ben reached the heated height of his assault. He groped at her breasts and kissed her shoulder, a sickening realization dawning on him as he felt pleasure building in his crotch. If he kept going, he was going to blow his load.

“More!” shouted Luciana. “Just a few more seconds!”

Alina looked at him, apparently thinking the same thing that he was. She brought her hand up to his cheek, gently caressing it in an attempt to calm him down with sisterly love. Ben pounded into her thighs and grimaced, feeling ashamed. He needed to cum, and the gentle way she was trying to bring him back from the brink was only serving to do the opposite.

“Alina!” Ben shouted. He tried to pull back, save himself from crossing over the line at the least second. He managed to get his cock free of his sister’s thighs in time, but the pleasure continued for a moment longer on its own momentum, and it was just too much.

He exploded, blasting out a sticky, white hot load of cum onto Alina’s naked stomach and chest. She glared at him, her expression stiff and unreadable. Ben fell forward, his body mushing up against hers and the mess he’d made. Alina buried her face in his neck again, and Ben felt wet tears there, rubbing on his skin.

“Perfect!” shouted Luciana. “Just, uh, shout Juliette’s name instead of your sister’s, next time.”

The rest of the cast members burst out into laughter. Ben reached down next to the bed and had just finished pulling on his boxers when Alina wrapped herself in the blanket and disappeared backstage, her steps hurried and heavy.


CHAPTER 4

Ben got dressed in awkward silence. He could feel the eyes of most of the cast members on him, but frankly, he didn’t care. His thoughts were of Alina, and of the look she’d given him at the end.

“Alright,” said Luciana. “I’m not a fan of giving long speeches on opening night. All of you already have enough on your minds without me adding to it. Just give it your all tonight, and roll with whatever happens. Remember why you’re here.”

She waved a hand, dismissing all of them to backstage or wherever they needed to be in the time before the performance. Ben pulled on his shirt and frowned as he watched Luciana make her way over to him. Her movements were energetic, almost agitated, and again, Ben felt as though he was watching someone hyped up on a drug, or at least adrenaline.

“Ben,” said Luciana, smiling. “You did good. You did very good, in that last scene.”

She licked her lips and took a step closer to him, and then another.

“Make sure your sister is ready for that to happen again in the actual performance,” she whispered.

Ben shook his head.

“Luciana, I’m sorry, but I think that was going too far,” he said. “It feels… too risky, to do that in front of an audience.”

Luciana glanced around her, leaning slightly toward Ben and pushing the cleavage in her red dress into view. She made sure that the rest of the cast was preoccupied before stepping even closer to Ben, pushing her crotch against him.

“I thought it was perfect,” she said, licking her lips. “And I think, if you have any trouble getting the motivation to do it again, you should let me know backstage.”

She pulled him into a hug, or at least what looked like a hug to anyone watching. Her hips moved against Ben’s, horny and eager. He felt her breath on his neck, and her breasts mashing against his chest. His cock began to harden in his pants, despite his recent exertion.

“Luciana…” he whispered.

“Oh Ben,” she said. “We’re going to have so much fun tonight.”

She pulled back, and Ben let his breath out. He watched her move across the stage, her butt swaying from side to side with each step. He took a moment to relax, and then headed started heading backstage to find Alina.

“Ben!” called a familiar voice. “Yo, Murdock!”

Ben turned to see a group of familiar figures standing at the edge of the auditorium, below the lip of the stage. Three of his closest friends from high school, Jerome, Aiden, and James, a different James from the play, stood smiling at him.

“Uh, hey,” said Ben, feeling almost too surprised to come up with a response. “Jeez, wow! I was not expecting you guys.”

“Your mom told us about it,” said Aiden. “Nice to see that you’ve been keeping busy.”

Ben chuckled. The last time he’d seen the three of them had been at the start of the summer, during the funk he’d fallen into after realizing he’d be stuck in community college for the next few years. So much had changed since then. He walked over and sat down on the edge of the stage, slapping hands in greeting with each of them.

“It’s been fun,” said Ben.

“So are you like an extra, or one of the people that gets killed?” asked James. Ben laughed.

“Actually, yes, I do die in the end,” he said. “I’m Romeo.”

The stunned silence that followed was so satisfying that Ben felt himself wishing that he could bottle it up and save it for later. He waited for his friends to recover, grinning at their expressions.

“That’s… pretty fucking awesome,” said Jerome. “Man, I wouldn’t have expected you to… well, pull that off.”

Ben leaned back, silently thinking about all he’d been through over the past few weeks. He’d changed, and though he wasn’t sure if it was for better or for worse, he knew that he was stronger than he’d once been, more resilient. And far more open minded.

“You guys should stick around,” said Ben. “Alina’s playing Juliette. You can say hi to her at the end.”

“Your sister?” asked James. “That’s… uh, an odd casting choice.”

Ben smiled. It wasn’t that he didn’t feel ashamed or embarrassed, but rather, he pushed through it. He knew how much acting meant to Alina, and he knew how much it meant to him. And he loved her, regardless of what they had to endure, or how their emotions responded to the situation.

“I have to get backstage,” he said, standing up. “It was good seeing you guys, though.”

“You want to hang out after?” asked Aiden.

Ben shrugged.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I’ll be in touch, though.”

Ben hurried backstage. He felt a ball of anxiety form in his stomach as he remembered the look that had been on Alina’s face during the last run-through. It seemed unreal to him, like a dream that wasn’t good or bad, but just weird. Had he really taken it as far as he remembered? Had he really lost control end?

Alina and Ben were the only two actors to have their own dressing rooms. Ben knocked on the door to his sister’s and waited for a silent moment before opening it. He found her in the corner of the room, sitting in a chair facing a mirror, fixing makeup marred by streaks of tears.

“Ben…” whispered Alina. “This is really messed up.”

She turned to face him, and Ben’s heart threatened to explode into pieces. Alina was barely holding it together, wracked by raw shame and emotion over where the last scene had taken them.

“Alina…” said Ben. He closed the door behind him and walked over to her, crouching to put himself on eye level with him.

“You're my brother, Ben,” said Alina. “And… I felt it.”

Ben winced.

“It was only for a second,” he said.

“Your cock…” said Alina. “It was inside me.”

Ben looked away from her, unable to endure the intensity of meeting her gaze. He gritted his teeth and forced himself to meet her eye, knowing that the only way to get to the other side was to keep going forward.

“Alina,” he said. “I love you. And I don’t care.”

She shook her head.

“What is that supposed to mean?” she asked. “Ben, this is serious! We’re… family.”

She hardly made a sound with the last word, mouthing it as though it was a dirty, illicit word on her lips.

“I don’t care!” snapped Ben. “I love you! And we’re in this together, acting together. I know how much this means to you, Alina, and we’ve come too far to let it fall apart now.”

Alina frowned but said nothing.

“Alina,” continued Ben. “Let’s give the audience what they want. Just for tonight, let’s be Romeo and Juliet, and let the crowd see how serious we are as actors.”

“The crowd is the community,” said Alina. “They all know us! They saw us grow up together, went to school with us.”

Ben reached his hand out, cupping her cheek.

“And now they’ll see how strong we are,” he said.

Alina took a deep breath and smiled through her tears. She nodded, and then let out a small laugh.

“I think that’s what I needed to hear,” she said. “Thanks.”

“No prob, sis,” said Ben, smiling back at her. Alina set a hand on her chest and laughed again.

“I feel like all the weight just fell off my chest,” she said. “I can do it now. I’m ready.”

Ben grinned and squeezed her shoulder. Alina stood up and wrapped her arms around him, hugging him tightly. Ben rested his hand on the back of her head and held her, feeling her warmth and softness for a moment of pure, sibling love.


CHAPTER 5

Ben headed straight to his dressing room after leaving Alina’s and was surprised to find someone waiting outside of it for him. Alexa Murdock, his stepmother, stood holding a large bouquet of flowers.

She wore a purple sweater that fit her figure well, exposing the curve of her large breasts through the thick fabric. Her dark blonde hair was loose and neatly styled, as though she’d been to the salon earlier in the day.

Her jeans were tight against her butt and thighs, and she stood leaned against the wall with her legs crossed playfully. Ben smiled at her as he walked over, feeling a surge of pride in the way that she looked at him.

“Hey, Romeo,” she said. “Ready to make your acting debut?”

Ben shrugged.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” he said. “Are those for me?”

His mom rolled her eyes.

“They’re for Alina,” she said. “I didn’t think you’d care much for flowers after a performance.”

“No, I really wouldn’t.” Ben met her eye for a silent moment, feeling tension seeping into the encounter as he looked at her. He opened the door to his dressing room and gestured for her to follow him inside. Alexa surveyed the space, which was really no more than a storage room with a chair and changing mirror.

“So?” she said, crossing her arms and facing him. “How are you feeling?”

Ben took a deep breath. He wanted to exude confidence but felt his heart beating hard in his chest, holding him back.

“I feel good…” he said, halfheartedly. “A little nervous, maybe.”

He shrugged, meeting his mom’s eye for a moment. She frowned at him, sensing his emotions.

“Oh,” she said. “Well… you still have a half hour or so before call time.”

Ben nodded.

“Yeah, I guess I do,” he said, excitement running up his leg, into his loins.

Alexa licked her lips and leaned her head from side to side. She was blushing, Ben noticed, and seemed to be toying with an idea in her head. He was pretty sure he knew what it was.

“If you need something to help you focus, you can just say it,” said Alexa.

“Mom…” Ben shrugged.

He felt a wave of shame sweep over him, stronger than it usual was. Perhaps it was because of the location, the situation, the fact that within the hour he’d be on stage in front of an audience of hundreds. Or perhaps it was because of how excited his mom’s vague offer had made him, and the fact that he felt as though it was exactly what he needed and wanted at that second.

Alexa walked over to the door and twisted the locking mechanism in the handle. She glanced across the dressing room, not at Ben, but at herself in the mirror, and folded her arms across her breasts.

“Sweetie,” she said. “It’s your treatment. And… I think it’s probably on nights like this that you need it the most.”

Ben nodded.

“That’s probably true,” he said. “You don’t mind doing it here?”

Alexa blushed more deeply and smiled.

“Of course I mind,” she said. “But when I think about watching you up there on stage, you and Alina both… I want to do everything I can to help you give a good performance.”

She walked over to Ben, standing only a couple of inches away from him as her fingers undid the button and zipper on his jeans. She pulled them down and pushed Ben back into his chair. His cock hardened almost instantly, as though it hadn’t been touched in years. That was her effect on him, like magic.

“I’m so proud of you, Ben,” she whispered, wrapping her hand around his erection. “I really am. I can’t even put into words how much I love you.”

“Mom…” said Ben. “I love you too.”

It felt stupid and childish to say, and felt less meaningful than the emotion in his mom’s eyes staring back at him. She slowly began to stroke his cock, kneeling in front of him in the chair. Ben ran a hand through her hair and watched her, his emotions running wild.

“Your therapy has helped so much,” said Alexa. She brought her face in a little closer, letting her hot breath tickle the underside of his shaft. A pearl of precum formed on the tip of his cock, and she dabbed at it with one finger, licking her lips as she saw it lift into a gooey string.

“It’s you, mom,” said Ben. “I mean, it’s been you, more than the therapy.”

She smiled bashfully and gripped his cock with both hands, stroking it lovingly. A few strands of loose blonde bangs fell across one of her eyes, and she flicked her head back, clearing them away.

“Oh, stop,” said Alexa.

“Really, mom,” said Ben. “I don’t think it would have worked so well if it had been… anyone else.”

He took deep breaths as he watched her feeling pleasure pulsing through him. Alexa wore the expression of a proud mother on her face, love dripping from the expression. IT was like an aphrodisiac to Ben, the idea of the deep, sacred emotions she felt for them, and the contrast against the pleasure, the dirty pleasure, she was currently giving him.

“You’re so sweet,” she said. “Ben, my baby boy. You’re all grown up now.”

“I am,” said Ben. He met her eyes, and the sexual nature of what his mom was doing flew through the air between them with an almost physical presence. Alexa slowly moved, stroking him off, her shoulder and the rest of her body moving with her arms.

“Is this enough for you, honey?” she asked, quietly.

Ben shrugged.

“Could you… use your mouth?” he asked. Alexa blushed, licking her lips again and nodding.

“Of course, sweetie,” she said. “If that’s what you want…”

She stuck her tongue out and licked his cock from the base to the tip. Ben let out a moan of pure, unadulterated pleasure. It felt so incredibly good. It made the world feel right, and the night feel perfect. His mom was sucking him off, giving him her own special brand of encouragement before his big night.

She pressed her lips against the tip of his cock as though she was giving it a tender kiss, slowly parting them to allow his member inside. Her tongue moved against his shaft, sensually, patiently, even. She made it seem as though she was planning on sucking him off for hours, touching his cock with her tongue and mouth like the early stages of a long, gradually building massage.

“Oh, mom…” moaned Ben. “That feels so good!”

He set his hand on her head, running it through her hair and urging him on. Alexa shot him a stern look, his cock still in her mouth, effectively silencing her. The look was enough, though.

“Is this… okay?” he asked, feeling suddenly embarrassed. His mom hesitated, and then nodded slowly, letting the muscles in her neck loosen as she prepared to follow his lead.

Ben slid her head forward, sheathing his cock in her mouth, her hot, wet lips sliding across his shaft. It felt better than anything had a right to, better than anything he’d experienced before. He let out a soft moan, trying to keep his voice down to keep anyone outside from overhearing.

“Oh fuck…” he whispered. “Mom!”

He gently pulled back, keeping his grip in her hair soft, guiding her rather than forcing. Alexa licked with her tongue and sucked continuously, looking up at him with loving eyes. She was happy to do it for him, he realized. She was a different woman now than she had been at the start of his therapy, stronger, more open minded, having undergone a similar transformation of her own.

Ben slowly began to urge her on, moving her mouth back and forth on his cock faster, and faster. Alexa set a hand on his thigh and rubbed gently, encouraging him to do what felt good. It reminded him of when he was a kid, and she would come into his room to say goodnight. Those intimate moments with him in bed, and her gently tucking him in, giving him backrubs.

Shame stabbed into Ben’s chest as he felt himself growing harder at the memory. Here was that same woman, sucking passionately at his cock, and here he was, wanting nothing more than for the moment of sexual bliss to extend on into infinity.

His hand stopped guiding her. Alexa pulled back, letting her lips press into the head of his cock, watching him thoughtfully.

“Honey…” she whispered. “Does this feel good?”

She kissed and licked with her tongue, suckling on the head of his cock as though it were the tip of a creamsicle. Ben tensed up, feeling his heart pounding, warning him of how close he was.

“Mom…” he moaned. “Oh, jeez, mom, it feels so good.”

Alexa pushed forward giving his cock several long, sensual kisses. She sucked it from the base to the tip and began to stroke with her hand again, still sucking on the tip. Ben set his hand on her head and then let it slide down to her soft cheek. She met his gaze, and he could see the love in her eyes, pressing in on him, through his chest and his cock.

Ben let out a groan and unloaded, blasting his hot cum into his mom’s mouth. She kept a tight seal, trying to suck down every drop. A small strand dribbled down her bottom lip and onto her chin, and Ben reached down and wiped it away.

Pleasure, shame, and regret waved over him, competing to be the predominant emotion in his heart. Ben pushed it all aside, instead just watching his mom, as she watched him. She loved him so much, and he loved her back.

“Mom,” he said. “Thank you.”

Alexa stood to her feet, leaning over to plant a kiss on his cheek.

“Just have a good show tonight,” she said. “Also, here.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out a small paper bag, passing it to him.

“Some snacks in case you get hungry,” she said. “I’m going to go wish your sister luck. I’ll see you on the other side.”

Ben grinned at her. He closed his eyes and enjoyed a moment of calm, preparing himself for what was to come.


CHAPTER 6

The walls in Pinecross Theater were thin, and when a crowd began to form in the auditorium, Ben could hear it. He stayed in his dressing room for a while, smoothing out the last details of his costume, and then headed out into the communal backstage area.

The rest of the cast was mulling about, some of them nervous, some of them excited. Ben chatted for a while. He’d become friends with many of them over the course of the production and tonight, they were all counting on each other.

When Alina made her way out of her dressing room to join the rest of the cast, Ben almost had to do a double-take. She’d been saving the small, stunning details of her makeup and outfit to add in at the very end, it seemed. Her eyelashes were long and whisky, her lips were the perfect shade of red, and two wooden sticks with small gems attached to either end held her hair in a tight bun, out of her eyes.

“Wow,” said Ben, shaking his head. “You look… amazing.”

Alina smiled back to him.

“Why, thank you, Romeo,” she said.

Luciana paced nervously into the cast area, whistling to gather everyone’s attention. She looked good too, though the nervous tension in her from earlier had been turned up to an even higher degree.

“It’s time,” she said. “Everyone, give this your best! You’ve worked really hard for today, so leave it all on the stage. Give the audience what they deserve!”

They was a booming applause from Ben and the rest of the cast, and then Luciana disappeared, headed out front to introduce the play.

Ben slowly made his way into the backstage wings with the rest of the people in the opening scene. A few minutes went by, and then it was his turn to enter.

The crowd was bigger than he’d been expecting. Pinecross Theater, like the small town it was based out of, was only built to hold so many people. Ben could see that a line of folding chairs had been added across the back of the room, and down both of the side aisles, and there were even people standing behind that.

He didn’t let it phase him, using his practice to nail each of his lines and moving forward through the scene. The audience laughed when it was appropriate and occasionally cheered. The play was humming along at a fast pace.

And then came the scene that he’d been nervous about. Romeo and Juliette’s first encounter, the encounter he’d practiced with Alina right up until the last minute before the show. Alina, in costume, elicited a hushed silence from the crowd when she came out on stage, and it was easy to see why.

Romeo, in this scene, was supposed to look as though he was captivated by her beauty. Ben didn’t have to pretend. His mouth fell open as she walked toward him, hips swaying softly from side to side.

Ben kept his back straight, his posture confident, and said his lines. The first few were good natured flirting, but for some reason, they felt more real, more heated, than they ever had before.

Alina’s reactions, similarly, looked genuine and unsolicited. She blushed, she smiled coyly, and she licked her lips with seductive intent.

“Do you treat all of your clients this way?” asked Ben, flashing a cocky grin.

“You are my first,” said Alina.

Ben’s heart thudded in his chest, feeling the immensity of the moment weighing down on him. The bed was right behind Alina. He took a step toward her, leaning forward to kiss her, knowing that the entire crowd watching him was composed of his friends, his loved ones, his community.

What would they say if he went into half-heartedly, and kept the scene chaste, and reserved? They’d leave the theater having enjoyed the production, probably, but also questioning Luciana’s decision to cast Ben and Alina, brother and sister, across from each other.

And what if they put all of themselves into the love scene, taking it further than they ever had before? What would the audience say then? Would they be disgusted, or revolted? Would they get up and leave the theater, then and there?

Ben didn’t have time to second guess himself. He took another step toward Alina, feeling the heat coming off her body as he drew close. He took her cheek in his hand and leaned forward slowly, letting his lips press against hers, followed shortly after by his body.

He had an erection within half a second. His worry of the crowd sapping his passion for the scene was apparently unfounded. If anything, all of the eyes on him seemed to heighten his sense of the moment, and make the kiss, and who he was giving it to, more vivid in his mind and body.

Alina let out a tiny squeal as she fell back onto the bed. The crowd was silent, but still seemed to react to what they were seeing favorably. Ben climbed onto the bed, pulling the covers over him, as they’d practiced. He had to take it as far as he could. He had to do it, for the sake of all the hard work they’d put in.

He saw Alina’s eyes and her embarrassed face. Her reaction was very different from his. The crowd’s attention seemed to be pressing in on her, keeping her from being able to think clearly about what they needed to do. Ben started pulling his clothes off, letting them fall over the side of the bed as he did. Chuckles came from the crowd, followed by a single massive cheer as he dropped his pants.

He kissed Alina passionately on the lips and then set about taking her dress off. She didn’t fight him, didn’t say anything, but the scowl on her face was clear enough. She wanted to play it safe. It was too late for that, in Ben’s mind.

He pulled off his boxers, letting his hard, naked cock glide against Alina’s thighs. The crowd let out an excited roar when he let them drop to the stage. Alina’s bra came next. She pleaded with him with her eyes but didn’t try to stop him as he undid the clasp and tossed the garment away.

The crowd was clapping and cheering now, apparently just as enthralled by the intensity of the scene as Ben was. He reached down to Alina’s panties. They were wet, and as he slowly slid them down her thighs, she quivered slightly.

Ben came back up to the top of the bed after tossing her panties to the stage/ His cock rubbed against her pussy lips. The question of what came next was an open one. Was he supposed to do what they’d done during that last rehearsal? Push himself against Alina’s thighs, and hope that it was enough to look realistic?

He leaned in close and gave Alina a deep kiss, resigning himself to doing the sane thing and doing what they’d rehearsed. She shifted so that his cock could get into position, smiling appreciatively at him.

Ben bounced up and down, letting his cock thrust into her thighs. Alina made soft noises of the pleasure, though he could barely hear them over the sound of the crowd. There was another scene in the play taking place at the same time, cast members acting out a search for Romeo and Juliette while the two of them made love. Ben doubted many members of the audience were paying it much mind, not with the two of them naked in bed.

He grabbed at Alina’s breasts and felt a jolt of lust stab into him. She felt really, really good. And nobody could see what was happening under the blanket. This might be his last, his only chance, to get to explore her body up close.

Ben gave her a deep kiss, letting his hands settle on her slim waist. He shifted slightly, and Alina let out a squeal, opening her legs and pushing up her hips. Ben thrust downward off angle, and felt himself slide inside her cunt, hot and perfect and absolutely forbidden.

Alina took a shallow, horny breath, as though her brother’s cock was competing for space with her lungs, and then wrapped her arms around him. Ben began to slam forward into her, letting his cock fill her up completely.

He struggled to keep the blanket over them, unsure of whether or not he cared about what the audience could see. Alina felt incredible, a young goddess of sex, all dressed up and ready to be fucked.

They’d never gone this far before, never in their private rehearsals at home, never. But it had always been hanging over their encounters. Every time they kissed, or drew in close to each other, it was there. The idea that they could set their relationship aside, turn off being brother and sister for a little while, and just be horny young adults, eager to experiment.

Alina tried to hold back her pleasured cries. Ben grunted in a low tone, feeling pleasure blast up his rod each time he buried it into her cunt. The bed was sweaty and smelled of sex. The rest of the cast members, still running through the comedic search for Romeo and Juliette, were having trouble focusing on their lines and ignoring what was happening.

“Oh Ben,” whispered Alina, too quiet for anyone else to hear. “This… is so wrong!”

Ben kissed her and felt her kiss back, hungrily. He groped at her breasts and fucked her hard enough to make rhythmic slapping noises, which echoed out through the massive auditorium.

The crowd was still chuckling and cheering, but a few quiet murmurs ran through it. People must have begun to wonder, to question where the line between acting and reality cut off. Ben didn’t care. He felt Alina’s slim waist, grabbed at her buttocks, and thrust into her.

Alina’s legs wrapped around Ben, securing him to her as though she never intended to let her little brother do anything but fuck her. Her body language screamed yes, but her eyes, her expression, was deeply conflicted. It was clear enough why.

They were doing something they’d never be able to live down, in front of an audience of hundreds. How many people had already figured out what was going on? Was it something any of them would even be able to believe?

Ben pulled out a little too far, feeling his cock slip out of her hot cunt. The blanket shifted, and he struggled to get it back over them, pushing himself back into her. Out in the audience, in the very front row, Ben saw his mom. She was watching both of them with a strange look on her face, pride and shame rolled into a complicated knot of expression.

Ben pinned Alina down on the bed, thrusting into her in a way that made the bed squeak and groan underneath them. Alina shuddered and dug her fingernails into his back. She kissed his neck and then hesitated. Ben could feel her slowly shaking her head.

“This is wrong…” she whispered. “Ben… this is insane.”

Ben thrust again, savoring the sensation for everything it was worth.

“It just happened,” he whispered. “We have to keep going.”

He thrust again, harder and faster. Alina tried to say something, but her words were cut off by pleasured gasps. Ben could barely think of anything other than cumming, of blasting his load into his older sister’s tight, hot cunt.

“You’re… really doing it,” she whispered. “Ben, I’m your older sister.”

Ben slammed into her. He slid his head down and kissed her breasts, letting his tongue flick over her nipple. He wanted to moment to last forever.

“You’re Juliette,” he whispered. “And I’m Romeo.”

He stabbed his cock deeper into her and heard Alina squeal. To the side, the party scene with the rest of the cast was drawing to a close. Ben began fucking Alina as fast as he could, and his pace seemed to reflect the action on the other side of the stage, slowly building to a crescendo.

“Ben!” Alina turned her face away from him, her cheeks reddened, and her expression twisted in shame. It hurt Ben to see her like that, more than anything. But he couldn’t stop himself, couldn’t reel in the primal desires that controlled his body, his hips, forced him to keep thrusting into her.

He took Alina by the waist, pulling her up into him with each eager, stabbing thrust. The blanket was almost completely off of them, only the angle of the bed and their movement keeping the audience from seeing their nakedness.

She was the ultimate score. He remembered how many of his friends, how many boys in general, had lusted over Alina back in high school. He’d always had to shrug it off, and pretend that she was just his sister, just another girl that he cared about but couldn’t have.

And now here she was, writhing on the end of his cock. Ben pumped into her, buoyed by the stamina of his prior orgasms earlier in the day. The rest of the cast had just finished the party scene. The curtains began to close, heralding in the intermission. And he continued to fuck Alina, his older sister.

“Alina!” he whispered. He was on top of her, fucking her with fierce movements. She wouldn’t look at him, and had her eyes shut tight, though her body responded, twitching as an orgasm ran through her.

He reached his climax and unloaded, blasting his seed inside of her just as the curtain reached them and cut them off from the crowd. Alina twisted out from underneath him, standing up naked behind the curtain, seemingly unconcerned by the rest of the nearby cast. She caught Ben’s eye, and he could see tears in her expression.

“Alina,” he said. She turned away from him, picking up a discarded sheet to wrap around her body and running backstage.


CHAPTER 7

Ben dressed himself immediately, feeling his emotions surge in his chest. He hadn’t even tried to hold back. He hadn’t stopped to think about Alina, his sister, and her emotions. And he’d made a mess of things because of it.

He hurried backstage. Several members of the cast flashed him a thumbs up, or patted him on the back. Their reaction to the scene was limited by their perspective. What they saw as good, intense acting was something far more intimate, more real than it looked from the outside.

Ben stood outside Alina’s dressing room. He took a slow breath, and then opened the door and stepped inside without knocking. Alina was sitting in front of her changing mirror with her makeup in hand, again struggling to fix the tear streaks without completely redoing it.

“Alina,” said Ben. “I’m sorry.”

“You’re sorry?” She shook her head, glaring at him. “You’re sorry? You just fucked me on stage, Ben! You fucked your sister!”

Her words hit him like a slap in the face. He took a step back, running a hand over his forehead.

“I… didn’t mean to,” he said, lamely. “The scene just… got out of hand.”

“Ben, this will never go away!” said Alina. “This isn’t one of those stupid, teenage accidents that we’ll forget about over time! We have to live with this now.”

A heaviness coalesced in Ben’s stomach, as though he’d swallowed a large stone or a piece of lead. He frowned and walked across the dressing room, leaning against the wall near Alina.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I really am.”

“Ben,” said Alina. “How could you…?”

“I don’t know!” Ben felt his emotions flare, and swung a hand through the air angrily, causing Alina to flinch back. “Alina, I honestly don’t fucking know. I didn’t want this either, for you to be Juliette, for both of us to be… under the sheets like that.”

He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. She was right. There was no coming back from what they’d done. All of the time in the world wouldn’t change it. The two of them might go on to marry other people and start families of their own, but they’d never forget about what happened between them, brother and sister, breaking through sacred boundaries.

“What are we supposed to do?” asked Alina. “I can’t… I can’t go back out on stage.”

Ben slammed his hand against the wall, struggling to reel in his anger and shame.

“We can’t quit now, Alina,” he said. “What was the point of our… performance, if we do?”

“That’s a good question, Ben!” snapped Alina. “What’s been the point of any of this? We’ve only been wasting our time! Wallowing in shame, doing things that will leave stains on us for the rest of our lives.”

Ben set his expression and knelt down in front of her, meeting her gaze.

“I don’t believe that,” he said, quietly. “I don’t think it’s that simple.”

Alina glared at him, but there was a glimmer of something hopeful deep within her eyes.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

Ben reached out to take her hand. Alina pulled back for a second, but then resigned herself to it, letting him take her palm against his fingers.

“I think it’s up to us to decide what this means,” said Ben. “We could decide that this was a stupid accident. We could choose to say that it was the biggest mistake we ever made, and lean into the shame. Or…”

He shrugged. Alina was silent, waiting for him to continue.

“Or we could just say that we love each other,” he said. “Maybe more than we should. But it’s still love. I still love you Alina, and I’m not going to be ashamed of that just because of how much I have.”

Alina glared at him. Tears formed in the corner of her eyes, and she smiled just enough for her dimples to pop into existence.

“You know, it’s pretty easy to see why Luciana cast you as Romeo,” she said. “You’re a total sap.”

She squeezed his hand and Ben let out laugh. He pulled her into a hug, being careful to avoid smudging her makeup any more than it already was.

“Now,” he said. “Let’s try to see this through, okay?”

Alina nodded.

“Thanks,” she said. “I… I love you, Ben.”

He grinned at her.

“I know,” he said.


CHAPTER 8

Ben stepped back out on stage, leading off the first scene after the end of intermission. He spoke his lines in a clear voice, feeling his confidence slowly welling up again.

The fight scene with James took place at the top of the second half and went smoothly, much better than it had in rehearsal. Ben pressed his pistol into the other teenager’s chest and pulled the trigger as a sound effect rumbled through the auditorium over the speakers.

The pace of the play was fast and fluid. Ben fell into his role, forgetting about everything else. It was fun for him, much more fun than he’d expected it to be. He savored each moment of it, feeling the satisfaction that only comes from seeing hard work come to fruition.

Finally, Alina came back out as Juliette, and Ben watched from backstage as she went through the steps of buying the poison, a recreational research drug in their modern adaptation, and faked her death. Ben was back out on stage shortly after, standing over her fallen form in the brothel.

Alina looked beautiful and vulnerable, so different from the older sister he’d known all his life, and yet still so genuine. Ben spoke his lines as he caressed her cheek. There was a symmetry between that moment in the play and the moment they’d shared backstage. They were pushing forward to the play’s tragic ending, but the love shared by the characters was still pure, and real.

He leaned forward, gently giving Juliette, Alina, the last kiss. He wondered if it would be the last kiss to the lips that he’d ever give her, if after the end of the performance, it might all fade into something dreamlike and surreal. Her lips didn’t move against his this time, and again, the similarity to the emotions in the background bit into Ben’s awareness like a stinging wasp.

“And with a kiss, I die,” he said, holding the gun against his chest. The sound effect went off again, and he collapsed onto the bed next to Alina.

Slowly, Juliette began to stir. Alina acted out her part with raw emotion, clearly pulling from the chaos of performance and her feelings for her brother. She kissed him, pulling back with tears streaming down her face.

“His lips are still warm,” she said. Her next line was lost in a ragged sob, improvised and perfect for the play’s end. Ben wondered if she was crying for the performance, or over the subtext behind it. Their love was tragic in its own way, and perhaps it was right for it to end with the production.

The sound effect went off again and Alina fell next to him. Her hand fell on top of his, hidden from the crowd by their piled bodies. She gave it a squeeze, and Ben squeezed back.

Another cast member came out on stage and offered an epilogue to the events, and then the curtains closed to roaring applause from the crowd. Ben and Alina took up their place in line with the rest of cast. They waited silently until the very end, coming out to take their final bow to a standing ovation from the audience.

The two of them walked back to the dressing room, hand in hand. The rest of the cast was too jubilant to pay them much mind, all of them celebrating a performance pulled off without a hitch. Alina led Ben into her dressing room, and no sooner than she’d closed the door were they against each other, kissing passionately and tearing at each other’s clothes.

“I don’t care,” whispered Alina. “And I don’t want it to end here. It wouldn’t be fair.”

“Alina…” whispered Ben. His cock was hard, despite how much action it had already seen in the past few hours. He kissed her roughly and pushed against her, practically trying to tear a hole through their clothes with his erection.

And then, the door opened, and Alexa Murdock stepped into the dressing room. She stared blankly at them for a second, and then slammed the door, leaning back against it as though to hold it closed and keep anyone outside from seeing what was going on.

“You…” she said, her voice shocked. “The two of you really did it, didn’t you?”

“Mom!” Ben pulled away from Alina, scratching his head. “We were just, uh, rehearsing.”

“The play is over, Ben,” said Alexa. “That line won’t work on me, this time.”

Nobody said anything. Alexa set her hand on her hips and stared at the ceiling, still reeling from the strange discovery. Alina had her hands over her mouth, looking as though she’d had enough of the roller coaster of emotions that night was proving to be.

“You’re brother and sister,” said Alexa. “I just… I can’t believe it.”

“Mom,” said Ben. “We just… love each other. And the fact that we were put in the leading roles, well, it pulled that love out of us. It’s nothing for us to be ashamed-“

His mother’s hand lashed out, slapping him across the face. The blow wasn’t hard, but the emotional pain was far more compelling than the physical. Ben stared at her, feeling tired, guilty, but overall, resolved. He’d made the choice to accept what he and Alina were doing, and didn’t regret it.

“You’re coming with me, Benjamin Murdock,” she said. “We’re going to get to the bottom of this. Tonight.”

“Mom,” said Ben. “Please. It’s not that big of a deal.”

Alexa stared at him as though he’d just claimed to be hearing voices, or pulled on a tinfoil hat. She took a deep breath, her body shuddering from her emotions, and shook her head.

“Dr. Kim will be the judge of that,” she said. “Alina, I’ll speak with you later tonight. You aren’t off the hook, either.”

Alina didn’t look at her mom, apparently less eager to fight her discipline than Ben. Alexa turned to head out the door, and after a moment’s hesitation, Ben followed after her. He stopped at the door to look back in, catching Alina’s eye.

“Hang in there, sis,” he said. “It will be okay.”

Alina smiled.


CHAPTER 9

Ben and his mom passed by most of the rest of their cast on the way out of the theater. Ben declined a half dozen invitations to the cast party, making an excuse about not feeling well and holding a hand over his stomach.

Luciana stood at the door of the auditorium, looking as though she’d finally crashed out of her manic state. She smiled at Alexa and winked at Ben.

“Fantastic acting, young man,” she said. “Can I count on you for the next summer production?”

Ben opened his mouth to answer, but Alexa beat him to it.

“No, you cannot,” she said, fiercely. “And don’t expect to be casting my daughter in anything, either.”

Luciana frowned but didn’t say anything else. The look Alexa gave Ben was unreadable, and she took him by the hand and forcibly pulled him out the door and into the parking lot.

“Mom,” said Ben. “You’re overreacting.”

“I am not overreacting!” snapped Alexa. “Now, get in the car!”

Ben sighed and ran a hand through his hair. The play was over, and he felt as though he deserved a chance to go to the cast party and bask in the feeling of fulfillment. But there was no way his mother would let him do that, not after what she’d seen.

“Fine, whatever,” he said, frustration building.

Alexa climbed into the driver’s seat of the sedan and started it up.

“Dr. Kim isn’t even going to be in her office,” he said. “This is pointless.”

“I happen to know that she works late on Friday nights,” said Alexa. “She’ll be there.”

Ben shook his head.

“She works late on Friday nights?” he asked.

“Yes,” said his mom, with a nod.

“That makes no sense whatsoever,” he said. “She’s a psychologist. Why would-“

“It doesn’t matter!” Alexa pulled the car out onto the street with an aggressive turn. “It only matters that she’s available, and we can take advantage of her.”

She drove in silence for a moment. It wasn’t far to Dr. Kim’s office, and Ben felt as though he had to keep fighting her on it.

“How is what Alina and I were doing any different from my intimacy therapy?” he asked.

His mom scowled at him.

“It… It just is,” she said. “What you and your sister were doing was… not for medical reasons.”

She blushed and shook her head.

“It’s nothing like what you and I do, sweetie,” said Alexa. “And that’s what I want Dr. Kim to talk to you about.”

She took a corner and turned onto the street where Dr. Kim’s office was. Ahead of them, Ben could see one, two cop cars parked on the street just outside. It was unusual for that many to be in a single place in a small town like theirs.

Alexa parked the car on the street behind them and the two of them got out. They’d walked maybe half the distance toward Dr. Kim’s office when heavy footsteps came from the building.

Two police officers walked out, carrying a familiar face in between them. Dr. Kim was in handcuffs and scowled at the ground as they dragged her forward. Alexa hesitated when she saw her, blinking in disbelief.

“That’s… Dr. Kim,” said Ben.

“No…” Alexa shook her head and grabbed her son’s hand. “It can’t be…”

Dr. Kim wasn’t looking in their direction, and the cops pushed her into the back of one of their cruisers before anyone had time to say anything. Ben watched as they pulled onto the road and drove off, and then turned his attention back to his mother.

“Mom…” he said. “Are you okay?”

“This… must be some misunderstanding on our part,” said Alexa. “I’m sure they just need to have a talk with her, probably get her advice about a case they’re working on.”

“Mom…” said Ben.

“We’ll come back tomorrow and get some advice from her then,” said Alexa. “Until then, we can stay at a hotel, so that you and your sister aren’t under the same roof.”

“Mom, are you serious?” Ben stared at her, trying to read her expression. “We just saw her get arrested.”

“Get in the car, honey,” said his mother.


CHAPTER 10

They drove in silence for what must have been ten minutes straight. There was a small motel within Pinecross, but Alexa drove past it, apparently interested in going to the nicer hotel out by the Pinecross Ski Resort. Ben tried to think of what, if anything, he could say to her, but there was no mental playbook for him to consult. He was in a situation without a straightforward solution.

“Look, mom,” he said. “We need to talk.”

“We’ll talk once we’ve checked into the hotel,” said Alexa. “There isn’t much to say right now.”

“Mom, we just saw our therapist get arrested,” said Ben. “That seems worth-“

“It was clearly a mistake,” snapped Alexa. “Either on our part for coming to that conclusion, or on the behalf of the police. We’ll get the full story from Dr. Kim’s lips tomorrow.”

Ben swore underneath his breath and gave up for the moment. A few more minutes went by. He couldn’t help but think about Alina, and the cast party he was currently missing. Things had been going well enough, off the rails, sure, but in a direction that he was happy with. He’d been confused by what he and his sister felt for each other, but that was something for them to work out, something personal.

“Here we are,” said Alexa. “The parking lot is pretty empty. I’m sure we’ll be able to get a room.”

She parked and immediately got out of the car, walking far enough ahead of Ben toward the entrance to keep him just out of earshot. By the time he caught up, she was already speaking to a tired looking hotel manager sitting behind a desk.

“Just a small room, for us,” said Alexa.

The hotel manager flashed a knowing smile.

“Our love suite is available,” he said. “I’ll give it to you for the regular price, since it’s been so slow tonight. Trust me, you and your young friend will love it.”

Alexa flinched back, mouth falling open in surprise. Her cheeks went bright red and she cleared her throat.

“Mmm, he’s actually my-“

“We’ll take it,” said Ben, putting a hand around his mom’s shoulder. “It sounds perfect, especially if we’re getting it at a discount.”

His mom looked supremely irritated, but she didn’t say anything else, passing the manager her credit card and taking the electronic door key from him. The manager led them into the elevator and then out onto the fifth floor and to the end of the hall.

“It’s his one right here,” said the manager. “The rest of the floor is empty so, uh, you guys can be as loud as you want.”

Alexa’s face turned even redder, but Ben grinned, getting a strange sense of joy out of her reaction.

“Perfect,” said Ben. “Trust me, we’ll have a nice night.”

The manager opened the door for them and then disappeared back into the elevator. Ben walked into the suite. It was a large single room, with a large bed with clean sheets, a wine cabinet and bar along one wall, and a massive hot tub in the bathroom. Ben walked around it with a grin on his face, only stopping when he saw the look in his mother’s eyes.

“What the hell was that?” she shouted. “You let him think that we were, that we…”

She blushed again and sat down on the bed.

“He wouldn’t have let us have this room if I hadn’t,” said Ben. “No harm, no foul.”

“Ben, you’re my son!” snapped Alexa. “And this is a small town.”

Ben folded his arms and looked at her squarely.

“You’re right,” he said. “It is a small town. A place where sometimes, we just take people at their word. A place where somebody might, say, give medical advice that isn’t in good faith.”

His mother’s frown deepened and she shook her head.

“No,” she said. “Look, even if they really were arresting Dr. Kim, it could have been for a dozen different reasons, totally unrelated to us in any way.”

“Mom, I’ve googled the intimacy therapy,” said Ben. “Nothing comes up except for a few erotic stories and a weird, new age website. There’s no medical research behind it, no nothing.”

“Well… maybe she is a pioneer in her field!” said Alexa.

“She kept telling us to film it!” shouted Ben, feeling suddenly sure of his conclusion. “Why would she do that? What reason would she have for that beyond her own personal, sick, enjoyment?”

“I… it’s…” Alexa shook her head and planted a hand on her forehead. “No… It can’t be.”

Ben sat down next to her on the bed and pulled her into a hug.

“Mom,” he said. “I think it is.”

“Sweetie, we were doing a medical treatment,” she said, the protest still in her voice.

“Mom,” said Ben. “We might not have been. It might just have been…”

He couldn’t finish the sentence. Strangely, he felt his cock growing hard in his jeans, and his mom’s warmth and softness against him was suddenly intense and compelling. He cupped her cheek in one hand and gave her a soft kiss on the head.

His hand slid downward, lingering on his mother’s breast. Alexa let out a soft gasp and shook her head, taking his hand in hers and moving it away.

“If you need your treatment, sweetie,” she whispered. “I don’t mind doing it for you. But anything more than that…”

“Mom…” Ben shook his head. “There is no treatment. There’s just us, mother and son.”

“Don’t say that!” said Alexa.

Ben took her hand and slid it down across his chest, stomach, to his cock. It was rock hard under her touch, and Alexa pulled her hand back a little before giving in and letting her fingers gently squeeze it through his jeans.

“That’s me, mom,” he whispered. “I’m hard, and it’s not for the treatment. It’s… for you.”

He felt his face heat up. He was still human. He still felt shame about the idea. But what Ben had been through that night with Alina had opened his perspective. He’d learned something important and indescribable, the strength of love, and the passion of intimacy.

“No, Ben,” whispered his mom. “You aren’t. I’m just your mother.”

Ben unzipped his jeans and slipped them down. He kissed her again, this time on the cheek, and followed it up immediately with a kiss on the lips. His mom didn’t reciprocate, but she let out a soft moan as he pulled away.

“Dr. Kim tricked us,” said Ben. “But I don’t think we were ever doing anything wrong.”

“Honey, what are you saying?”

“Mom… It’s okay.” Ben slid his boxers down, letting his hard cock pop out into the open air. His mother’s hand wrapped around it almost immediately, as though she’d been waiting for it, eager to touch the naked skin of her son’s erection.

“It’s not okay,” she whispered, even as she began to stroke. “Honey, you’re just confused. This is still your treatment.”

“Dr. Kim is in jail,” said Ben. “She’s in jail. Probably for medical malpractice. Mom, how much more do you need?”

Alexa met his eyes, and it was only then that Ben saw the heaviness in them. She blinked, a wet mist coming over her gaze, and then shut her eyes, squeezing his cock slightly as she did.

“I can’t accept that,” she said. “It would mean… all this time… I’ve just been doing dirty things… with my son.”

“It isn’t dirty,” said Ben. “Well… maybe a little.”

He chuckled slightly, and was relieved to hear his mom let out a laugh of her own. He pressed in toward her, kissing her on the neck, feeling her breasts and body. Alexa didn’t stop him when he reached for the hem of her sweater and pulled it up and over her head. She had on a white tank top underneath, the straps of her pink bra poking out along the shoulders.

“Ben, if everything you say turns out to be true, then we have to stop.” Alexa met her son’s eyes, a serious expression on her face.

“Do we?” asked Ben. “Do you really want to?”

He pressed against her, kissing her softly on the lips. His mom let out a soft moan and didn’t stop him as he pushed her back onto the bed. Ben felt his slow movements building into something faster and stronger. She was underneath him, and they were finally being honest with each other. And his cock was out, hard and eager between her thighs.

“Ben…” his mom said. “No, we can’t.”

Even as she said the words, Alexa had started to wiggle out of her jeans. She was wearing a pair of black and pink panties, and it looked phenomenally cute in combination with her tank top. Her breasts were big and outlined perfectly by the fabric. It was hotter than if she’d been naked, almost.

“We could have our own therapy,” said Ben. “Maybe… we can take it, and make it our own.”

“Sweetie, this is so wrong,” said Alexa. “You’re talking about, well, you’re my son!”

“And you’re my mom,” whispered Ben. “And maybe… you could use some of the therapy, too.”

He ran a hand across the fabric of her panties. Alexa let out a soft moan and arched her back against the mattress. Ben pulled off his t-shirt and lay beside her, kissing her neck and running his hand across her body.

“We can still pull back from this,” said Alexa.

“We don’t have to.” Ben let his fingers run over her panties again, and his mom let out a gasp. Her fingers squeezed into the bed. She didn’t stop him.

Ben kept at it for a few more seconds, teasing her through her panties. Then, he took a single finger and ran it across the waistband of her underwear. Only then did he let his hand slide under, gliding down to lips of his mother’s pussy. She was wet, ready for him in body, if not in mind.

“Oh god!” Alexa’s breathing was quick and pleasured. “Oh god, honey!”

Ben slipped a finger into her and almost immediately Alexa began to shake with pleasure. It reminded him of the first time she’d touched him, her motherly hand having such a hot, taboo effect on his cock that he’d only lasted for seconds before blowing his load.

“This is… oh honey,” whispered Alexa. “What have you done?”

Ben barely heard her words. He was pulling her panties down, and her tank top up. Alexa stopped him as he reached for her bra, but he was already between her legs, his cock brushing against her hot, wet cunt. She was so ready for him, and when Ben let the head of his erection push into her opening, it slid it with minimal resistance.

“Mom…” said Ben, feeling insane pleasure wave over him. “Mom!”

Alexa let out a sharp cry of pleasure along with him as more of his hard cock slid into her. She kissed him deeply, and her legs wrapped around him, and then unwrapped, as though she was still caught on her internal conflict.

Ben got in a single thrust, and then his mother pushed him off her roughly. He opened his mouth to protest, but before he could, she’d wrapped her lips around his tool and started sucking.

“Oh… jesus… Mom!” Ben leaned his head back against the pillow. She was sucking his cock, for real. It wasn’t mechanical and regular, like the blowjobs she’d given him for his treatment. Alexa was licking, sucking, rubbing her lips, doing everything in a sexual, erotic way.

He stared down at her, watching her bra clad breasts bouncing up and down. He needed to see them, right then and there. Ben reached his hand out to undo the clasp, but Alexa swatted it away as soon as his fingers made contact.

He started to try again, but Alexa pushed forward. He felt her take all of his cock into her mouth, the tip of it pushing into her tight throat. She held herself there for a split second and then pulled back, letting out a small, controlled gagging noise.

Alexa bounced her lips up and down rhythmically, turning her face as she did and adding a spiraling motion to it. Ben was moaning, groaning, making noises of pleasure that felt pulled out of him. She was incredible at sucking cock. They had the entire night together, the two of them, alone in the lover’s suite.

“Mom…” he whispered. “I love you so much.”

She flicked her eyes up at him, and he could tell how much the comment had meant to her. She pulled her mouth back and kissed the tip of his cock, the same type of kiss she used to plant on his forehead.

“I love you too, sweetie,” she whispered.

Her mouth returned to the job. Ben was at his limit. He tapped her on the back of her head, and Alexa prepared herself. As he blew his load, she kept her lips right where they were, sucking down every drop of his cum. The pleasure was more than sexual. Ben felt loved, by a lover and a mother.


CHAPTER 11

Ben lay on the bed for several minutes with his mom’s body against him. Alexa was the one who moved first, rising and walking across the room and into the bathroom.

It had been a long day, and Ben was tired. He was dimly aware of the sound of running water for several minutes, but it faded into background white noise.

“Honey?” called Alexa. “Can you come in here?”

Ben yawned and pulled himself up from the bed. He put his boxers on, feeling suddenly ashamed of himself for having been naked around his mother. Alexa had left the door to the bathroom open a crack, and all it needed was a small push to swing free.

Alexa had filled the hot tub with bubbly, steamy water and was mostly submerged in it. She was naked, and Ben felt his jaw drop open. The bubbles and steam hid most of the details, but his mind had more than enough to work with to get him excited.

“Mom…” he said, abruptly turning away. “Sorry, I didn’t realize you were so… naked.”

Alexa laughed.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I just wanted to talk to you. About before.”

She was silent for a beat. Ben felt his cheeks flush as he thought about what they’d done in the bed, and more importantly, how fantastic it had felt. He’d been worked up into a frenzy, his mom and her body driving him into a state of lust over logic.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I… took it to far.”

“You absolutely did,” said Alexa.

Ben heard her shifting in the water. He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye and saw her breasts above the waterline, her nipples coated in a thin layer of soapy whiteness.

“Ben…” said his mom. “I’ve thought a lot about what you said.”

Ben frowned. He knew what was coming. Dr. Kim was in jail, the therapy between the two of them had been a sham. His mom was finally going to put a stop to it.

“It’s okay, mom,” he said. “I understand.”

Alexa flashed a motherly smile and nodded to the hot tub.

“Climb in,” she said.

“What?”

“There’s plenty of room for both of us.” Alexa shifted, sliding one of her legs most of the way above the water and wiggling her toes. “Take your boxers off and get in this hot tub right now, Benjamin Murdock.”

Her tone was playful, full of mock sternness and delicious flirtation. Ben grinned and pulled his boxers off. He walked over to the other side of the hot tub and started lowering himself down, trying to get underwater before his cock hardened under his mother’s gaze.

The water was warm, and as his mom had said, there was enough room for both of them, though only barely. Alexa sat directly across from him, and Ben could feel her legs tickling the flesh along the inside of his thighs. She shifted, lowering her breasts back underwater as though rediscovering her modesty.

“So like I was saying,” she continued. “I have been doing a lot of thinking.”

Ben nodded.

“Mom, you don’t have to say anything,” said Ben. “If you want this to stop, I don’t have any problem with that. I’m not an animal. I can control myself.”

Alexa let out a small chuckle.

“Ben,” she said. “I had my suspicions about Dr. Kim from the very beginning.”

Ben frowned.

“What do you mean?”

Alexa slipped closer to him around the wall of the hot tub, moving with the grace of a mermaid. She came up so that she was in the spot directly next to him in the circular tub and set one of her hands on his chest. Ben’s cock grew the rest of the way to full hardness at her touch, so soft and sensual.

“I did what you did,” she said. “I tried to find more information about the therapy. And I couldn’t.”

Ben shook his head. He stared into his mom’s beautiful blue eyes. Her hair was wet and slicked to her shoulders, and her lips looked full and red from the heat of the bath.

“Sweetie, all I cared about was that it was helping you,” she said, in a soft voice. “Of course, I pushed a lot of… unpleasant realities, out of my head. I tried not to dwell on the fact that you were my son, but I was doing it because you were my son. Does that make any sense to you?”

Ben chuckled.

“Not really,” he said. “But maybe you could…”

He trailed off as his mom’s hand slipped lower, finding his hard tool and slowly starting to stroke. Ben let out a soft, pleasure gasp and sank deeper into the tub. Alexa held him where he was by his cock, her face still thoughtful.

“I love you,” she said. “And I would do anything I could to give you an advantage over the world.”

“I know you would,” said Ben.

“Even if other people think it’s wrong,” said Alexa.

“Mom, I know.”

“It’s never been about me,” she said, frowning.

Ben felt her grip on his cock tighten slightly, and something clicked in his head.

“Mom,” he said. “I love you, too.”

Alexa gave him an odd look, but before he could say anything, he planted a quick kiss on her lips.

“I love you, and I want you to get something out of the therapy, too,” he said. “Even if it’s a sham, it was working for me. It could work for both of us. We could… enjoy the pleasure of it, together.”

He kissed his mom’s neck and felt her shudder.

“That’s not…” Alexa bit her lip. “That wasn’t what I was getting at.”

“It’s what I want to get at.” Ben shifted in the tub, sliding his mother’s legs apart and positioning himself in between them. The angle was odd, but he still managed to slide the head of his cock up her pussy lips. She arched her back slightly, pushing her nipples above the water line, both of them perfect pink nubs.

“Oh, Ben,” whispered Alexa.

“If the therapy was working for us,” he whispered. “Maybe this will work even better.”

“Honey, this would be…” She opened her eyes, meeting his gaze directly. “People have a word for a mother and a son… doing that.”

“Doing this?” Ben pushed forward, sliding his cock into her. He and his mom let out matching moans as the moment became one of pure, illicit pleasure.

“Oh god,” whispered Alexa.

“If it feels good,” said Ben. “And if we both love each other, what’s the-“

A knock came from the hotel’s door, and Ben almost jumped out of the tub in surprise. Alexa smiled and stood up, facing away from him, to his disappointment. She grabbed a white cotton bathrobe that had been set to one side and pulled it on.

“That’s room service,” she said. “Sorry, I forgot that I ordered it.”

Alexa made her way across the room, leaving the bathroom door open as she made her way over to the entrance. She opened the door, and Ben saw a busboy push in a cart with a bottle of wine and two glasses on it.

“Here you go, ma’am,” said the bus boy. His eyes roved over Alexa, lecherous and very open about the thoughts behind them.

“Thank you, young man,” she said. “Have a nice night.”

“Oh, I will now,” he said, grinning.

The door shut and Alexa turned back toward her son.

“Why don’t we have a glass of wine out here?” she said. “And then we can watch something on the TV, and… cuddle, together.”


CHAPTER 12

Ben finished drying off and took a seat next to his mother on the bed. She poured each of them a glass of wine and handed him one, keeping her robe pulled tight over her naked breasts and body.

“Cheers,” she said, smiling as she clinked her glass against his.

“Mom…” Ben frowned slightly, feeling odd. “Are you sure about this?”

Alexa licked her lips and flashed a flirtatious smile.

“You seemed pretty sure of what we were doing before,” she said.

“I am,” he said. “I mean, I don’t think we’re doing anything wrong. I just… don’t want to put you through anything you’ll regret.”

Alexa took a sip of her wine and shrugged.

“Sometimes… you just have to keep moving forward,” she said. “And sometimes, that means putting your doubts aside. Trusting that things happen for a reason.”

She reached her hand over and set it on Ben’s boxers, feeling his hard cock underneath it. Ben drank his wine slowly, his excitement building by the second.

“Why don’t you put on something for us to watch?” asked Alexa. Ben nodded and stood up to grab the remote. There were a couple of channels outside of the hotel’s pay per view, and he settled on an old sitcom, turning the volume down far enough to keep the laugh track from being obnoxious.

Alexa slid back on the bed, leaving a space for her son open next to her. She finished her glass of wine and patted the spot next to her. Ben downed his own wine in a single gulp and joined her, facing her on the bed, feeling her heat.

The laugh track of the sitcom sounded in the background as he reached his arms out, gently letting his fingers trace their way across the hem of her white cotton robe. Alexa was smiling at him, her eyes full of love, pride, and acceptance.

She put her hands on top of his and pulled her robe open, revealing her naked breasts to Ben. He stared and felt his mouth fall open slightly. They were his mother’s breasts, large and supple, and different in an essential way from any set he’d seen before. They were supposed to be forbidden, truly off limits, and here they were, waiting for his hands to touch, or his cock to slide in between.

“You look like you’ve never seen a naked woman before,” whispered his mom. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

Ben blinked. He answered her by pulling off his boxers and sliding in a little closer.

“Of course not,” he said.

“Then, don’t be shy,” whispered Alexa. “Come and see how much of your mother’s body she’ll let you play with.”

Ben grinned. He leaned in to give her a gentle kiss, something soft and easy to start out with. The second his lips connected with hers, he felt himself melting into an embrace. Alexa’s robe fell further open and the two of them pressed against each other in a tight, erotic embrace, kissing and groping.

Everything about how was perfect, from her breasts, to her butt, to the slight curve of her lips. Ben felt her hot skin underneath his hands. He groped at her buttocks, sliding his cock along her cunt, getting ready to go for it.

Alexa gave him a deep kiss and pushed her breasts in his face. Ben kissed and sucked on her nipples, feeling his mother’s body shudder as his lips went to work. She reached a hand down and began stroking his cock, letting out soft, intimate moans as she did.

“You’re so eager,” whispered Alexa. “You aren’t a virgin, are you sweetie?”

Ben felt his face flush even though the answer was no. He shook his head. His mother rubbed herself against him, grinding her hips against his, her face brimming with sensual pride. She wanted to show off for him, he suddenly realized.

“You and your sister,” she said. “The two of you were very… passionate, on stage.”

Alexa kissed his chest, letting her lips trace their way down his stomach. She licked his cock, which was so hard that it was almost painful. All of the sex he’d had that day had taken a toll on him, but his erection was as stiff as ever, maybe even moreso because of it.

“We… put on a good performance,” whispered Ben. He watched as his mom gave his cock a soft kiss, followed by a sensual lick.

“I know that the two of you have… experimented, with each other,” said Alexa. She smiled at Ben and then gave his cock a slow, deliberate kiss, sliding forward and sucking half of it into her hot mouth.

“Oh, mom,” he moaned. “Please… I don’t want to say anything that will ruin this.”

Alexa pulled back. She let her fingers dance across his shaft and stared at him, reading something in his expression.

“Then you don’t have to say anything,” she said. “But, I am the head of our household, young man.”

She brought her mouth to the edge of his ear, letting her next words tickle his neck.

“I’ll be the one setting the lines and limits of what’s appropriate.”

She pulled Ben by the cock onto her, positioning him in between her thighs. Ben blinked, still unable to believe it. Then, he slowly pushed forward, letting the tip of his erection press into her hot, wet cunt. He savored the moment, letting it stretch out into seconds while he ran his hand across his mom’s waist and thighs.

“Are you going to show your mother how big you’ve gotten?” whispered Alexa. Ben felt his face flush.

“Mom,” he said, smiling. “That’s so dirty.”

“Well, sweetie?” Alexa licked her lips seductively. “Are you going to fuck mommy?”

Ben let out a moan and pushed forward. He couldn’t control himself. There was something primal taking hold of his emotions, gripping his shame and embarrassment and twisting it into pure, flaming lust. He groped at his mother’s breasts and let his hips pump into her, hard. Alexa let out a satisfied moan and threaded her fingers into his hair.

“Oh god, mom!” moaned Ben. He tried to keep himself from going all out too quickly, pacing his thrusts. Each one felt like a dive into the deep depths of sexual pleasure, sending forbidden sensations tickling through his body.

Alexa’s breasts bounced in front of his eyes, and the bed squeaked. Ben felt her legs wrap around him, pulling him deeper inside. He stared at her naked body and thrust again, and again.

“Ooh…” moaned Alexa. “You really have gotten big.”

Ben kissed her and thrust again, enjoying the squeals and noises she made. His mom caressed his cheek with her hand in the same way she always had, before any of the games between them had begun. He felt his face flush with embarrassment. The pleasure was a double-edged sword, intoxicating to his senses, while making him feel twisted and perverted at the same time.

“Remember, sweetie,” whispered Alexa. “This is just your therapy taken to a new level.”

Ben looked at her, almost wanting to roll his eyes.

“Mom,” he said. “This isn’t therapy.”

He kissed her neck and brought his mouth close to her ear, spearing his cock into her as deep as it would go and watching as she quivered like a fish on a hook.

“This is sex,” he whispered. “This is fucking.”

Ben felt something snap inside of him as he said the words. He pulled back and immediately thrust forward, thrust deep. His skin slapped against his mom’s, and she let out a cry of ecstasy. Ben remembered what the hotel manager had said about the being alone on the floor and continued slamming into her, feeling the bed shake underneath him.

“Oh, honey!” cried Alexa. “Oh, god!”

Alexa’s hands dug into the sheets to either side of her. Ben pressed himself down, letting his chest push against her breasts. He almost felt as though he was intentionally trying to pin her to the bed, to hold her there forever, to keep his cock inside of her, its new permanent home.

Ben pulled her into him each time he pushed forward. He couldn’t believe it. All of those illicit urges and dirty thoughts were finally coming to their forbidden fruition. And she was encouraging him, cheering him on, practically. And it was all coming from the love they had for each other.

His mother’s pussy felt right, as though it had been created just to eventually become a place for him to stick his cock. It was tight and wet in all the right ways, and Alexa bucked her hips and tightened muscles to increase the pleasure for him even more.

She did everything for him. Ben watched her pushing her breasts outward, into the most alluring positions possible. He felt her hands rubbing across his back and through his hair. He felt her lips moving lovingly against his. He thought of how she’d sucked him off, how her hands had stroked him to completion, and suddenly realized that she’d always wanted him, as he’d wanted her.

“Mom,” Ben whispered.

“I’m right here, honey,” she replied.

“Mom!”

Ben thrust faster, the sound of his cock slapping into her echoing off the walls. Alexa arched her back and bucked in perfect time with him. His muscles were tiring, but his energy level seemed to be limitless, pushing him to fuck her harder. He was showing her how much he loved her with every movement, feeling her body from the inside out, joining with her in pure, sexual bliss.

It was all wrong, and yet nothing had ever been more right. Ben thought of all the comments he’d endured throughout high school, from friends and enemies alike. All of the other guys in his school needed to comment on how hot his mom was, and how badly they wanted to get some alone time with her.

“Oh god, sweetie!” cried his mom. Her body glistened with sweat. Ben kissed her breasts, her cheek, and then her lips. He was fucking on autopilot, his body moving with a primal intensity that couldn’t be denied.

“Oh mom!” cried Ben. He would never let it end. They’d head home, sure, and go back to normal, but he would never let them slip out of their new relationship. He would fuck her every chance he got, and put more effort into the act with every coupling.

He brought his face down close to his mom’s and gave her a deep, passionate kiss. Alexa squirmed in pleasure as his cock continued its loving onslaught, pumping into her cunt with rhythmic precision.

Ben felt himself reaching his limit. His tongue danced into his mother’s mouth, and he felt hers flick back in loving response. Alexa pulled him tight against her, her legs and arms wrapping around his body, limiting his mobility. Ben continued to buck and thrust, and felt pleasure steamroll over him as he came.

He blew his load inside of her cunt, cum splashing out in great gobs. It was unlike any orgasm Ben had experienced before in his life, a mixture of ecstasy and emotional salvation. His mom began writhing the moment the first blast of seed shot into her, set off into a climax of her own.

They held each other tight, sweaty and breathing heavy, foreheads pushed together in intimate silence. Alexa pulled Ben’s face down to her breasts for a moment, and then they shifted, Ben letting her rest her head on his shoulder.

The laugh track on the sitcom played again, and Ben and his mother began to laugh uncontrollably.
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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.


CHAPTER 3

Captain Michelle ended the assembly shortly after. Several female employees walked down from the stairs to take her place. They passed out keycards and explained how to tell from your ticket’s number exactly where you’d be rooming. Laura and Mike were upstairs on the second deck.

Mike lifted up his bag and prepared to walk up the stairs with his mom. He heard Danica’s voice coming from his right and frowned. She was headed over, along with her mother, who Luke had seen only a couple of times before at school functions.

“Vera,” said Laura. “I thought you might be on this cruise. How are you?”

Mike’s mother shared a hug with Danica’s mother, leaving the two feuding teenagers to stand around awkwardly in their parent’s wake.

“Yes, well, I promised Danica we’d go on one a while back,” said Vera. “I could also use the chance to unwind.”

Vera was an attractive woman in her late thirties. She looked a lot like her daughter, but with a sensual air about her, and slightly larger breasts. Around Mike’s school, she was commonly one of the moms referred to as a cougar, though he paid little attention to that kind of talk. His mom received just as much attention, if not more, and it forced him to tune out when the topic of hot older women came up among his friends.

“And Michael is here, as well?” Vera smiled and stepped in closer to him. She wore a pair of white slacks and form fitting, low cut blouse. Mike tried not to notice.

“Yeah,” said Mike. “I kind of got dragged along. I know it’s a woman’s only cruise and all.”

Vera smiled and set one of her hands on his shoulder.

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll find plenty of ways to entertain yourself,” she said, in a quiet voice. “If you get bored, perhaps we can go for a walk around the upper deck.”

“Mother!” Danica frowned and grabbed her mom’s other hand. “We need to go find our cabin.”

Vera locked eyes with Mike. She wore a nuanced amount of makeup, and her natural beauty was enough to make it work. Her lips were soft and luscious, and it almost seemed like she was flaunting them for him.

“Yes, we should be going, too,” said Laura. “Come on Mike. We’ll run into each other after we’re settled, I’m sure.”

He nodded and turned away from the other two women.

I really, really want to go on that walk.

To get to their cabin, Mike and Laura first had to head back out onto the outside deck. The cruise ship was slowly pulling out of port, and the afternoon sun was slipping lower on the western horizon. The air smelled of sea salt and possibilities.

Laura led him up the outer set of stairs that would bring them to where they need to be. She was talking, but Mike could barely focus enough to listen, still excited from the encounter with Vera.

She is a total MILF. It would be so perfect if I could do something with her.

A strong gust of wind blew across the ship from further out at sea. Laura yelped as her sundress flew up a couple of inches. From right behind his mom, Mike had a totally unobstructed view of her toned butt and tiny blue and white frilled panties. He blinked, realizing what he was doing as his mom forced her dress back down.

“Whoops!” she said, laughing. “The wind is so strong here.”

“Uh… yeah,” said Mike.

Did I seriously just look up my mother’s dress?

He tried to ignore how turned on he felt as they stepped onto the second floor. Numerous other passengers were streaming in through a central door, and the two of them followed along. It led to a hallway, and Mike and Laura scanned the door plaques as they made their way forward.

“Here we are,” said Laura. “Cabin 212.”

She pulled out digital keycard that one of the employees had given her and ran it through the card reader slot. The door opened, and she and Mike walked inside.

“It’s… smaller than I was expecting,” said Mike.

He realized what an understatement that was as he glanced around the room. There was a bed against the middle of the wall to the right, smaller than his own queen size bed back home.

The room was oriented in a way that made it the center focus, nightstands on either side of the bed and a TV mounted on the wall across from it. There was a door that led to a bathroom on the far side of the room, a telephone, and not much else.

“Where’s my bed?” asked Mike.

Laura walked over to the bed and sat down on it, crossing her legs. She didn’t say anything, and a strange, hot sensation ran through Mike’s body as he met her eyes.

“Well, you’re here on a child’s ticket, Mike,” she said. “We only get one cabin, with one bed.”

Mike set his hand on his forehead. His mom leaned forward to slip off her sandals, accidentally flashing him a view of her cleavage that made him feel shameful and wrong.

“Mom, this bed isn’t big enough for the both of us!” Mike shook his head, feeling like he’d stepped into a bizarre movie plot. “I’ll have to sleep on the floor, or something.”

“Would you get over yourself, sweetie?” Laura rolled her eyes at him. “It’s not that big of a deal. We’ll stick to either side of the bed, and it will be fine.”

She shifted so that she was lying on the bed and then patted the spot next to her. Mike blinked, and then slowly took off his shoes to join her.

She’s probably right. It won’t be that big of a deal, as long as we’re careful.

Mike’s shoulders brushed against his mom’s soft arm as he lay on his back in bed. She rolled over so she was facing him and set a hand on his chest. He felt uncomfortably hot.

“See? It’s not so bad…”

Mike turned so he was facing his mom. Her dress was almost falling off of her, the edge of her bra showing through the top. She reached over to hug him, and Mike let her. Unbelievably, his cock began to harden in his shorts.

What the fuck? She’s my mother,

“We’ll share the bed,” said Laura, her voice a whisper, “…and in the morning, we’ll be well rested to enjoy what the ship has to offer.”

Mike stared at his mom’s luscious lips and the smooth, soft curve of her neck and shoulders. His eyes settled on the line of her bust. The sun dress had slid down as she’d shifted on the bed, and he could see the bulging flesh of her big, soft breasts begging for release.

“I don’t know about this,” said Mike. “If we explain to the staff what happened, I’m sure they’d let us book another cabin.”

Laura wasn’t listening. She reached one of her hands over to Mike’s head and ran a hand through his hair. She was smiling at him. Her eyes gleamed with emotions that reminded Mike of his childhood, the way she’d stare down at him when tucking him into bed, or helping him with his homework.

“I’m really glad you came with me, Michael,” she said. “We don’t spend enough time together, anymore.”

Mike didn’t say anything.

It won’t be that bad. And it means so much to her.

His cock strained against the tight confines of his boxer briefs. Mike tried to pretend that he didn’t know exactly what it meant, and where his arousal came from.

“I’m glad I came too, mom,” he said. “I want to come with you more often. On trips like this, I mean.”

Laura kissed him softly on the cheek, her hot breath tickling the hairs on his neck, and feeling far more exciting than it should have.

“I’m going to take a bath,” she said. Mike watched as she rolled to the side of the bed and slipped off it, readjusting her dress over her boobs and butt with cute, modest movements.
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