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CHAPTER 1

“Hurry Luke! They just started boarding our section!”

Luke was bent over, stuffing his phone into his carryon bag as the crowd of airline passengers around him surged towards the connecting hallway. His older step sister, Jennifer, stood next to him. His step mom, Tessa, was a little ahead of them in line.

“Alright, alright, just making sure I have everything. “ Luke stood up and shouldered his bag. He checked to make sure that he had his ticket in his front pocket, and then walked towards the attendant standing behind the desk. She took a look at his ticket, and then his sister’s, and waved them both forward.

“I’m glad that you could make it, after all,” said Jen. “With your dad having to bow out for his business trip at the last second, it would have been really boring with just me and mom.”

“Are you kidding?” Luke smiled at her. “A vacation to Fiji is not something I could live with missing out on, not ever. I’m going to relax and enjoy the sun, and hopefully have enough fun to last me through the rest of senior year.”

Jen smiled back at him. The fall had been rough for Luke, both academically and personally. He’d been struggling to keep his grades up, and the balance between homework and exams left little time left for him to have much of a social life.

“Glad to hear it! You’re welcome to join me on the beach, little bro. It’s probably where I’ll be for most of the trip.”

Jen had been Luke’s step sister for as long as he could remember. His dad had married her mom, Tessa, when he was three and she was seven. The two had been at each other throats for most of their early childhood, but by the time that Luke had turned fourteen, their relationship had changed dramatically.

His sister was a rather attractive girl, though Luke did his best not to notice. She had nicely sized breasts and a toned butt, both of which had been torture for him as he went through puberty. Luke had entered high school the year after she had left, but the two of them were still close for most of their teens, closer than typical siblings, with a strange, flirtatious flair to their relationship.

“I might just do that, sis.” Luke stepped out of the covered connecting hall and onto the airplane. He and his sister had been near the back of the line, and most of the seats in their section were already full.

Luke reached his aisle, the same one that his mom, Tessa, was seated in. She smiled at him, and patted the spot next to her.

“Right here honey,” she said. “And you can stick your carry-on bag in the compartment above.”

Luke nodded, and put his bag away. He was all the way over against the window, and his mom stood up and shifted so he could get by. His body brushed against hers as he moved towards his spot, and Luke was again reminded by something he had spent all of the years since reaching sexual maturity trying not to notice.

Tessa was a bombshell of a woman. She had large breasts, a perfect hourglass figure, and a face that rivalled the models that would snag the front covers of glamour magazines worldwide. She was in her late thirties, and managed to be both a loving wife to Luke’s dad and a doting mother to him, without forcing herself into either role or having to exert extra effort.

Luke remembered very little of his life before Tessa and Jen had become a part of it. They were exactly what he and his dad needed, the feminine half of the family that made everything work. But for Luke, having them around, especially during his hormonal teenage years, had been a very confusing and at times, tempestuous experience.

“I brought some ginger candies, in case you get air sick, sweetie.” Tessa smiled at him and rifled through her purse.

“Thanks mom, I’m alright for now though,” replied Luke. “I’ll let you know if I need one.”

The final few people settled into their seats, and a stewardess began walking down the aisle, helping out a few stragglers with their seatbelts. Tessa did a double take when she saw her, and then reached over and tugged on the woman’s sleeve.

“Mia, is that you?”

The woman turned and looked at them. She was attractive in much the same way that his mom was and around the same age, but with short hair and a slightly plumper figure. She looked surprised to see Tessa, and a huge smile spread across her face.

“Oh my god, Tessa!” The stewardess completely abandoned her seat belt explanation responsibilities, and instead wrapped Luke’s mom into a tight hug.

“Jeez, it’s been what…ten, fifteen years?” asked Tessa.

“Far too long, that’s for sure.” Mia pulled back and shook her head in disbelief. “How have you been?”

“I’ve been good, really good. This is my step son, Luke.” Tessa gestured to him and Luke reached his hand across her to shake Mia’s hand. “My daughter is in the row over there…We have to catch up soon!”

“I’ll be in Fiji for the night,” said Mia. “Let’s find time to grab drinks!”

Another stewardess was looking over at Mia disapprovingly, and she scampered away from Tessa and further down the aisle. Luke couldn’t help but sneak a peek at her butt as she walked off, wiggling it from side to side with each step.

“Wow, small world,” said Tessa. “I never expected to run into Mia, here of all places. We fell out of touch right after college, but we used to be best friends!”

“That’s awesome, mom,” said Luke.

The head stewardess did one final check to make sure that everyone was buckled in, and then Luke heard the sound of the pilot over the intercom. He explained the basics of their flight plan and inflight regulations, and then the plane began to move, creeping along the runway into the takeoff position.

Luke felt his mom bring her hand to a rest on his thigh. She had been a bit of a nervous flier in the past, and it looked as though this time would be no exception. Tessa rubbed back and forth on his leg, which he was fine with, until her fingers began to draw dangerously close to a very sensitive part of his body.

“Uh, mom…” he whispered.

“Sorry honey, you know how I get on planes.” Tessa rubbed some more and this time her palm glided right across Luke’s cock, sending a wave of pleasure up and through his body.

“It will be, uh, fine mom.” Luke smiled at her and tried to move his mom’s hand back over to her lap, but she kept it right where it was. She looked like she was totally unaware of the fact that she was rubbing her son’s crotch, and continued doing it absent mindedly in the same way a nervous person might fidget their leg.

“Oh, here we go!” The plane began to lurch forward, and Tessa’s hand gripped Luke’s leg, along with the top half of his semi rigid member.

“Yeah mom, here we go.”

The sun was bright in the sky, affording Luke a fantastic view of the ground below as the plane slowly gained altitude. He tried to focus on it and distract himself from the repetitive motion of his mom’s hand. It didn’t work, and gradually, his cock became fully and embarrassingly erect. Tessa was chatting with Jen, oblivious to the fact that she had wrapped her fingers around her son’s cock and was slowly jerking him off.

“We should be fine now that we’re up in the sky, mom,” said Jen.

“Yeah of course, I know.” Tessa slowly pumped her hand up and down, and Luke felt the pleasure infecting his body like a virus.

“All of those planes you see in the news are outliers, mom,” said Jen. “We’ll be in Fiji before you know it, right Luke?”

“Oh yeah, we’ll be there really soon.” Luke struggled to speak in an even voice. He was embarrassed and ashamed of what was happening, and hoped that it would go away if he just ignored it.

“I bought a new bikini just for the beach!” said Tessa. “I’m not sure if I’m going to wear it, though.”

“Why not mom?” asked Jen.

Tessa smiled, and Luke began to feel like there was only so much more he could take.

“It’s pretty revealing, you’ll see if I do end up putting it on.” Tessa’s voice sounded hot, and seductive. “It shows off a lot, and the top…When I tried it on in the store I felt like my breasts were going to pop right out of it.”

“I have to go to the bathroom!” Luke shot up out of his seat and hunched over to hide his erection as he slid by his mom. The truth was a little more severe than what he’d said. If his mom had kept rubbing and talking the way she was, he was sure that he’d have cum in his pants.

“Honey, remember, I have ginger candies if you need one!” Tessa called to him as he made his way down the aisle.

Luke opened the door to the stall and shut it behind him. His cock ached, and it was embarrassing for him to think about the fact that it was because of his mother’s touch. Luke had worked hard to bury all of the illicit emotions and urges that he had felt during puberty related to his mom and sister, and now it felt like they’d decided to reemerge in full force.

They were such gorgeous women, and try as he might, Luke couldn’t stop himself from being excited at the prospect of being on vacation with them. They’d go to the beach together, and he’d see them in their bikinis. Maybe if he pitched it to them the right way, they could even find a nude beach to spend a day at.

Luke realized that he was pumping his cock with his hand as the thoughts went through his head, and suddenly felt disgusting. He loved his mom and Jen, and they deserved better than a pervert for a brother and son. He tried to calm himself down, but his cock remained rock hard, almost painful in its need for release.

“Is everything okay in there?” Mia, Tessa’s friend and the airplane’s stewardess, knocked on the bathroom door as she called out to him. Luke realized that he’d been in the bathroom for quite a while, and began to panic. He jumped up and banged into one of the airplane’s walls in his rush to cover himself up.

“Uh, yes, everything’s fine!”

“Your mom gave me this to give to you…” The door opened, and Mia’s face popped through. All Luke could do was turn to her, blushing bright red with his cock out and at the ready. He watched as she held her hand up to her mouth and slowly locked her eyes onto it. Surprisingly, the sides of her lips pulled up into a very naughty looking smile.

What came next was even more surprising. A hollow bang sounded from the side of the airplane, loud enough to catch Luke and Mia off guard. As they both turned to look in the direction that it came from, everything changed in an instant.

Suddenly, Luke was spinning. The stall had flipped upside down, and Mia wasn’t there anymore. Luke was in the air, crashing against the walls and ceiling and still struggling to get his pants up. He finally managed to, but the action did little to abate the terror coursing through him.

The entire section that he was in crashed down hard, stunning him. He was forced back into awareness of what was going on by water rushing in through the open door of the stall. All Luke could do was swim forward, a sickening feeling taking root in his stomach.


CHAPTER 2

“Mom! Jen!”

The water around Luke was still, and the sun was high in the sky. It was a sharp contrast to the cyclone of emotions raging inside of him. He had been in the plane, and things had been fine, and then without any warning, everything had been torn apart.

There was only the single piece of the wreckage that he had come down in nearby. The bathroom stall was mostly underwater by this point, clearly not designed originally with floatation in mind. Luke was a good swimmer, and he had no trouble keeping his head above water, but it took energy, and he knew he could only keep it up for so long.

Luckily, there was something that promised hope on the horizon. A small island, with white sand beaches, palm trees, thick jungle foliage, and a tall mountainous outcropping, was jutting out of the water no more than a kilometer away from him.

“Mom! Jen! Can you hear me?” Luke shouted into the distance one final time before he began swimming. If he had survived the crash, then they could have too. He repeated it almost like a mantra inside his head, hoping and praying that it was actually true.

He could taste the salt of the water on his lips, and feel it stinging his eyes as he methodically began to crawl stroke his way across the short expanse of sea in between him and the island. Luke’s arms began to tire much more quickly than he had expected, and for a moment, a small kernel of panic manifested within his chest.

Luke focused on his breathing, and pictured the faces of his mom and sister in his mind. They were there on the island, waiting for him. He forced himself to believe it, and with every foot forward he swam, his doubts faded a little more.

The ocean was shallow enough for him to stand in within a couple hundred feet of the shore. Luke breathed a sigh of relief and felt waves crashing into the back of his neck as he continued forward in safety.

The water was crystalline, and he was amazed by the amount of life he could see swimming in it. There were crabs, oysters, tiny fish swimming around his feet, bigger fish off a small distance to either side of him, and oceanic vegetation sprouting up out of the sea floor.

Luke’s body felt heavy as he made his way across the last few feet to the dry shore. He had on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and both of them were completely soaked. He coughed, and fell to his knees on the clean white sand, sputtering up water that he hadn’t realized that he’d swallowed.

He felt fortunate, but also guilty. Survivor’s guilt, that was something he’d read about before online. The only thing that had saved his life had been the fact that he’d been in the bathroom at the time of the crash. And just thinking about the reason why he had been in the bathroom made him feel ashamed, and then even more guilty.

Luke’s shoes were completely water logged, and he took them off, along with his socks. The sand was warm against his feet, and for a moment, he was almost able to pretend that he’d made it to Fiji after all.

The beach went onto the island for about a hundred feet before turning into grass and jungle foliage. Beyond that, he could see a large hill, which was crowned by a series of high cliffs. To either side, the beach looked like it stretched on indefinitely, curving around the island at the corner. Luke began to walk down it, wondering if he’d be able to find anyone else from the plane.

His feet sunk into the sand with every step. Luke was expecting to find signs of human inhabitance, but there were no campfires or discarded bottles, like he was so used to seeing on the beaches back home.

After about ten minutes of walking, Luke heard something that made his heart race. It was laughter, a woman’s laughter. He ran forward, feeling the uncooperative sand shifting underneath his feet. As he turned around the corner of the beach, he saw someone.

It was Mia. She was sitting on the sand in her stewardess uniform, running her hands across the beach and staring into the ocean. Luke sprinted over to her as quickly as he could.

“Mia! You’re alive!” Luke threw his arms around the woman. Even though he barely knew her, it didn’t matter. She was breathing, and proof that there could still be more people who had made it through the crash okay.

“Luke, hey!” Mia hugged him tightly back. “I’m so glad!”

“Don’t worry Mia, there will be a search, and they’ll see where the plane went down, and in no time they’ll find this island!” Luke pulled back and stared into her eyes as he spoke, doing his best to put on a brave, reassuring face.

“Oh god, I hope they don’t,” said Mia. She looked pensively up into the sky, and then back out to the sea.

“Wait…what?”

“I really hope they don’t find us.”

Luke couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He studied Mia’s face for traces of shock, or confusion, but found nothing. She looked entirely serious, and smiled at him coyly with her luscious lips.

“Mia…we’re stranded on this island,” said Luke. “I…I think we’re the only ones here.”

Mia stood up. There was a tear in the bottom of her stewardess’s uniform, and Luke felt his eyes being drawn to it hungrily. He forced himself to look away, feeling as though it was neither the time nor the place to be indulging in his horniness.

“Luke, I’ve worked for the airlines for more than a decade now.” Mia spoke in the voice of a liberated woman, free and ready to live her life. “I’ve been wishing for something like this to happen, praying for it to happen, actually, for years. Do you know how repetitive the work of being an airline attendant is?”

“Mia…” Luke could only stare at her, dumbfounded. She reached over and tussled his hair, and then began pulling her top up an over her head. Luke blushed and looked away again.

“I’m going for a swim, you should join me.” Mia leaned in close to him and spoke quietly in her ear, letting her hot breath tease his sensitive neck. “We’re alive, and on a beautiful island, Luke. Let’s have some fun, and enjoy ourselves.”

She continued undressing, pulling her skirt and stockings off. Luke finally found himself unable to resist, and looked over at her. Mia was an insanely attractive woman, with nice hips and big breasts, and clad only in her underwear, little was left to the imagination. Luke felt his cock stirring in his pants, and Mia took the opportunity to tease him even further, leaning over him and letting her big boobs rub across his chest.

“You should come in the water with me, Luke.” She took her hand and rubbed it along his thigh, and then along his cock. Unlike what had happened before with his mom, Luke could tell that it was deliberate. “I know I’m a little older than you Luke, but if it’s just the two of us, we should have fun together.”

Luke nodded slowly, despite himself. He knew that the situation they were in was serious, and he knew that they should be looking for other survivors, but something about the woman’s devil may care attitude and seductive nature was drawing him in. Luke didn’t want to work, he wanted to play.

He took off his own shirt, and heard Mia giggle as he started to unzip his jeans.

“Nice, I like that youthful eagerness,” said Mia. “You certainly had a bit of that in the bathroom on the plane…Do you always get a boner when you fly?”

“That, I mean, that was…” Luke was at a loss for how to explain, at least without admitting to the embarrassing accident that had happened with his mom. He felt his cheeks heating up, and heard Mia giggle some more.

“Come on, big boy, let’s hit the waves!” She took off into the ocean, breasts and butt bouncing with every step. Luke followed after her, feeling his cock beginning to grow hard with anticipation.

The water was warm, the perfect temperature for swimming. Mia dove under, and resurfaced right next to him. The material that her bra was made out of was white and thin, and it instantly became see-through as the moisture soaked into it.

Luke couldn’t help but stare at her. She looked a lot like his mom, though her personality was much more unpredictable, and playful. He slowly drew closer to Mia, feeling his cock throb inside his boxers as he drank in her near nakedness with his eyes.

“Mia…” Luke said. “You’re really…gorgeous.”

“Yeah? What are you going to do about it?” The older woman pushed herself up against him, and began to stroke Luke’s cock with her hand. It felt so good, and suddenly his lips were against hers.

It was as though the proverbial dam had burst. All of the horniness and desire that Luke had accumulated over the course of the day came to the surface. He groped at Mia’s butt and breasts, feeling their softness and growing even more turned on.

She let out a catlike growl, and bit his bottom lip softly. There was a smile on her face, and it only grew wider as Luke fumbled with the clasp of her bra.

“Is this what you want, Luke?” Mia reached behind her and undid it for him, and then slowly pulled the fabric of her bra down, creating a miniature strip tease for him as her nipples popped into view.

“Oh wow, Mia…” Luke grabbed her by the waist and began to grind his package into her stomach.

“Oh boy, I forgot just how much fun younger guys can be,” said Mia. “Come on, over here.”

Mia held her bra in one hand and Luke’s cock in the other. She led him onto the beach, and up to where the sand stopped and the grass began. She slowly lied down on a dense patch of vegetation, spreading her legs and pulling Luke into her.

He whipped out his cock in a rush, and then slipped Mia’s panties down. She had a nice patch of well-trimmed and maintained bush, still wet from the water. Luke pushed the head of his cock into her pussy, feeling it enter her easily.

“Oh god, yes, Luke!” moaned Mia. “Fuck me senseless, Luke! Fuck me!”

Luke was ready to oblige her. He grabbed at one of her breasts and sucked on the nipple on the other side with his lips as he began thrusting into her, feeling pleasure sweep over her cock as he began to pump in and out of her wet, warm cunt.

All of the stress and panic Luke had felt in the aftermath of the crash was swept out of his mind. All he could think about was the gorgeous naked woman underneath him, and her curvy, well-endowed body. Her breasts bounced back and forth as he pumped his meat inside of her, dancing to the rhythm of the sex.

“Oh Mia!” said Luke. “You feel so fucking good!”

“That’s right Luke, show me how good I feel!” Mia was biting her lip and looking up at him seductively. “Show me what you can do, young man!”

Luke’s thoughts were completely wrapped up in the moment. Mia was a fox of a woman, the stewardess that all of the horny men on the plane were undressing with their eyes and dreaming about midflight. She was also one of his mom’s old friends, a woman connected to him in a way that made their carnal coupling all the more forbidden, and illicit.

Luke was slamming his cock into her by this point. Her breasts were big, more than enough to feel substantial underneath his palms as he used them for leverage to fuck her even harder. Mia tensed up suddenly, and let out a loud, passionate cry. There was no need for restraint, not anymore.

After a couple more thrusts, Luke could feel his own orgasm approaching. There was a strange voice in the back of his head, either the voice of reason, or the voice of reality, and it was telling him that he should pull out, and finish on her stomach, or on her tits.

Luke didn’t listen to it. He banged his cock a few more times deep inside Mia, and then pushed it as deep into her cunt as it would go as he began to explode. His cum blasted deep inside of her, and so much of it came out that it began to overflow around the edges of her folds. The pleasure of the orgasm was almost too intense for Luke to handle, and he collapsed onto the grass next to Mia.

It was several minutes before either of them said anything. The situation at hand slowly came back into Luke’s awareness. Survival was what they needed to be focused on, not sex. He repeated the phrase in his head, but as Mia rolled over towards him, her naked breasts and cum filled pussy on full display, it was almost meaningless.

“We should…probably keep looking around.” Luke spoke timidly, and felt himself blushing again, though he didn’t know why. Mia nodded to him, and then stood up.

“Sure thing, Luke. You lead and I’ll follow.”


CHAPTER 3

“What did you see when the plane went down?”

Luke was pulling his jeans back on, and looked over at Mia. She had clasped her bra and was wiggling into her tight stewardess outfit.

“Well, other than you and your, uh, hard problem…not all that much.” Mia smiled at him. Luke was starting to get the sense that she enjoyed teasing him, or more accurately put, torturing him.

“It felt like the plane just ripped into a bunch of pieces,” said Luke. “How can something like that happen? Aren’t there tests that are done before takeoff for this kind of thing?”

“Of course there are!” Mia glared at him, as though she had taken his comment personally. Luke met her gaze, and then felt his eyes being drawn down to her breasts, which were dotted with cute, pink nipples that were still visible through the wet fabric of her bra.

“I mean, I just want to understand what happened,” said Luke. “It didn’t feel like I even fell for that long before I hit the water…and the plane, it was in the air for less than an hour, right? How are we this far out in the ocean?”

“Well if we can find the pilot, I’m sure you can ask him what’s going on,” said Mia. She pulled on her top, and then dusted sand off her skirt.

Luke pulled on his own shirt, and then looked further down the beach. There was no sign of anyone or anything other than sand, palm trees, and the ocean ahead. He sighed, and then walked over to Mia.

“This whole situation has put me into such a strange mood.” She smiled at him, and then stepped in close, whispering into his ear. “Your mom would throw a fit if she knew what I did to you.”

Luke was silent for a moment. A heavy burden hung over his heart, and thinking about his mom and his sister only made it harder to deal with. Mia picked up on his mood shift, and rubbed his shoulder.

“Sweetie, it will be fine,” she said. “I’m sure that they washed up on the shore just like we did. We just have to find them.”

Luke nodded, and then started walking down the beach.

“You’re right,” he said. “We should get going.”

He headed down the beach, and Mia followed him. Both of them had foregone their shoes in favor of walking barefoot. Their feet continued to sink into the hot sand with every step, but it felt good, and reminded Luke that at the very least, they were on dry ground.

They made small talk about their lives back in the United States as they went. Mia had a degree in philosophy, but had done little with it after leaving college. She worked fulltime as a stewardess, and from the way she spoke and words she used to describe it, Luke could tell that she hated it. Luke brought up his own academic life, and he could tell from the look on Mia’s face that she was a little surprised by just how young he was.

“So wait, you’re still in high school?” Mia looked at him incredulously, as if she was hoping that he was lying or exaggerating.

“Yep. I just turned 18, and am headed into the last semester of my senior year.”

“Oh wow…Well, I guess it’s too late for me to judge you on that now.” Mia’s long black hair was mostly dry, and she ran her fingers through it and pulled it behind her.

Luke heard a noise from up ahead, something that stood out from the crashing of the waves and the calls of the insects and birds in the jungle. He walked faster, and then broke into a run as he rounded a bend on the beach and saw two people that he recognized on the shore in the distance.

“Mom! Jen!” Luke was sprinting as fast as he could as he made his way over to his beloved family members. Jen ran to meet him, and threw herself onto her brother, hugging him tightly and laughing hysterically.

“Luke! You’re okay! This is a miracle!” Jen had tears of happiness streaming down her face, and Luke jumped up and down on the sand with her, elated by the turn of events.

He glanced over Jen’s shoulders at his mom, and felt his face flush hot red. Tessa had not moved to greet him, and after taking one look at her, he could immediately see why. His mom was smiling at him, but also blushing fiercely. She was completely naked, and making a rather poor and strangely arousing attempt to preserve her modesty, covering her boobs and crotch with her hands.

“I’m so happy that you’re alive, sweetie,” she said. “I can’t get up though…My clothes, the waves washed them away.”

“Oh uh, that’s fine, mom.” Luke suddenly felt incredibly awkward. He realized that his cock was getting embarrassingly hard at the scene, and it pushed against his sister’s body, still tight against him.

“I made it, too,” said Mia. “Don’t worry, Tess. We’ll figure something out to get you covered up.”

“Mia! Oh, this is better than I could have hoped for!” Tessa stood up, and Luke got a quick, illicit glance of her breasts. Jen coughed loudly and elbowed him, and he forced himself to turn away before getting a chance to see anything more.

“Have the two of you seen anyone else from the plane?” Mia asked. Luke stared into the jungle and tried to keep his hormones under control, and his mind off the fact that his naked mother was just feet away from him. All he had to do was turn around, and he could see her, in all of her forbidden, exposed naked glory.

“No, we haven’t,” said Jen. “I just found my mom a couple of minutes ago. I…I saw some of the people go down with it…into the ocean.”

“Wait, what do you mean?” Luke was finally unable to resist turning around, joining the conversation and letting his eyes get a glimpse of Tessa. She was still naked and only barely managing to hold her big tits in check inside of an arm bra, but Mia and Jen had positioned themselves in front of her, mostly obscuring his view.

“Luke…The plane broke in half,” she said. “The section that I was in was upside down when it hit the water. I thought I was the only one who managed to get out before it flooded.”

“I saw you go,” said Tessa. “I wanted you to survive, so badly, that I didn’t ask for help. Luckily I was right near where the body of the plane had split. I made it out, and I think a couple of other women might have to, but I didn’t see them when I reached the surface.”

Nobody said anything for a minute. Luke felt strangely responsible for the group, as if it was up to him to come up with a plan and keep their spirits up. He was the only guy there, and while it normally made no difference, the way his mom and the other girls were looking at him made him feel like it was time for him to start working out what they were going to do.

“We need to figure out where we are, and where a rescue would be coming from,” he said. “We were headed over the pacific when we went down…so we should build a big signal fire on the eastern side of the island.”

“I still have my phone!” Jen jumped up and held something high above her head, and for a moment, Luke felt hope begin to manifest inside his chest. “It’s still working, or at least, it turned on.”

She stared at it for a moment, and the rest of the group was dead silent. Jen tapped on the screen, and then held it up to her ear. After a couple of seconds, she shook her head and let out a defeated sigh.

“Nothing,” she said. “It’s weird, though…It’s acting different from how it usually does when there is no service.”

“Here, let me see it.” Tessa reached out to take the phone from Jen, and Luke felt his eyes locking onto her, devouring every inch of nudity that they could find. He felt guilty, even more so than when he would usually sneak peeks at his mom, and knew it was because of the dire severity of the situation.

“Here, listen,” said Jen. “Can you hear that static sound over the speaker? It doesn’t make sense that a cell phone would ever do something like that.”

“Just turn it off for now, and keep it safe,” said Luke. “Maybe something is interfering with the signal? In any case, we can try again later, but only if you keep it off and the battery holds its charge.”

Jen nodded, and took the phone back from Tessa. Luke looked around on the beach, scanning the surf for any sign of driftwood, or anything else they could use as effective fire starting material, but didn’t see much.

“I think we might have to head further into the jungle,” he said. “We can’t stay here if we want to improve our chances of being found.”

“I like your idea of starting a fire, sweetie, but don’t you think the foliage of the jungle would make it impossible for a plane to spot us?” Tessa gestured to the jungle, inadvertently flashing more of her cleavage at Luke. “Maybe we should just wait here, and see what happens. Rescue could already be on the way.”

“No, your son is right, Tess.” Mia walked over to Luke and put a hand on his chest, smiling in a devilish, secretive way. “We should listen to him, and take a look in the jungle. We’ll need dry kindling in order to start a smoke fire, and even if we find some driftwood on the shore, most of it is going to be wet.”

“Mom, do you want to wait here?” asked Jen, stepping in close to her mother. “We will probably find some clothes washed up from the plane, eventually.”

“No sweetie, it’s fine.” Tessa was still blushing, but she had a resolved smile on her face. “I’m not going to let my own embarrassment keep me from helping everyone out. And Luke…”

She gestured with her fingers for him to come over, still keeping her arm locked against her breasts and her hand tight against her crotch.

“I am so happy that you’re alive, honey.” Tessa kissed him on the cheek. “I want to give you a hug, if you aren’t too weirded out by having your naked mom’s body up against you, that is…”

“No mom, of course not.” Luke’s cock was already hard as he reached his arms out and wrapped them against his mom. She pushed her body against him quickly, doing her best to hide her nudity by letting it push flat onto his chest.

It felt incredible, and Luke’s lower half did its best to convince him to prolong the hug for as long as possible. His mom’s body was so soft, and so naked. Fire shot through his nerve endings, making him tingle with pleasure and longing.

“I was so sure that you were lost to the ocean, honey,” whispered Tessa. “My sweet baby boy, I’m glad beyond words that you’re alive.”

“I’m glad too mom,” he said. “We’re so lucky, and it was so hard for me to think about losing you.”

“Alright, alright, any longer and this is going to get really strange.” Mia walked over and jokingly separated the two of them. Luke tried not to look at his mom as she backed away, and tried not to feel guilty and ashamed for wanting to.

“We should get moving,” said Jen. “The sun isn’t going to be out forever.”


CHAPTER 4

Luke led the group a further down the beach, opposite the direction that he and Mia had approached from before. The jungle vegetation was incredibly dense, and it created an almost impassable wall of vines and trees that they couldn’t effectively traverse.

It was hard for him to not think about just what a strange turn of fate the crash had been. He had been so eager for the vacation with Jen and his mom, and happy to spend time alone with them, outside of their regular ways. In a very unusually fashion, he was getting just that, but under circumstances that were far more serious than lounging in an ocean side hotel in Fiji.

“That looks like a bag up ahead!” Jen pointed to a small lump on the edge of the shore that was being pushed forward by wave after wave. She ran over to it, and then waved to the rest of them.

“Mom, you are in luck!” she announced. “There are clothes in here!”

Luke felt his emotions shift from surprise, to disappointment at his mom’s stretch of baring it all coming to an end, to feeling like a horny asshole for thinking like that in the first place.

“This is great, honey,” said Tessa, as she rifled through the suitcase and selected some of the clothing. “It all looks pretty small, though. And the style…well, let’s just say I wouldn’t be caught dead in this stuff back home.”

Tessa faced away from Luke as she put the garments on. She didn’t end up covering much more of herself than the bare essentials, which Luke, again, took a guilty pleasure in seeing.

The clothes she had picked out were a pair of tight jean shorts and a low cut pink halter top that looked to be at least a size too small for her. Tessa’s big, voluptuous breasts strained against the fabric, and even though she was now dressed, there was still more than enough cleavage on display to keep Luke in a state of ashamed arousal.

“There is some other stuff around here,” said Mia. “Take a look!”

She pointed out into the ocean, about twenty or thirty feet from the edge of the beach. A brown suitcase was bobbing above the surface of the water.

“I’ll get it,” said Luke. “It could have something useful in it.”

He swam out the short distance to grab it, and brought it back to the group’s spot on the beach. It opened easily, and what he found inside surpassed anything he could have hoped for.

The suitcase appeared to be someone’s emergency survival bag, complete with a first aid kit, fire starting equipment, water purification tablets, and most impressively, a sharp metal hatchet with a leather wrapped handle. Luke pulled it out slowly, testing the weight and heft of it before slipping it into his belt loop.

“This is amazing,” he said. “We should give our thanks to whichever paranoid person decided to take this on the plane with them.”

“Correction: whichever smart person decided to.” Jen took a look at the first aid kit, and then put everything back and closed the lid. “I’ll carry this, for now. It’s kind of heavy though…we should find somewhere to make camp where we can keep it safe.”

“Yeah, good idea,” said Luke.

With the hatchet in hand, he was able to make short work of most of the vines and vegetation blocking their way. Luke led the girls forward, cutting a path through the jungle as they went. The foliage only grew thicker and tougher as they progressed further in, with the leaves and vines of the higher canopy blocking out a moderate amount of the sun’s light and giving the jungle a shadowy look.

“Are you sure it’s safe in here, Luke?” asked Tessa. “What about poisonous insects? Or snakes? Or bigger animals?”

“We’ll just have to deal with them as we find them,” he replied. “I haven’t seen anything yet that looks dangerous. Just watch out for brightly colored things, I remember hearing that they tend to be the poisonous ones.”

He continued forward, slicing through plants and stopping every few minutes to listen for any signs of life. What Luke wanted to hear were the sounds of other humans, either other passengers washed up on the shore, or even indigenous, tribal types, who might be willing to help them.

There were no noises in the air beyond the chirping of insects and the calls of birds, along with the ever present crash and fade of the ocean. Luke was surprised by how unnerved he was by it. The constant hum of cars and life back home was something he had accepted as a fact of life.

“Well, it’s not Fiji, but of all the places we could have crash landed…” Jen had made her way up next to him and was hanging onto the back of his left shoulder. “It’s not half bad.”

“Let’s focus on getting rescued before we start gushing about how clean the air is,” said Luke.

He cut through another curtain of vines, and behind it was a large rock, jutting up and out of the ground about seven or eight feet. Luke walked over to it, found a couple of solid hand grips, and hoisted himself up.

“Can you see anything from up there, sweetie?” asked Tessa.

Luke shielded his view from the sun with his hand and looked further into the jungle, noticing a spot only about a hundred feet away that was free of vegetation and right at the base of a cliff. Even more exciting was the small, crystal clear pool of water a couple feet off to the side.

“Yeah.” He jumped down and landed next to the group. “There’s a place up ahead where we can rest, at least for a minute.”

Tessa and Mia smiled at him. Both of them looked amazing, with a small layer of sweat developing on their skin from the hot sun that made their breasts and curves look even more noticeable and seductive. Luke tried to focus on the task at hand, and pushed forward deeper into the jungle.

The clearing ended up being an even better location than he could have hoped for. A small waterfall ran down off the cliff from above, splashing into the water in an almost picturesque fashion. The pond was bigger up close, at least a hundred feet across, and it looked deep enough to be up over his head at the center.

“Oh wow, this is perfect!” Mia ran forward and dipped her hands into the water.

“Don’t drink any of it just yet,” said Luke. “We should probably boil it first.”

“Too late.” Mia giggled and then stuck her hands back in. “It’s freshwater! This isn’t just a pond, this is life saver!”

Luke took a closer look around the area. There was jungle in three directions, with a steep cliff, at least a couple of hundred feet high, fencing them in on the remaining side, nearest to the island’s center. The pond was clear of heavy vegetation for about a hundred feet around its edge, which he found a little unusual.

Luke looked against the cliff, and saw something else that made his spirits lift up. Against the rock wall was a small opening, about two feet wide and three feet high. He moved closer to it, and poked his head inside.

“Hello? Anybody home?” The sound of his voice echoed inside the hole. It was completely dark, and though he was eager to see just how big it was, the thought of encountering bats, or a snake, or any number of potentially hazardous creatures made him a little nervous.

When Luke turned back towards the girls, he almost did a double take. Jen had stripped out of her clothes and was slowly walking deeper into the pond. She was turned away from Luke, but he still managed to get a decent view of the outline of her medium sized breasts, and naked butt.

“What…are you doing?” Luke’s cheeks began to heat up as he saw Tessa and Mia also beginning to undress on the grass.

“Oh, relax, sweetie,” said Tessa. “Your sister suggested that we all go for a swim and wash the salt off our bodies. I think it’s a fantastic idea!”

“But…naked?” It was hard for Luke to focus on his objections. His mom was facing the other way, but watching her slip out of her tight shorts and tiny top was one of the sexiest, and most illicit things he had ever seen.

“We’re all adults here, Luke,” said Mia. Her stewardess outfit was on the ground by the pond, and she walked over to him without making any attempt of covering her big breasts and luscious, naked thighs.

“Alright…I guess it’s fine.” He watched as his mom splashed into the water, and suddenly found himself wanting to join her, badly.

“Let me help you get your stuff off, big boy.” Mia pushed her naked body up against him and began stroking his cock through his shorts. Luke was immediately concerned that his mom and his sister might see, but they were busy enjoying themselves in the pond, splashing each other and swimming under the surface.

“Mia…Oh, wow.” His cock immediately sprang to attention as she slipped down his shorts, kneeling in front of him and pushing her breasts against his crotch.

“It’s because of you that we found this place, Luke.” Mia pumped his cock as she spoke, exhaling her hot breath against his sensitive skin. “We’re so grateful…Your mom, your sister and I…”

She leaned in and gave his cock a quick, tender lick. Leon moaned and felt his reservations begin to give way.

“If there’s anything I can do to make it up to you Luke…All you have to do…is ask.” The attractive stewardess brought her lips right up to the head of Luke’s cock and pushed them against it. He could feel his precum rubbing onto her mouth, and slowly nodded as he grabbed the back of her head.

“Hey, what are you two doing?” Tessa was looking in their direction from in the pond, and suddenly Mia leapt to her feet, jumping back and becoming the image of innocence without skipping a beat.

“I’m on my way!” yelled Mia. She ran over to the edge of the pond and jumped in, water splashing up in tiny drops that reflected the sun like little shards of mirror finished glass.

Luke’s cock was rock hard and throbbing, and he had no way to hide it. He walked over to join the rest of them, hunched over and turned away awkwardly, and stepped off the grass and into the blue water with little grace and lots of embarrassment. The pond was warm, and inviting, and as soon as his waist was under he felt a huge burden lift off his shoulders.

“Oh wow, this is perfect.” Luke watched as his sister swam towards him underwater, surfacing right in front of him and throwing her arms around him.

“Baby brother!” She laughed and began trying to wrestle him underneath the waves. “Remember when we use to water fight when we were kids? It’s your turn to get dunked!”

Luke’s cock was still hard, and it brushed against his sister’s thigh as she struggled to flip him over. She didn’t look like she noticed, but it was an immediate reminder to Luke of just how dangerous the situation could become if he wasn’t careful.

“I don’t know, sis, I think I might be a little old for this…” Luke mumbled, wanting nothing more than to play the game at full intensity and see where it led, but knowing that he absolutely couldn’t. Jen pulled back and Luke snuck a glance at her breasts, which hung perfectly on her frame and looked like they would feel amazing in his hands.

“I think we should all play!” Mia swam over and laughed as she crashed into Luke. His head went under water for a moment, and when he brought it back above the surface, total war had broken out. Mia and Jen were splashing each other relentlessly, and Luke felt a pair of arms wrap around him from behind.

“I got you, sweetie!” announced Tessa. Luke turned around within her grasp, which turned out to be a very big mistake. He felt the head of his cock brush against the entrance of his mom’s warm, inviting cunt, and almost lost his cool. She didn’t notice, or at least pretended not to, and immediately began working to twist Luke into the water.

“Backup is on the way, Tessa!” Mia jumped over and pushed Luke back. She hopped up and onto him, pushing her big tits into his face and wrapping her legs around him.

Mia slid down slightly against Luke, and quite suddenly, his cock was inside of her. It felt amazing, and the pleasure was only multiplied by the fact that his mom and sister were right there with him, totally oblivious to what was going on.

“Oh Mia, you’re going to get what you deserve for that!” Luke grabbed onto her breasts as though he was trying to push her down into the water, but instead used them to shift her up an inch, sliding her along his cock and fucking her with it a little.

“Luke, please,” said Mia. “You’re going to have to give it to me better than that if you want me to learn my lesson!”

She splashed water on him and acted like she was trying to swim back. The game changed, and it became something even more exciting for Luke. Mia laughed and thrashed about in the water, and it was his goal to get his cock inside her and give her the second fucking that she was so desperately begging for.

Luke managed to get his hands by her waist and pull her against him, getting his dick back in and slamming into her solidly a couple of times. Mia dove underwater and swam a few feet away, and the cycle repeated itself again, but this time Luke didn’t stop. He could feel himself getting closer to cumming, and just had to keep going.

“Alright, I think we’ve played enough of this game today.” Tessa was standing in the water glaring at the two of them with her arms crossed. The sound of her voice brought Luke back to reality, and made him feel ashamed of his behavior, and worried about his mom finding out about what was going on.

“Oh, yeah, I think you’re right, Tess,” said Mia. “My fingers are starting to get wrinkly.”

The three women were the first to climb out of the water, and Luke looked away politely while they were getting dressed. It wasn’t until about ten minutes later that his cock had finally settled down enough for him to climb back onto the grass and get dressed himself.


CHAPTER 5

There was a warm, fragrant breeze blowing through the air, gently drying Luke off as he pulled his clothes back on. Mia and Tessa were going through the survival kit, and his sister was walking around the edge of the clearing, looking at the vegetation.

“I’m going to go looking for some food,” said Jen. “We have everything we need here, except that.”

Tessa looked up at her daughter and shook her head.

“It’s too dangerous, we should all just stick together and wait for help to come to us.”

“Mom, it’s okay, I’ll go with her.” Luke took the hatchet out of his belt loop and walked over to his sister. “Besides, we’re going to need to set up a signal fire on the shore if we want the rescuers to have an idea of where we are.”

“He’s right, Tess,” said Mia. “Don’t worry, it will be fine. They know how to be careful.”

“Alright…but get back here before it gets dark.” Tessa glanced up at the sun. “There’s no telling what might come out in a place like this at night.”

Luke and Jen nodded, and then headed off into jungle, opposite the direction that they had come from originally. Luke swung the hatchet, clearing a path as they went. He had mostly gotten the hang of it, and the two of them were able to pass through the dense vegetation at a faster speed than before.

“This is whole situation feels so surreal…” Jen followed close behind him, as though she was afraid of getting lost.

“Yeah, I know,” said Luke. “It’s not exactly my idea of a typical vacation.”

“I didn’t want to bring this up in front of mom and Mia, but don’t you think we should have heard something by now?”

Luke kept chopping through the foliage, pushing ahead while he listened to her.

“It’s only been a couple of hours, sis.” He turned his head back to her and offered an encouraging smile. “Rescues take time. There will be planes crisscrossing overhead within a day or two.”

He didn’t want to admit it out loud, but Luke shared some of his sister’s concerns. He had seen a couple of high profile plane crashes on the news within the past year that had taken days, weeks even, before anything was found. And usually…almost always, there were no survivors. Luke wondered if any search operation would even bother to consider the possibility of people washed up on an island.

“Look at those!” Jen pointed a tree ahead of them, with branches full of big, maroon red fruit.

“Alright, looks like we’ll get to eat well for tonight,” said Luke. “Let’s grab a bunch on our way back.”

Jen had already plucked one into her hand and taken a big bite out of it. Red juice ran down the sides of her mouth, and she smiled to Luke and held it out to him.

“Try it! It’s really good!”

He took it from her and bit into it. Sweet and citrus sour flavors exploded into his taste buds.

“Oh wow…that’s the best thing I’ve had in a while,” said Luke. “How is this not a fruit that you can find at the grocery store?”

“It’s a hidden island secret,” replied Jen. Luke smiled at her, and felt a strange tingling sensation begin to spread across his tongue. He ignored it and handed her back the fruit before pushing forward through the jungle.

“Come on, let’s get a big brushfire set up on the beach and then head back.”

They spilled out onto the sand a minute or two later. Luke had brought the fire starting kit, which was essentially just some water proof matches and a small wooden rod of extremely dry tinder, with him in his pocket. There was more stray wood on that side of the island, and the two of them began pulling branches and leaves over into a pile.

“How much to you think we’re going to need?” asked Jen. Luke looked over at his sister to answer, and felt his eyes immediately being pulled towards her butt. She had bent over to grab a stick of wood, and the tight fabric of her jeans left little to the imagination.

“Uh…as much wood as we can get,” said Luke. “The more hard wood, the better.”

He felt a little unusual, as though the temperature of his body had been turned up by a couple of degrees. It was hard for Luke to take his eyes off his sister, and he felt his cock growing hard as he looked at her.

“I feel a little weird,” said Jen. She walked over to Luke as though in a trance, standing just a little bit too close to him and pushing her chest and boobs out.

“Yeah, so do I,” said Luke. “Sis…you look amazing right now.”

He was embarrassed for needing to voice his desires, but he couldn’t help himself. Luke felt his cock throbbing in his pants, and everything about Jen screamed of sex. As if with a mind of their own, his arms began to reach out towards her, pulling her in close.

“Luke, I feel strange,” whispered Jen. “Your hands, they’re so hot.”

“Oh god, Jen…” Luke leaned in and kissed his sister. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but he knew one thing. He needed to cum, badly, and she was right there.

“Luke, you’re my brother.” Jen blushed and began to take her shirt off, her actions sharply contrasting her words.

“Jen, let’s just…do it for a second,” said Luke. “Maybe we have to get it out of our system.”

The two of them hurried to take their clothes off, grinding against each other in only their underwear. Luke took their clothes and brought them over to the grassy bank of the beach, setting them down and forming a makeshift mat for them to lie down on.

Jen kissed him back fiercely, and began to stroke his cock. Luke realized that he was dizzy, and had double vision. It didn’t matter to him. All that mattered to his senses in the moment were his urges, and primal lust.

He pulled her bra off her, kissing her nipples and letting his tongue dance across them. Jen let out a moan and ran her fingers through his hair. Luke’s cock was aching for release, and he pulled it out of his boxers and began to rub it on his sister’s panty covered mound.

“What the hell…” moaned Jen. “What the hell is going on?”

“I, I don’t know…” Luke was lucid for a moment, and a voice of reason screamed out in his head, tinged with guilt and shame. “Jen…I don’t know if I can stop myself.”

“Oh god, Luke, this is so wrong,” she whispered. “You’re my baby brother.”

Hearing the words out loud had the opposite of the intended effect. Luke felt his cock throb and drip with precum. He had to feel his sister, and push inside of her. He had to stick his thing into her and experience the warmth and wetness of her pussy for himself.

He slipped her panties to the side, in too much of a rush to take them completely off her, and then slid his member up and into her. Jen let out a soundless cry and arched back.

“Oh god, Luke!” she moaned. “I don’t care, fuck me! Fuck me Luke, I need you to fuck me!”

“Sis!” At that point Luke wouldn’t have stopped even if she had begged him to. He began slamming into his sister with the intensity and energy of a machine. His cock was overwhelmed with pleasure, and his sister’s sticky juices coated it as though they were sweet nectar.

Luke grabbed his sister’s body and pulled her up and into him with each stroke. The two moved together, shifting and bouncing in the type of connected rhythm that felt like it reflected the closeness of their relationship as siblings.

Jen was moaning and crying out, and her tits jiggled with every stroke of Luke’s cock. Her face was flushed, and Luke could tell from her expression that she was mortified by what was happening, and ashamed of how powerless she was to stop it and how much her body needed it.

He felt much the same way. His sister’s body felt good against his own, and her cunt might was well have been a thing of myth and magic. He had never imagined that sex could feel so good, and knew that there was no stopping himself. Luke couldn’t stop, not until he had sprayed his load at the expense of his sister.

“It’s the fruit!” Jen whispered into his ear, connecting the pieces of the puzzle. “Luke, it’s the fruit.”

He heard her, but he didn’t hear her. Luke was lost to anything other than the pleasure coursing through his body.

“Bro, we have to stop,” moaned Jen. “Luke, we can’t!” Jen wrapped her legs around him and continued to urge him on with her body, again contradicting her words with her actions.

Luke was too far gone to even make an attempt at stopping himself. He had to fuck his sister. He had to finish.

“Oh god, Luke no!” Jen’s voice increased in pitch, and her body tensed up. “Please, baby bro! Don’t make me cum!”

She screamed out in sexual ecstasy, and then went limp, her arms sprawling out to the sides on the ground. Luke didn’t slow his pace, and continued pumping his big cock into her at full speed, feeling his own orgasm building.

“Sis,” he whispered. Luke had another moment of lucidity, and the reality of the situation began to dawn on him. He was fucking his sister, and it was probably the most immoral and illicit thing he had ever done.

He didn’t stop quickly enough, however. The point of no return was already behind him when he began to think clearly, and instead of pulling out and getting himself out of trouble, Luke began to intensify his pace. He slammed his cock deep into Jen one last time, and felt his white hot cum blast deep into her pussy.

Luke rolled off her and onto the grass. He didn’t say anything, but reached over and grabbed Jen’s hand. She rubbed her finger on his palm in response.

“Oh my god…” Jen was silent for a moment, and then finally spoke up. “Luke…how did we…how did that just happen?”

“You’re right, Jen,” said Luke. “It has to be the fruit. There must be some kind of aphrodisiac in it.”

Jen looked up at him, and then began blushing in earnest as she realized that she was still naked. She grabbed her clothes and put them back on in the same rush that she had taken them off in before.

“Well, let’s hope we can find something else to eat!” She stood up, fully clothed and back to normal, and glared at her brother. “Luke, this never happened!”

“Of course sis, I’m not going to tell anybody,” he replied. “I’m not any happier about it than you are!”

“I’m serious! This never happened!”

“Relax, Jen, I know…”

Luke grabbed his own clothes and pulled them on. He still felt a little strange, unbalanced on his feet and warmer than usual, but he made his way over to the wood pile and got to work finishing what they had started. He managed to get the fire going on his first try, mostly due to the ease of the matches and tinder stick from the survival kit.

“Alright, there we go,” he said. “We can head back now…Jen?”

He looked around, and realized that his sister had already left. Luke was a little hurt, but decided that it was probably for the best. What happened between the two of them was not something that would be easy for them to move past, but giving each other space was probably the best way to go about it.


CHAPTER 6

The sun was setting on the horizon as Luke made his way back. The smoke from the signal fire stretched up into the sky like a beacon of hope, and he found himself being very optimistic about their chances of being rescued.

Luke felt as though it took longer for him to follow the trail back to the camp than he had remembered it taking before. The island was bigger than it had initially looked. It wasn’t huge, not by any form of measurement, but it had enough space on it, and hopefully, enough food, for all of them to be able to survive without struggling.

The noises of the jungle sounded more foreboding to him as the shadows of the night deepened. Luke held the hatchet in one hand for security, and forced himself to move at an even pace, not rushing and scanning the path as he went.

When he got back to the clearing, Mia and Tessa were sitting together near the cave, both of them looking at it like curious, inquisitive field mice. Luke walked over and set the survival bag down next to them.

“What do you two think?” he asked them. “I took a look at it earlier but I wasn’t sure if it was empty.”

“I think it’s exactly what we need, honey,” said Tessa. “It would be impossible for us to build a shelter of our own tonight. There is enough room in there for all of us to fit relatively comfortably, and we can work on making it more habitable in the morning.”

Luke nodded.

“The smoke signal fire is up and running, so hopefully, we won’t even need to worry about being here any longer than that.”

Tessa offered him a weak smile.

“I don’t know about this,” said Mia. “I’m a little…claustrophobic. I might have trouble sleeping inside a cave like that.”

Luke sat down next to her and rubbed her shoulder encouragingly.

“Hey, don’t worry. I’d be surprised if any of us get much sleep tonight. It’s just so we aren’t out in the open and exposed to the elements and, well, anything else the jungle has to throw at us.”

Luke pulled out the fire starting equipment, and began collecting fallen branches from the bushes nearby. Mia and Tessa joined in, and they set up a tiny pile of kindling a couple feet in front of the cave.

“Hey, where’s Jen? Don’t tell me that she didn’t make it back?” Luke felt himself becoming a little worried.

“No, she stopped by right before you got here,” said Tessa. “She said that she was going to grab some coconuts from some trees down by the beach we washed up on. I tried to get her to stay, but your sister can be very single minded when she gets an idea into her head.”

“Hey, that’s no fair!” Jen stepped out of the jungle with impeccable timing, carrying a coconut in each hand and under each arm. “And I brought us dinner!”

It was hard for Luke to meet his sister’s gaze at first, and he felt himself getting embarrassed all over again about what had happened before. Jen oriented her body language away from him and towards the other women, and it was easy for him to see that she felt the same way.

He focused his efforts on getting the fire started. The matches and tinder stick worked perfectly, but the supply he had was not designed for repeated use. Luke figured that he could start two, maybe three more fires before the stick ran out, and no more than eight before he was out of matches. He found himself hoping that they would be rescued before it became an issue.

“Alright, if we keep feeding firewood into this, it should keep for the night.” Luke stepped back as the flames began to flicker to life.

“Thank you honey,” said his mom. “You’re so handy!”

She walked over to him and gave him a big hug. For a moment, Luke forgot about their situation, and could only focus on the feeling of his mom’s big, soft breasts against his chest. He wanted to reach down, grab her buttocks, and grind his crotch against her, but forced himself to be still. His cock was growing hard, and he could tell that the effects of the fruit hadn’t faded completely.

“He is really good with his hands, isn’t he?” said Mia. “And he’s so big and strong…I’m not really sure how we would make do in a situation like this without your son, Tessa.”

Jen had her arms crossed, and Luke couldn’t tell if it was just the shadows cast across her face by the fire, but it looked like she was glaring at him.

“Alright, how about we eat some food,” said Jen. “The food that I brought back to the camp.”

She picked up one of the coconuts from the ground next to her and began turning it over in her hands. She tried twisting it, and then banging it against a rock on the ground, but couldn’t get it open.

“Here, let me.” Luke reached over and took the coconut out of his sister’s hand. His finger brushed hers as he did, and his body was instantly filled with fiery, hot tingles of lust, and he could tell from Jen’s face that she was having the same strange physical reaction.

Luke set the coconut on the ground, and with one accurate chop to the middle of it, he split it in two with his hatchet. Tessa and Mia both clapped and cheered, and he started scraping off pieces of dried coconut and handing them out.

“Thanks honey,” said Tessa.

They sat around the campfire and ate silently for a while. For Luke, it was a chance for his mind to really catch up with the situation, and begin to process what was going on.

They were stranded on an island, awaiting a hypothetical rescue, and navigating the perils of close, uninhibited contact with each other. Luke thought about his encounter with Mia, and his encounter with his sister, and immediately began to feel confused and ashamed about how things had gone over the course of the first day.

He knew that in part, it was due to the conditions. This was not the type of situation that a group of people who had lived their entire lives in the warmth and comfort of a first world country could adapt to without a few strange hiccups. He tried not feel too bad about it, but the more his mind drifted, and remembered, the more guilty and aroused he started to feel.

“I’m grateful that we’re all together.” Tessa finally spoke up and broke the silence. “There were a lot of other people with us on that plane, and it doesn’t look like any of them are here.”

The group was silent again for a moment. Luke stared into the flames of the fire, watching them dance through the air with savage grace. He turned and looked over his shoulder at the smoke signal. It was hard to see in the dark, and looked as though it had slowed down.

“We’re so lucky to be alive. I think you’re right, Tessa.” Mia looked at each of them in the eyes, and Luke felt his body becoming excited as the two of them shared a knowing look.

“I’m going to set the signal fire up again tomorrow, and see what I can do about finding more food,” said Luke. “For now…we just have to focus on keeping things going. I know we’ll be rescued, soon enough, but until then…we’re going to have to survive.”

Luke stood up and walked over to a long, thick stick that he had set aside before. He wrapped one end of it with a length of flexible, dry jungle vine, and then stuck it into the fire. It went up in a blaze, making a very simple torch.

“Come on. Let’s take a look in the cave.”

The craggy entrance in the side of the cliff was low to the ground and small. Luke had to crouch down to almost half his height in order to get through it. Upon reaching the other side, he was taken aback by how much the cave opened up.

There was enough room for him to stand up, and as much floor space as a large bedroom. Luke took a look at the walls, which were made of thick stone, cold and damp to the touch.

“I’ll build a fire in here tomorrow,” he said. “It will dry everything out, and make our short stay in here a little more comfortable.”

“It’s going to be dangerous to have so much smoke in such a small space,” said Tessa.

“It will just be temporary. I might be able to find a way to make it vent out the top, and get some kind of chimney set up.”

Luke and the women headed out to the pond to wash up, and then climbed back into the cave for the night. Among the clothes in the bag of luggage they had found that morning had been a couple of thin blankets and sheets. The group spread them out on the ground to make a clean surface to sleep on.

Luke extinguished the torch, and then laid down on one of the sheets, next to his mom. It had been a long, challenging day, and as soon as everyone had said their goodnights to each other, Luke felt himself falling into an exhausted, deep sleep.

It was several hours later when he began to stir. The only light creeping into the cave was from the dying embers of the fire outside, and it took Luke a moment to realize why he’d woken up.

His cock was rock hard, almost painfully so. He couldn’t remember his dream clearly, but he knew it had been about sex. Luke’s mind felt hazy, like it had before when he’d eaten the red fruit with Jen.

He could hear his mom’s soft, even breathing from where she was sleeping to his side. Luke remembered how he had found her earlier that morning, her body on full display, and the modest, red faced manner in which she had tried to hide her breasts and pussy from him.

Without meaning to, Luke began to inch closer to her. He wanted to cuddle with his mom, and that was all, or at least that was what he told himself. Luke moved in close enough to smell the faint remnants of her perfume, and then pushed his crotch forward.

His mom was turned away from him, and Luke’s cock slid up against her butt. She felt warm and amazingly soft against him, and Luke felt his mind begin to fog over as he craved more of her, and began to lose control.

Luke reached one of his arms over and wrapped it around his mom’s waist. Slowly and steadily, he began to push against her, grinding his cock against his mom’s butt and thighs. She felt so unbelievably good, but at the same time, the shame and guilt of giving into his lust was almost too much for Luke.

Tessa’s breathing shifted, and she let out a small moan. Luke let his hand slide further up, and grabbed at his mom’s breasts. Something had snapped inside his body, and taken his self-control out of the equation. It was like with his sister before. Luke felt like he had to fuck her, as dirty and perverted as he knew it was.

He began thrusting against his mom, making no attempt to disguise the fact that he was dry humping her. Luke slid his hand underneath her top and began to feel her soft breasts, the naked flesh of her chest hot against his hand. The pleasure was so intense, and he felt it flooding through his body, pushing him towards an orgasm.

“Luke, sweetie, you can’t,” whispered Tessa. Luke froze in place, suddenly acutely aware of how wrong what he was doing was. He had thought that his mom was asleep, and would stay asleep.

“Mom, I’m sorry, I just-“

“It’s okay honey, I understand.” Tessa shifted around so that she was facing him, and ran her hand down his chest. “Situations like the one we’re in…they make everyone react differently. But you can’t do things like this to your mommy, it’s not okay.”

Luke was silent for a minute, the shame and embarrassment over what he had almost done weighing down on him like a ton of bricks.

“Sweetie, I think you should take care of yourself,” whispered Tessa. “You’re too worked up right now, you need to get some…release. So you can get some sleep.”

“Uh…okay, mom.” Luke was glad that his bright red cheeks were hidden by the darkness.

“Go ahead sweetie, act like I’m not even here,” said Tessa.

Luke slowly pulled down his pants and boxers, and wrapped his hand around his cock.

“Okay mom, I’m going to do it,” he said. He slowly began stroking himself off. It felt like his mom’s gaze was locked onto his cock with the focus of a laser, even though it was too dark to see.

“There you go, baby,” whispered his mom. “It’s just part of being human. Mommy understands, it’s okay.”

“Oh god, mom,” he said. The images of Tessa on the beach, her big breasts and naked body on full display, were running through his mind. “It feels…really good.”

“I know, honey.” Tessa reached one of her hands out and began running it through his hair. “Just let it all out. Do it for your mommy, she wants you to feel better.”

“Mom…this feels…wrong.”

“No, it’s fine sweetie,” said Tessa. “There’s nothing wrong with this, and it will help you calm down and keep from doing much naughtier things.”

Hearing his mom say the word naughty, and the way it rolled off her lips, was almost too much for Luke. He was pumping his cock faster, and had an intimate awareness of his mom’s warmth and presence next to him. She let her hand shift from his hair down to his chest and rubbed it tenderly, in a way that only a mother knows how to do.

“Mom…I, I’m going to…”

“Go ahead, Luke,” whispered his mom. “Let it all out, sweetie.”

He had reached his limit. Luke turned to the side, towards his mom, as his cock began to blast out its load. It was too dark for him to see, but he thought that the first string of cum landed on her. Tessa confirmed it for him after the first few pulses, making hot, electrified contact with her palm against his cock, pushing it so it aimed away from her.

“Oh wow, sweetie, you made a bit of a mess.” Tessa wiped her hand against her shorts, and then kissed Luke on the cheek.

“Sorry mom,” Luke whispered. A strange mixture of shame, embarrassment, and comforting warmth was coursing through his body.

“It’s fine. Just be more careful next time.” Tessa rolled back into her spot and turned away from him. “Goodnight Luke. I love you.”

“I love you too, mom.”

Luke closed his eyes, and felt sleep overtake him.

END
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CHAPTER 1

“Oh come on honey! It made them so happy to see us!”

Tom Varson turned his attention away from the trees and rural emptiness moving by the passenger window of the family’s minivan. His step mom, Angie, was behind the driver’s wheel, smiling cheerfully at him and swaying to the music coming from the radio.

“Yeah, I know,” he said. “I just wish they didn’t live a million miles away.”

The two of them were on their way back from visiting Angie’s parents and Tom’s step-grandparents, who were still as welcoming and kind as they had been 15 years ago when Angie had first married Tom’s dad.

“Well maybe if somebody was a little more open to confronting their fear of flying!” Angie giggled and reached across the car to tickle Tom. He knocked her hand away and returned the gesture with an exaggerated glare, wishing on the inside that she’d stop doing that.

Tom and Angie had been close from the start. Tom’s dad was a high powered businessman, not necessarily the best paid but most certainly overworked. He traveled a lot, and from the age of 4 when Angie had first entered the equation, it had mostly been Tom and her around the house.

She had done everything, raising Tom in a gentle, understanding, sensual way into the young man that he was today. Angie loved Tom, and he loved her, but as he’d gotten older, their relationship had grown much more complicated, at least on his end.

“I’ll have to catch up on my studying when we get home,” said Tom. “Exams are next week.”

As a senior in high school, Tom was at a pivotal junction in his life. Academically, he was doing fine, and he had a good social circle of friends that were always up for fun on the weekends.

“Well let me know if I can help,” said Angie. “It’s been too long since we’ve had a private study session in your room.”

There’s a good reason for that, Tom thought to himself. Angie was, by far, the most attractive woman in his life. Tom glanced over at her in the driver’s seat, her big breasts and sexy thighs covered by a flirty summer dress that was just a little too small for her, in all the right places.

She was short, but with long hair and gorgeous eyes. Her smile always had a mischievous edge to it that sent hot chills down Tom’s spine now that he was old enough to recognize the sexiness of it. And she had a habit of dressing in very skimpy clothing, and sometimes nothing at all, when she was just hanging around the house.

“Yeah mom, I will,” said Tom. He already knew in his head that there was no way he could ask for her help. It was too much of a challenge for him to be alone with her, the proximity pushing his body to react in the same way as any red blooded male’s would, and the last thing he needed was to weird her out by popping wood with the two of them sitting side by side.

Angie was so hot that it had almost become a part of Tom’s identity. Like any involved mother of a teenager, she often would help out with community and school events that were going on around him, and Tom’s friends held nothing back when it came to talking about how horny she made them.

He had learned to drown it out after a while, but many of their suggestions resonated in his mind, primarily because a dirty, perverted part of him was just as eager to push it further with his mom as they were.

“No, seriously sweetie, just let me know.” Angie reached her hand over and rubbed Tom’s thigh. “I’m more than happy to help you with anything you need.”

It was torture for him. The entire trip had been torture, and Tom felt his cock quickly hardening in his pants. He shifted after a moment, forcing his mom’s hand away before the continued contact brought him any further into embarrassing territory.

“The sun is starting to set,” said Tom. “We should probably find a place to stay for the night.”

On the way out, the two of them had crashed at Angie’s sister’s gigantic country house, which had two guest bedrooms. But they were taking a different route back, mainly due to the fact that Tom had started off driving, and hadn’t thought to set up the GPS on his phone for guidance.

“I’m sure they’ll be a place in this upcoming town,” said Angie, slowing a road sign that they were passing by. “It looks like we’ll be staying in….Westhaven for the night.”

As the minivan slowly rolled out of the trees and into the town, the low angle of the sun cast long shadows across their surroundings. Westhaven reminded Tom a bit of the village that his grandparents lived in, but somehow, it felt much emptier, as though it was twice the size it needed to be for the number of people.

There was only one main street in the town, and Tom didn’t see any hotel or motel signs on it. Angie pulled up to a man standing outside of a pub and rolled down Tom’s window.

“Excuse me, where is the nearest place that we could stay for the night?” she asked.

Tom watched as the man eyed his mom’s chest with lecherous eyes, and tried to keep his anger and embarrassment in check. The man pointed up to a hill that was off to the side, in the distance.

“Uh, it’s up that way, ma’am,” said the man. “”Just make doubly sure that it’s the type of place you’re wanting to be staying at.”

Angie looked at him queerly, and then smiled and nodded her head.

“Thanks,” she said.

The two of them took a left at the next intersection, and began heading towards where the man had directed them. The road up the hill was curvy and meandering, and the trees on either side of it looked strangely menacing, with sharp branches and few leaves.

The building came into view as they reached the top of the hill. It was a big hotel, taller than what Tom had been expecting, given the size of the town. The outer color was an interesting shade of dark grey, and it was at least ten or so stories high.

“The parking lot is abandoned,” said Angie. “I mean, I guess it’s to be expected in a town this size, but…is this place even open?”

It was true. Tom could only see a single vehicle in the parking lot, a newish model sedan that looked very lonely amongst the rows and rows of empty parking spaces. Angie picked a spot a couple meters down from it, and the two of them climbed out of the minivan.

“Well, I guess we should take some of our stuff inside,” said Tom.

“Let’s take all of it,” said Angie. “I don’t know why, but I have a weird feeling about this place. If someone broke into the van in the middle of the night, I sincerely doubt the local police would bother to do anything about it.”

The two of them didn’t have that many bags, but it was enough to make the walk to the front entrance feel a little longer than it should have. The doors were thick, ancient looking slabs of wood, and they creaked open as Tom pulled on one of the copper handles.

“Hello there!” A busty woman in a tight fitting, low cut black dress sat behind the counter. “Welcome to Hotel Desire!”

Tom glanced around the entrance hall. A curved staircase led from the middle of the room up to the second floor balcony, where there was a small elevator against the back wall. The carpets were maroon, and even though there was a chandelier hanging from the high ceiling, the room felt under lit, a little too dark for the welcome area of a hotel.

“Hotel Desire, that’s kind of a strange name, isn’t it?” asked Angie.

“Yeah, we get that a lot. Desire is the last name of the family that founded it.” The woman stood up slowly, and Tom felt his blood begin to pump as his eyes were drawn to her sexy cleavage. She picked up a clipboard and walked around to the other side of the counter, sitting on it and crossing her legs.

“My name is Kendra, I’m the fulltime steward here at the hotel. I can get the two of you settled in right away. Let me guess, you’re here on a romantic getaway?”

Tom watched as his mom turned bright red and began to sputter in response.

“What? I, uh, no, that’s not it! This is my-“ Angie was cut off in midsentence as Kendra began to laugh and hold up her hands.

“Relax, I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it,” said the hotel steward. “I like younger guys every now and then, too. They have stamina, and can just keep going, and going.”

Tom hated to admit it, but his cock was getting hard at both the idea and the way Kendra spoke about it. He felt ashamed at his reaction, and forced himself to step forward and explain.

“Um, actually…” said Tom. “This is my mom, Angie. We’re just stopping here for the night on our way home. My name’s Tom.”

Kendra held one of her hands up to her mouth and laughed into it, and then flicked a strand of hair out of her face.

“Oh, my mistake, I am so sorry for assuming,” she said. “It’s nice to meet both of you. We don’t get many visitors passing through Westhaven.”

There was something in the woman’s tone of voice that set Tom ever so slightly on edge, and excited him. She was looking at him with a hungry smile, and making it obvious enough that he could see his mom, still upset over the misunderstanding, beginning to get very impatient and protective.

“Thank you Kendra, we’d like to get up to our room as soon as we can,” said Angie. “It’s been a long drive.”

“Of course,” said Kendra. “If you’ll just sign in right here, we can get started.”

Angie set her bags down and began scribbling in a ledger on the desk. Tom felt slightly awkward as he stood there, smiling at Kendra and waiting for her to say something. She just stared at him, and licked her lips. He was more turned on then he had been in a very long time, but also a little unnerved.

“Okay, right this way.” Kendra led the two of them up the curved staircase.

The second level appeared to be a public area, with a small library, a kitchen and dining area, and a small corner lounge. Kendra pushed a button next to the elevator doors, and a creaking noise came from behind them.

“The hotel was originally built in 1955,” said Kendra. “It was state of the art construction at the time. Westhaven was also a much more frequented town.”

“Yes, I can see that,” said Angie.

They stepped onto the elevator, which was small, even for just three people and the luggage. Tom felt his heart beating in his chest as the doors closed and the little box began to slowly move upwards. Both of the women were close enough to him to give his lower half strangely intoxicating ideas, and he felt his cock feeling extra sensitive from the excitement.

“I’m going to put the two of you in suite 303,” said Kendra. “It’s one of the nicer rooms we have. Back in the day, it was reserved for the higher end guests that we’d get.”

She walked a short distance down the hall, and then pulled out a key and unlocked one of the identical doors along the wall. Tom and Angie followed her inside, and got their first look at the room.

“It’s nice…” said Angie. “But, there’s only one bed?”

“There’s a cot that slides out from underneath, if the two of you feel that you need it.”

Tom glanced around at the suite. It was spacious, with the typical generic, hotel room décor. The TV was a large flat screen, obviously something that had been upgraded fairly recently. There was a mini fridge against one of the walls, which Kendra walked over and plugged in, and the bathroom was clean, with shiny fixtures.

“This will work,” said Tom. “It’s definitely nicer than if we had gone to a motel.”

“Yes, sweetie, you’re right,” said Angie.

“Alright, perfect. I have my own room on the second floor. Let me know if the two of you need anything during the night.” Kendra smiled devilishly again, and then walked over to Tom and stood very close to him. “Anything at all.”

She let her hand come to a rest on his for a moment, and a strangely hot sensation shot through Tom’s body. He couldn’t resist staring at Kendra’s breasts, which she pushed out towards him in a way the maximized her cleavage.

“I think we’ll be fine!” said Angie. “Thank you, Kendra.”

The hotel steward nodded, handed each of them a key, and then exited the room and closed the door behind her. Tom still felt strangely warm, but he shook it off and walked over to the bed.

“For a small town hotel, this place is not what I was expecting.” Tom leaned back and fell onto the bed, feeling the soft spring mattress underneath. “I almost wish we could stay more than one night.”

Angie smiled and came over to the bed. She sat down next to Tom and let her hand drape across his thigh, an action that excited him even more. He tried to smile it off and interpret it as the harmless, motherly gesture it was, but a hard on was slowly creeping up between his legs.

“Let’s take a look at that cot that Kendra mentioned,” said Angie. She moved off the bed and reached under it, and after a moment, pulled out a very uncomfortable looking flat box bed with a stain in the middle.

“Uh, well…that’s…” Tom scratched his head as he looked at it.

“You can’t sleep on this!” Angie pushed it back under the bed and sat close in front of her son. “It looks like it’s fifty years old. We’ll just share the bed, sweetie.”

“Mom, are you sure about that?” Tom felt a little conflicted by her suggestion, and his cock tingled strangely in his pants.

“I’m sure, honey.” Angie leaned in and gave Tom a soft kiss on the cheek, which felt much more exciting to him than it should have. “It will be fine, don’t worry. For now though, I need to take a shower. We’ve been on the road for a long time.”

“Okay mom,” said Tom. “I guess I’ll just…watch TV.”

He flipped on the flat screen, and watched his mother out of the corner of his eye as she pulled some clothes out of her bag and walked into the bathroom. Tom felt hornier than he had in a very long time.

He didn’t know if it was the way Kendra had looked and acted before, or from his own hormones being backed up from so many days without release, but a voice in his head was yelling for him to do something about it.

The door to the bathroom swung closed, and after waiting to hear the shower water start up, Tom switched through the TV’s channels until he found something that his mind found stimulating. There wasn’t much to pick from, during the day, but he found a women’s volleyball championship match, and then unzipped his pants.

It was hard for Tom to not feel like a bit of a pervert, but something deep and primal had control of his mind. As an eighteen year old high school student, he was used to having his hormones pull him around by the dick, but this went above and beyond anything he had experienced before.

His cock was already rock hard as he pulled it out of his boxers, and the women on the screen suddenly looked a lot more sexual and appealing. He slowly began to stroke it, balancing his shame for giving in during daylight hours with his paranoia of his mom coming out and catching him.

Part of it was because of her. Tom knew that with the two of them sleeping in the same bed together, he would have to be on his best behavior. He felt like he would die of embarrassment if he ended up with a hard problem on his hands sleeping right next to the woman that had raised him.

All of the sudden, the bathroom door creaked open. Angie had not shut it all the way when she’d gone in to take a shower, and now, from where Tom was on the bed, he could see his mom’s naked body through the relatively translucent shower curtain.

Tom tried to pull his hand away from his cock, feeling dirty and ashamed, but he was too aroused to stop himself from continuing. His mom was turned away from him, and the steam on the clear shower curtain made it so he could see only the most minimal of details. Still, it was her, and she was totally naked, soaping up her big boobs right across the room from him.

“Sweetie, can you bring me a towel?” Angie called to him from the bathroom, and Tom almost jumped off the bed. He tucked his cock away the best he could, and then grabbed a towel from a pile of clean laundry that had been left on the table in the corner.

“Uh…sure mom, no problem.” Tom was more turned on than he had ever been in his life, but also more confused. She was his mom, and yet he wanted nothing more than to ogle her gorgeous, naked body, and stroke off to her.

He made his way into the bathroom slowly. Angie was aware that her son’s eyes were on her now, and did her best to preserve her modesty by covering her chest with one arm and her crotch with the other.

“I’m just going to leave it on this hook right here,” said Tom. He was staring into the shower, and knew that his pants must be visibly tented.

“Thanks, honey.” Angie leaned out from the side of the curtain for a moment, and Tom almost couldn’t handle what he saw. His mom only had her nipples and crotch covered, and the rest of her luscious body was dripping wet and on full display for him. She looked down at his package and then her cheeks flushed red, signaling to Tom that she was clearly aware of the state that he was in.

“Uh…I’ll head out now,” said Tom. He slowly turned and walked out of the bathroom, feeling like a lecherous pervert.

“Okay honey,” said his mom. “Can you shut the door?”

Tom nodded, and did what she asked. He turned off the TV, and suddenly began to wonder what the night that lay ahead would hold for them.


CHAPTER 2

When Angie came out of the bathroom, she was wearing a tiny white t-shirt and a light blue pair of yoga pants, both of which clung tightly to her frame and emphasized all of her best attributes. Tom did his best to look away, his cock still excited from the incident in the shower.

“Do you mind if I have the TV on for a bit before we head to bed?” asked Angie.

“No mom, not at all.” He turned to her as he answered, and blushed as they made eye contact. His mom was a kind, confident woman, and she hadn’t said anything about how aroused Tom had obviously been in the bathroom. It was his burden to bear, weighing down on him with deep shame.

“We barely ever watch TV like this anymore at home,” said Angie. “It feels kind of like a treat having one with all the channels in a nice hotel like this.”

She began clicking through programs, searching for something to watch. Tom slipped into the bathroom to change into his pajamas, and then sat down on the bed. It took him a minute to feel comfortable enough to join his mom under the sheets, and as soon as he did, his lower half began to act up again.

“Sweetie, are you okay?” Angie had a concerned look on her face, and leaned her head on her hand as she looked at him with tender eyes.

“Yeah mom, sorry,” said Tom. “I don’t know what it is about this hotel, but I’ve felt a little…off, ever since we got here.”

That was putting it lightly, Tom thought to himself. Whether it was just his hormones acting up, or something else, he didn’t know, but it was hard for him to even think properly in the sensitive, hyper aroused state he was in. He stared at his mom, his eyes being shamefully drawn to her amazing breasts, and felt his cock throb inside his boxers.

“Does it have anything to do with before?” asked Angie. “When you…saw me? You know…in the shower?”

Tom felt his tongue catch in his mouth. He didn’t know what to say. Never before in his life had he so badly wished that he could just disappear, and escape from a conversation that was clearly trapped, regardless of how he answered.

“Mom, I’m sorry!” Tom leaned in closer to her, which only made the situation feel even hotter. “The door was open, and I didn’t mean to. I just…couldn’t look away.”

“It’s fine, Tom, it’s fine.” Angie reached her hand over and ran it along her son’s cheek. “You’re at a very hard stage in your life right now. I wish I could help you out in some way…”

There was a tense, loaded silence in the air. Tom fought the urge to grab his mom and grind himself against her. It was a terrible thought, but it floated in the front of his imagination like a forbidden piece of fruit.

Angie turned the TV off, and then pulled him into her for a hug. Tom felt her soft breasts against her chest, and his cock rubbed against her inner thigh. It took every ounce of willpower he had to keep from taking the situation further.

“Let’s just go to sleep,” said Angie. “I’m sure that you’ll feel better in the morning.”

She walked over to the light and turned it off, and then climbed back into bed. The darkness only made Tom’s illicit sexual ideas and desires all the more real and compelling, but he forced himself to lie down facing away from his mom, towards the edge of the bed.

“I love you, sweetie,” said Angie. “Don’t worry, we’ll be home soon enough.”

“I love you too, mom,” said Tom.

Tom spent the next hour or so hopelessly trying to fall asleep. His body didn’t feel right. It was almost as though it was lighter and looser than normal, and when combined with the overwhelming horniness that had been plaguing him since he’d set foot into the hotel, it was hard for him to trust that he could keep himself controlled.

After coming to the conclusion that he wasn’t going to fall asleep unless he did something about it, Tom got up out of bed. He thought briefly about heading to the bathroom and taking care of himself, but thoughts of his hot mom and her gorgeous body were still fresh in his mind, and he didn’t want to set himself up for an awkward morning.

Instead, Tom got dressed and headed out of their room, making sure that he had the room key with him. He walked slowly down the hall and towards the elevator, listening for any sound of activity and hearing only silence on the air.

The entire atmosphere of the hotel was off. He had only noticed hints of it when they first checked in, but it was much more obvious now. Everything, from the carpets and walls, to the lights hanging from the ceiling, looked a little too dark for a place that catered to paying guests.

It was more unusual than it was spooky, but it set Tom’s thoughts onto what Kendra had told him about the history of the place. It was so unusually empty for such a large building, and Tom wondered how it managed to stay afloat financially with Westhaven being such a small and forgettable town.

He stepped into the elevator and pressed the button for the first floor. There were some vending machines that he’d noticed on the way in, and Tom figured that if he could get some food in his stomach it might help him relax.

The hotel door opened, and Tom stepped out onto the overlooking balcony on the second floor. He could look down from where he was into the lobby, and was surprised to see that Kendra was still awake, reading out of a large, very ancient looking book.

Tom watched her for a moment, and hesitated before heading down the stairs. Kendra had a very strange and serious look on her face. She was muttering something quietly, and after a moment she held out one of her hands, and a soft red glow began to emanate from it.

Tom took a step back. He was unsure of what he had just seen, but knew instantly that it hadn’t been meant for his eyes. The doors to the elevator had already closed again, and he hesitated as he went to press the call button, his nerves telling him that the movement of the machine might alert Kendra to his presence.

“Hey there! Are you new here?”

Tom slowly looked up, and saw something else very unusual at the end of the second floor balcony. An elegant looking woman, at least in her late thirties or early fourties, was leaning against the railing and smiling over at him. She was attractive in a very old school, modest kind of way, and wore a very thin white nightgown.

Tom glanced down into the lobby, and saw that Kendra had wandered off somewhere else. He looked back up to the strange older woman and saw her beckoning him over with her hand. After a brief moment of hesitation, he slowly began to move her way.

“Yeah, I just got in today,” he said. “My name is Tom.”

“Lunell,” said the woman. “It’s so nice to meet you, Tom.”

Something about her echoed the feeling that Tom had about the entire hotel. She was gorgeous, and looked like she’d just climbed out of bed, but it felt weird to Tom. His cock slowly began to get more and more excited as he closed the distance between the two of them, even as his brain screamed out in warning.

“Would you like to come into my room for some tea, young man?” Lunell smiled devilishly as she spoke, and Tom felt himself begin to get a little excited. He was still so horny, and at least one rock hard part of him was interested in getting to know Lunell a little better.

“I would love to, Lunell.”

Tom followed her down the hallway. She had a fantastic butt, and perfect hips, but there was something else about her that he couldn’t help but notice. Every step she took looked and sounded lighter than it should have, as if she was somehow floating as she walked.

“This is it, Tom,” said Lunell. She opened the unlocked door slowly, as if it took a great deal of effort.

Tom looked into her room, and saw that it was much, much nicer than the one he and his mom had been given. There was more space, the bed was bigger and fancier looking, and everything felt as though it had been frozen in time, as if nothing in the room had been updated since the 60s or 70s.

“I don’t usually invite men back to my room so quickly,” said Lunell. “I’m a proper lady, I do hope you know!”

She stood over by a small wheeled cart in the corner of the room, pouring from a tea kettle into the cups. Tom wasn’t sure what to say, and as he stared at her, he was sure that his eyes were playing tricks on him.

Lunell looked as though she was glowing light blue, and around the edges of her body, Tom thought he could see right through her, to the wall on the other side of the room. She turned around with the cups in her hands, and for a moment all he could notice were her big, well-formed breasts, the nipples poking out against the fabric of her gown.

“I don’t have a proper setup as far as chairs are concerned,” said Lunell. “We’ll have to sit on the bed as we drink.”

“Okay.” Tom walked over to her, still recognizing the look on her face as one of a woman who had a certain mischief in planning. His cock hardened even further, and he hunched over slightly to try to hide it.

Lunell took a sip of her tea, let out a very girlish, proper laugh, and then set her hand down right in between Tom’s legs, right on his hard lump. He almost choked on the tea, and quickly set the cup down on the nightstand behind him.

“You are so eager and ready, young man,” she said. “But I guess we have the hotel to thank for that.”

“Lunell, are you…” Tom’s words trailed off as the older woman began to rub and stroke his manhood.

“Have you masturbated today, Tom?” Lunell looked him right in the eyes, blushing ever so slightly as she asked the question. Tom turned crimson red and shook his head.

“No! I mean…wait, why would you ask me something like that?”

“I know that you have.” Lunell leaned closer into him, letting her soft breasts push against the side of Tom’s body. “It’s only because of your manly, sexual energy that I’m even able to be here right now, like this.”

Tom felt Lunell’s hand against his cock, and then all of the sudden, he didn’t. Or rather, he still felt it, but it was inside of his body, and inside of his thigh. Her hand had slipped through his crotch as though it was nothing more than a projection, and Tom could feel a strangely pleasurable warmth deep inside his legs.

“I need you to go a little further, young man, if I’m to stick around.” Lunell leaned in and kissed him, her body touching his flesh as normal again. “I need you to cum for me, Tom.”

“Oh god…” moaned Tom. “How is this…happening?”

Lunell ran her hands up his chest, and slowly began unzipping his jeans. She let her lips rub all the way down his stomach, across his legs, until her face was right in front of his hard cock. She smiled at him, and then gave his tool a light squeeze in between her fingers. It felt fantastic to Tom.

“Oh wow, I can feel it right away!” said Lunell. “It’s going to be great having you here, Tom.”

She brought her lips to the head of his cock, and gave it the type of passionate kiss that an experienced older woman might place on the mouth of her younger lover. Tom felt Lunell’s tongue doing swirls against the tip of his penis, and the precum beginning to form and push into her mouth.

“Oh man, Lunell…” moaned Tom.

“Shhh….” She said. “This is every young man’s fantasy, I’m sure. Being sucked off by such a prim and proper lady. I was a member of high society back before, well, back when I was like you.”

Lunell began to bob her head up and down on Tom’s cock, gently coating it with her saliva and sucking him off. Tom leaned back on her bed, still in disbelief over what was happening. It was his first sexual experience, and though he didn’t have anything to compare it to, he doubted that there was anything that could possibly feel better.

The older woman didn’t let up, and shifted between styles of giving head as though she was putting on a performance. Tom was in bliss, and he let his hand run through Lunell’s hair, which felt unbelievably soft, and insubstantial.

She pulled back for a moment, continuing to stroke Tom and smiling at him coyly. Lunell was in complete control of him, and all Tom could do was stare as she slowly moved in closer to his cock, letting her breath tease him before bringing her lips back to it for a quick kiss.

“I want you to cum, Tom,” whispered Lunell. “I want you to cum all over me.”

“Lunell, oh man…” Tom moaned as she began to pump his cock in her hand and slowly lick at it, like she was trying to get it clean through the most lewd method imaginable.

Lunell pushed forward again, taking his cock into her mouth and continuing her sexual onslaught. Tom was breathing heavy, and he placed his hand on the back of her head and began to urge her further down. The pleasure was taking control of him, and he realized that if it continued to build…

“Oh, Lunell, I’m going to…” The last word never let Tom’s mouth. His cock began to explode, spraying its white hot payload into Lunell’s mouth with raw intensity. It was the first time a woman had ever done anything like that to him before, and it felt so much better than masturbating. Waves of pleasure wracked through his body, and Tom collapsed back on the bed.

“It’s working!” said Lunell. “I can feel it already!”

She leaned over Tom, letting her breasts push against his chest, and kissed him softly on the cheek.

“Thank you, Tom,” she said. “I appreciate this more than you could ever know.”

All Tom could offer in return was a look of confusion. He slowly nodded, and then looked down at his unzipped jeans, the pleasure of the orgasm fading and reality shifting back into focus.

“I should…probably get back to my room,” he said. “I might not see you when I leave tomorrow, Lunell. It was really nice getting to know you, though!”

Lunell smiled at him, and let her hand run across his cheek.

“Likewise, Tom,” she said. “Live a good life.”

After leaving her room, Tom headed straight back to the elevator. Kendra was nowhere to be seen down in the lobby, and the same strange vibe he’d gotten from the hotel before was back in full force. He tried to push it out of his head, and went up to his floor.

His mom was asleep in the bed, and didn’t wake up as he quietly opened the door and made his way over. Tom was finally tired, and this time when he slipped under the covers, sleep came easily.


CHAPTER 3

Tom could see a woman in front of him, slowly undressing. She was attractive, and there was something incredibly familiar about her. As she began to slowly unbutton her blouse, revealing a pair of big, natural breasts underneath, Tom’s cock began to ache for attention.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.” The woman spoke softly as she slowly wiggled out of the tight leggings she was wearing. Her voice was one that Tom knew that he’d heard before, but he couldn’t quite place it.

Tom realized that he was naked as the woman began to walk towards him, wearing only a sexy pair of lingerie panties, and running her hands across her body, as if presenting herself to him. He still couldn’t see her face, but whoever she was, he knew that he had to have her.

“I love you, Tom,” whispered the woman. “There’s nothing wrong with me helping you out, if you need it.”

The woman slowly lowered herself down in front of him and began to jerk him off. Tom wanted to see more of her, but her touch was pleasurable to the point of being paralyzing .He rocked his hips forward, and the woman ran her hand across his thigh.

“That’s it, just like that,” she whispered.

There were more women all around him now, all of them naked, and they began running their hands across Tom’s body. He wanted all of them, but he especially wanted the one who had her fingers around his cock. He had to see more of her, to feel more of her, and to cum with her, but it somehow felt incredibly wrong and sinful. She started to look up at him, and Tom knew that her face was about to come into view.

“Time to get up, sweetie!”

Suddenly, he was awake. His mom was already moving, dressed in a short sleeve, low cut blouse and a very short summer skirt. She was leaning over him and shaking his shoulder, and Tom could smell the flowery scent of her perfume.

“Oh, sorry mom,” said Tom. “I was having a dream…”

The details of it were fading out of his mind like sand drawings on a shore, swept away by the incoming tide. The only thing he knew for sure was that it had been about sex, and he still felt a little guilty about whatever the sex had entailed. His cock felt hot, and he realized that there was an embarrassing tent sticking up in the middle of the sheets.

Angie either didn’t notice, or was very good at ignoring it, in her understanding, motherly way. She walked over to the full length mirror on the back of the bathroom door and began brushing her hair.

“You should get dressed,” she said. “The sooner we get on the road, the sooner we’ll be home.”

Tom nodded, and slipped out of bed. He walked over to his bag and picked out some clothes, opting for a pair of cargo shorts and a t-shirt for the day.

“Where did you go last night?” asked Angie. “I woke up at one point, and you weren’t there.”

“Oh…I wasn’t?” Tom remembered the events of the night before, and his late night tryst with the strange woman. It was vivid in his mind, but a couple parts of it were so bizarre to him that he wasn’t sure if it had been a dream or not.

“Yeah,” said Angie. “Were you just in the bathroom, or…?”

“Oh yeah, now I remember,” said Tom. “I went downstairs, to get some food.”

Angie bent over to get something out of her own bag, and for a moment all Tom could do was stare at her cleavage. He silently admonished himself and tried to look away before feeling too guilty about it, but it was as though his gaze was locked onto his mom’s chest.

“Sweetie? Are you going to change?” Angie flicked her eyes up at him, with a look in them that managed to be motherly and yet strangely flirty at the same time.

“Yeah, of course!” said Tom. “Sorry mom.”

He hurried off into the bathroom and began stripping out of his pajamas. His cock was like a bar of steel, fully erect and aching for attention between his legs. Tom wondered if it was just a result of the sexual experience he had the night before, his first. It felt like more than that, though, almost as though an unnatural horniness had taken hold of his mind and body.

Tom changed into his clean clothes and then headed back out into the room. Angie had gathered their stuff by the door, and after tossing his pajamas into his clothing bag, he shouldered it and picked up another bag in his free arm.

“Ready?” asked Angie. He nodded, and the two of them headed out into the hall.

Tom felt an eager sensation in his cock as the two of them rode the elevator down to the ground floor. He focused on his breathing, feeling a little confused at how sexually frustrated he was. All he wanted, at that moment, was for another release, another moment of intense, draining pleasure.

“Hey, sweetie, are you okay?” asked Angie. She looked over at him with worried eyes, but all Tom could see was her amazing breasts and body.

“Uh, yeah,” he replied. “I just feel a little…hot, I guess.”

Angie smiled at him and ran her hand through his hair. Her touch was electric to Tom, even though she was his mother.

“I feel the same way,” she replied. “Maybe it’s the air conditioning in the building?”

The elevator door creaked open, and the two of them headed down the stairs and into the lobby. Kendra was sitting behind her desk, wearing a new dress that was just as revealing and provocative as the one she had worn the day before. She stood up as she saw them coming, and walked over.

“I hope the two of you enjoyed your stay.” Kendra stood close to Tom, a little too close for a casual conversation. He could see a challenging edge to her smile, her luscious lips coated in red, seductive lipstick. Tom admired her boobs and body, and tried to stop himself from shamefully comparing her and his mother in his mind.

“We did, thank you,” said Angie. “The room was very nice.”

“Can I interest you in breakfast? We have it delivered by one of the local catering companies every morning.” Kendra touched Tom’s hands and leaned over towards him, the cleavage of her breasts spilling into his view. He realized that he wanted her badly, and from the way she was acting, it looked like she knew it.

“No, that’s okay,” said Angie. “We really should be getting going.”

Tom reluctantly followed his mom out of the front doors of the hotel, looking back at Kendra, who waved goodbye to him with slow, sensual movements. He found himself wondering if he’d be able to make it home in the state he was in. He didn’t have to wonder for long.

“Oh my god!” cried Angie.

The minivan was still parked in the same spot they had left it in the night before, but with one major difference. All four of its tires were flat. Tom crouched low to inspect them, scratching his head with one finger as he sized up the situation.

“This is really weird,” he said. “Mom, it looks like the tires have cuts in them.”

“What?” Angie leaned over her son, unintentionally rubbing her big breasts against his back as she did. “Do you think somebody did this intentionally?”

“That’s the only explanation I can think of.” Tom ran his finger along the several inch long slit in the bottom of one of the tires. “This doesn’t just happen on its own, not on all of the wheels.”

Angie sighed, and then pulled out her phone. She tapped on it for a moment, running one of her hands through her long, soft hair.

“I don’t see any mechanics listed nearby in Westhaven,” she said. “Let’s go and ask the hotel steward if she knows about any that are close.”

Tom felt a little weird as the two of them walked back up to the hotel. He hadn’t realized it until just then, but he had calmed down in the parking lot. Now, as he walked back towards the wooden double doors of Hotel Desire, each step closer felt like it sent more blood and excitement rushing down to his cock.

“Did you two forget something?” asked Kendra , as they walked back in.

“Something happened to our tires during the night,” said Angie. “It looks like somebody popped them!”

“Hmm, that’s weird, but not unheard of,” said Kendra. “Westhaven gets its fair share of crime.”

“It doesn’t make any sense, though,” said Tom. “Why would they just cut the tires? None of the windows were broken. Nothing was stolen.”

Kendra brought a finger up to her lips and leaned back in her chair. She shifted her legs, giving Tom a brief glimpse of the red panties she was wearing underneath her dress as she uncrossed them.

“I’m so sorry that this happened,” said Kendra. “I have the number for a really good mechanic, but like most of Westhaven, they aren’t going to be back in the garage until Monday, at the soonest.”

Angie sighed and crossed her arms. She looked over at Tom and wrinkled her forehead.

“What, are we just supposed to hang out until then?” she asked.

Kendra stood up and walked around the desk and over to them. She clasped her hands together and offered an understanding smile.

“You can stay here at the hotel. It’s the least I can do, all things considered. And your stay will be on the house.”

Tom watched as his mom looked back out towards the parking lot, and then slowly nodded her head. Kendra was smiling, and patted her on the back encouragingly.

“Here, let me take your bags up to your room for you.” The attractive hotel steward reached down and relieved Angie of her luggage. “Why don’t the two of you check out the nature path we have in the back woods behind the hotel? It will help you clear your heads.”

“That sounds like a good idea, we’d love to.” Tom smiled at his mom, and she forced a smile back. He was just as frustrated as she was, in more ways than one, but knew that it could be a lot worse.

“Alright, let’s go sweetie,” said Angie. “Thank you for your kindness, Kendra.”

Tom stood close to his mom as the two of them walked out of the entrance and down the steps. She didn’t say anything, and after a minute, Tom reached over and rubbed her shoulder encouragingly.

“It will be okay, mom,” he said. She smiled at him, put her hand on top of his, and then pulled him in for a hug.

“Thanks honey,” said his mom. Her breath was hot on Tom’s neck, and it took all of his willpower and self-control to keep from grinding his hard cock into her stomach. Her breasts felt so soft against him, and more than anything he wanted to grope at them with his hands and pull them out of her shirt.

Angie stepped back from him before any of his shameful ideas could develop any further, and the two rounded the corner of the building. There was a gated patio along with a couple of tables set out in the backyard, and behind that he saw the opening between the trees that led into the woods.

“This might not end up being so bad,” said Tom. “I mean, at the very least, we should try to enjoy it. We ended up with a couple more days of vacation, for free.”

“You’re right, dear.” Angie walked in front of him, her hips swaying from side to side with every step. “Come on, let’s check out this path.”

Tom followed his mom, doing his best to not ogle her perfect butt, and to keep his hormones in check. He meant everything that he had said about the situation being a blessing in disguise, but part of him was also a little conflicted. It was Friday, and for the next two days, he and his mom would be sharing their hotel room, sleeping in the same bed, and being in tantalizingly close contact with each other.

The trees on either side of the path were tall and leafy, making a natural canopy that blocked out a portion of the sunlight overhead. Birds could be heard chirping of in the distance, and a light breeze blew through the air.

“This is nice,” said Angie. “Very quiet, and tranquil.”

“Yeah, you’re right mom.” Tom stepped forward until he was walking next to her. Angie linked her arm through his and leaned her head against his shoulder. If it wasn’t for his sex hungry, throbbing cock, it would have been a very sweet moment. Instead, Tom had to work to keep himself from letting his hands explore his mother’s body, touching her and pulling her in closer.

Something moved out of the corner of Tom’s eye, and when he turned to look, he was surprised by what he saw. There was a tiny little woman, no more than a third of his height, with green eyes and long emerald hair, staring right at him.

“Uh, mom,” he whispered. “Do you see that, over there?”

Angie turned and squinted in the direction that Tom had pointed.

“What, the trees? Is there a bird, or something?”

Another tiny little nymph woman dropped down from a nearby tree, followed by a third. Each of them looked as though they weighed no more than fifty pounds, though they all had full feminine figures, and faces that looked girlish and yet very mature at the same time.

“I…I think we should head back to the hotel,” said Tom. He was confused, and a little scared, and wondered why it was that he could see the nymphs, and his mom couldn’t.

“What? But we haven’t even started-“

Angie was interrupted in mid-sentence by the hands of one of the little nymphs. Two glowing white wings were on its back, and it hovered to the side of Tom’s mom with them and began to slip her blouse open.

“Mom!” Tom tried to pull her away, but the creature was strong, and another one had grabbed him by his leg.

“This is so strange, my shirt just ripped on its own…” Angie looked down at her exposed cleavage, her large breasts covered only by a tiny bra. Tom tried not to enjoy the sight too much, his cock beginning to get even more shamefully excited at the illicit situation.

“Let’s go! We can get you a change of clothes when we get back to the…” Tom trailed off in midsentence, and realized that the nymph nearest to him had begun stroking his bulge through his pants with her tiny hands. It felt amazing, and his mind fogged over with lust.

“Oh, my! What is going on?” Angie had problems of her own to deal with. The nymphs were slowly stripping her naked, pulling her blouse completely off and unzipping the back of her skirt. She grabbed at her clothes, but without being able to see the creatures, it was a wasted effort.

“Mom, just…start walking back down the trail,” said Tom. “I…I’ll meet up with you in a second.”

The nymph that was rubbing his hard on had magically soft fingers, and though it made him feel incredibly ashamed, he didn’t want it to stop until he had found his release. Tom blushed and held his hands behind his back, and then began to panic as the creature started sliding his shorts down to the ground.

“Nooooooo!” Angie was fighting to keep her bra on. One of the nymphs was floating behind her, trying to pull the unhooked garment out of her grasp. Tom watched in disbelief as his mom blushed and fought to preserve her modesty.

He felt the gentle wind on his naked cock, and realized that he was in trouble, too. The nymph had pulled it out through the flap of his boxers, and it was now fully engorged and visible. Tom blushed and made a feeble show of covering himself up, still too much of a slave to his desires to try to stop the nymph from stroking him with her tiny hands.

“Tom, look away!” cried Angie. “My clothes…I don’t understand it, but they’re coming off!”

Tom couldn’t have taken his eyes off his mom if he had tried. She was almost completely naked now, with one arm wrapped around her big, gorgeous breasts, and the other trying to keep the nymphs from pulling down her panties.

“Oh god, mom!” said Tom. “We, we have to get back to the hotel!”

He broke free from the erotic trap, pushing the nymph on his cock off him. His shame and embarrassment had become a source of motivation, pushing him to find a way to deal with the situation before he came right in front of his own mother, something that he’d never be able to live down.

Tom grabbed as much of their clothing as he could, and then wrapped his arms around his mom and began pulling her away from the nymphs and back towards the clearing. His body responded the way any red blooded male’s would to having her so close, her naked tits pressed against his flesh, and his hard cock rubbing along her leg.

“Quick, Tom!” yelled Angie. “Let’s get inside.”

They made it out of the forest and separated in a nick of time. Tom had been on the verge of cumming from the excitement, which would have changed things irrevocably. He looked back into the forest, and then at his mom.

Angie was quickly getting dressed, but Tom noticed a tiny wet spot against her leg before she pulled her skirt on. It was from him, precum from the tip of his cock, and he began to blush furiously when he realized it. His mom was much more composed, and worked to fix her hair and calm herself down as she pulled her blouse on.

“Okay, that was really weird, but let’s just try to move on from it.” She reached her hand out and ruffled Tom’s hair. He realized that he was still wearing only his boxers, and quickly started pulling his shorts on.

“Yeah mom, I don’t know what happened,” said Tom. “I…I didn’t see anything, though. I mean, I wasn’t looking at you.”

Angie’s cheeks flushed red, but she smiled and nodded to her son as though she planned to take his word for it. She leaned over and kissed him softly on the cheek.

“Let’s just head back into the hotel,” she said. “We haven’t eaten breakfast yet.”

Tom finished putting his clothes on, and followed her around to the front of the building, trying to push the thoughts of what could have happened if they’d stayed in the forest a minute longer out of his head.


CHAPTER 4

Tom and his mother spent the next couple of hours milling around the hotel. Kendra had set up a table in the dining room with catered brunch, and after eating their fill, they returned to their room.

It was an awkward situation for Tom, made only harder by the intense urges that felt like they were determined to continue torturing him. Angie didn’t say much, and just twiddled her hair as she read a book that she’d brought with her on the bed.

Tom could see that his mother’s face was a little flushed, and every so often, he would catch her sneaking glances at his package out of the corner of his eye. He began to wonder if the same illicit horniness that he’d been plagued by had spread to her, catalyzed by the events in the forest.

“I’m going to head downstairs for a bit,” said Tom. He’d been watching TV for a while, and was beginning to get sick of it. Angie looked over at him from the bed, and for a moment, Tom was reminded of her clothes being stripped off by the strange nymphs outside. He wondered why he had seen them, and she hadn’t.

“Alright honey,” said Angie. “I’ll meet you in the dining hall for dinner later on.”

Tom headed out into the hall and took the elevator down the ground floor. He found himself wondering if Lunell might still be around, and his cock jumped at the idea of having another encounter with her.

The doors opened, and he stepped out. Tom considered heading down the hallway towards her room, but something caught his eye before he could start to move.

“Hey there,” said Kendra. She was sitting behind the front desk, her legs crossed over each other, looking like she was trying to be a piece of beautiful eye candy for anyone who happened in through the entrance.

“Oh, hey Kendra.” Tom felt his legs moving almost with a will of their own, carrying him down the stairs and over to where she was sitting. The hotel steward had a very suggestive smile on her face, and she leaned forward and wrote something down in the hotel ledger, putting her cleavage on display for him.

“I should apologize again for the situation you and your mom ended up in.” Kendra got up from her desk and slowly walked over to him, getting in close.

“Oh, it’s no trouble,” said Tom. “I wasn’t really in all that much of a hurry, anyway.”

“Well really, if there’s anything I can do…” Kendra placed one of her hands on Tom’s chest and leaned in to him, a combination that sent erotic fire coursing through his body. “Just let me know. Anything at all.”

The moment hung for a second, long enough for the titillating tension between them to become almost palpable on their air. And then, Kendra stepped back. She walked over to her desk and leaned back against it, crossing her legs and giving Tom a very feminine look of knowing.

“Uh, thanks,” said Tom. “I really appreciate that.”

He wasn’t sure what to say, and began to nervously glance around the lobby. It felt just as empty as when he and his mom had originally checked in, and Tom began to wonder just how it had all come to be in the first place.

“The Desire family was very interested in having this hotel built.” Kendra was still smiling at him, and spoke as though she could read his mind. “They took a special interest in Westhaven, and used it as a meeting place for their extended family and friends.”

Tom nodded slowly. There was something about Kendra that set him slightly on edge. He had noticed it with Lunell, as well, and thinking about it made him feel strange, and suspicious.

“Is Lunell a member of the Desire family?” asked Tom. “I met her last night, and she had a special room, on the second floor.”

Kendra nodded.

“She’s the heir to the Desire fortune. I’m not surprised that she didn’t tell you. She’s grown to be…very withdrawn, over the course of her life. Other than yours truly, she’s the hotel’s only other permanent resident.”

Tom scratched his head with a finger. Her answer was what he had expected, but it made the situation eve more confusing to him, rather than less.

“It just feels a little strange to me, that she’d be living in the hotel on her own,” said Tom.

“You could say that she’s tied to it by circumstance,” said Kendra. “Hotel Desire is…a very special place.”

She took a step forward again, and Tom became acutely aware of just how gorgeous her body was. Kendra stared into his eyes as she walked towards him, slowly getting closer, and closer, until she was almost pressed up against him.

“I just want to let you know one last time, Tom,” whispered Kendra. “There is so much that I could help you out with…if you’re interested.”

She let her hand slide down the side of his chest, and then across his thigh. Tom’s cock began to spring to attention as the older woman’s soft fingers slowly began to caress it. He let out a silent moan, and felt his resolve give away.

“Okay,” he said. “I…I would like your help.”

He felt strange saying it out loud, as though he was giving in to something very illicit and forbidden. The way Kendra was acting made him feel weird, as though he was being hunted, and pursued. For a woman as attractive as her to be interested in him, it was a complete role reversal.

“Come with me, Tom.” Kendra let her fingers grab onto his now rock hard cock, and began to slowly lead him into the downstairs dining room. She pushed him over to the regally decorated table, and guided him into a chair.

“I get so lonely working the front desk all of the time,” whispered Kendra. “It’s not often that I get a young, handsome guest, willing to play.”

She guided Tom’s hand to her breasts, and he began to grope at them, his horniness becoming the overriding emotion in his mind. They were so big, and so soft, and as Kendra sat herself down on his lap, he almost couldn’t believe that it was really happening.

“Kendra…” Tom whispered. “Are you sure?”

She laughed, and then pushed his head down into her luscious tits.

“Are you asking me that because you think I’m toying with you, or because I’m old enough to be your mother?”

Tom didn’t have an answer, but Kendra didn’t look as though she needed one. She began kissing him softly on the neck and cheek, and then pushed her lips against his and began to grind herself on him passionately.

She slowly slid her body down his lap, making it very clear to him that she was the one in control, and slipped his shorts down to the floor. Tom’s cock was pushing out against his boxers, leaving a tiny wet spot on the fabric. Kendra brought her face right in front of it and gave it a squeeze that sent shivers of pleasure up his spine.

“Oh, you have a nice one,” she whispered. “So very nice, for such a young boy.”

She started kissing and licking it through the cloth of his boxers, and Tom felt his urges taking complete control. He wanted it so bad, and seeing her use her big, sexy lips on his dick, even if it was through the barrier of his underwear, was one of the most erotic things he’d ever experienced.

“I’m going to suck you cock, Tom,” whispered Kendra. “And I want you to cum for me…”

Kendra pulled the top of her dress down, revealing her big, bra clad breasts, and then slipped Tom’s cock out through the flap of his boxers. He reached down to unhook the clasp of Kendra’s bra, but she swatted his hand away.

“Not so fast,” she said. “I decide when you get to see these. But there is something I can do for you, with them.”

Tom watched as Kendra slowly lifted up her bosom and brought it down on his crotch, letting her boobs take his rock hard member in between them. It felt incredible, and when Tom saw the head of his penis pop out in front of Kendra’s face on the other side of them, he groaned in pleasure.

“I’m not usually this forward, not even with young studs like you,” whispered Kendra. “I hope you realize just how lucky of a boy you are, Tom.”

The older woman slowly began to move her chest up and down, stroking Tom off with her boobs. It felt unlike anything he had experienced before, almost as though two sexy, soft pillows of seduction had been assigned to get him off at all costs.

Kendra had the look of a siren in her eyes, and Tom wondered if she really even actually planned on letting him cum, or just wanted to torture him. He wanted to see her naked body, and do more things to her, but the hotel steward was very intent on keeping her hold on him.

“I wonder how long you’ll be able to hold out if I do…” Kendra brought her mouth right to the edge of his cock. “This.”

She stuck out her tongue, and licked a tiny pearl of precum off the head of Tom’s member. He moaned, and reached for the back of Kendra’s head. She swatted his hand away again and laughed.

“Is this what you want, Tom?” She gave his cock a tender kiss, and then began to slowly suck, still pushing her breasts around his cock and effectively jerking him off with them at the same time.

“Oh god, Kendra,” moaned Tom. “This…this feels.”

She flicked her eyes up at him and began to suck with enthusiasm. It was awesome, and Tom knew that there was no way he could last very long, under the circumstances. Kendra was sucking on his cock like a porn star, giving him the type of sexual pleasure that most guys can only dream about.

“Oh man,” said Tom. “Oh Kendra, I’m gonna…if you keep going, I’m going to…”

Right as he was about to say the last word, Tom heard something that flipped the entire situation on its head.

“Tom? Are you down here?” Angie was heading down the stairs, headed right their way. Kendra kept sucking, as though she didn’t want to stop, and it took all of Tom’s willpower to pull his cock out from the warm confines of her breasts.

“She can’t catch us!” whispered Tom.

“Why not? Are you afraid that your mommy might not like what we’ve been up to?” She smiled evilly at him, but pulled her dress back up, and took a seat beside him at the dining room table. Tom didn’t have time to get his shorts all the way up, but he pushed his chair in so that everything below his waist was hidden by the overhanging table cloth.

“Oh, there you are,” said Angie. “Why didn’t you answer me when I called?”

“I’m sorry mom, I was just…” Tom trailed off as his mind fumbled for an excuse. “Talking to Kendra about the history of the hotel.”

“Oh,” said Angie. “Well, thanks Kendra. You’ve been so helpful, even when it comes to keeping my son from getting bored.”

“Oh, of course Angie.” Kendra smiled innocently at Tom’s mom and began to slide her hand across his thigh, hidden from view. “I have been keeping him quite entertained.

Kendra wrapped her fingers around Tom’s cock and slowly began to pump it up and down. He felt his face turn bright red, and tried to keep his facial expression from reflecting the silent, pleasurable hell that Kendra was putting him through.

“Oh…” said Angie. “Well, okay then.”

There was a brief pause, during which Kendra continued stroking Tom off. He wanted to say something to send his mom away, but it was almost impossible to focus with his mind so completely consumed with thoughts of sex. He looked over at his mom and couldn’t help but stare at her beautiful body.

“Tom, do you want to go eat dinner soon?” asked Angie. “I saw the catering in the other dining room that was dropped off.”

“Yeah mom, I will, in just a second,” said Tom, breathing heavy. “Maybe…maybe you should go ahead, and I’ll meet you in there.”

Angie gave her son a curious look. Tom tried to keep an innocent smile on his face, but it was hard to do anything other than be a slave to Kendra and the intense pleasure of her hand, stroking him off.

“You know, I might join the two of you after,” said Kendra. “I’ve had such a hard day. In fact, I was telling Tom about how hard it was.”

Tom let out a silent moan.

“Yeah, she told me that it was so hard.” Tom’s cock was aching for release, but it made him feel conflicted and a little disgusting.

“I wouldn’t mind eating something, not at all.” Kendra moved her free arm and accidentally knocked a salt shaker off the table. “Whoops, clumsy me!”

She dropped down to her knees and slipped under the table cloth. Tom hoped that she wasn’t about to do what he feared that she was going to do. It only took a second for him to get his answer, as something warm and wet wrapped around the head of his cock.

“Okay, well let’s head over together,” said Angie. “Come on, Tom.”

“Uh, just a second, mom.” Tom tried not to fidget from the intense pleasure as Kendra sucked him off with all of her skill. She was moving her lips fast across the flesh of his rod, and he was sure that his mom was going to overhear the lewd slurping noises coming from under the table.

“Tom? Are you feeling okay?” Angie walked over to him and set the back of her hand on Tom’s forehead, and he felt himself go beyond his limit.

His cock exploded, shooting cum deep into Kendra’s mouth, who swallowed it all with quick efficiency. She pulled her mouth off his member after the first few spurts, and politely pulled Tom’s shorts back up to his waist.

“There it is!” she said. “That thing rolled all over the place.”

Kendra popped back up from under the table, and smiled to both of them. Angie looked confused, but as Tom pulled himself up to his feet, she smiled and rubbed his hair. The pleasure shooting through his body made him feel almost delirious, and he tried to avoid his mom’s eyes.

“I think you might be coming down with something, sweetie,” said Angie. “I’ll have to take care of you tonight.”

Tom nodded. Strangely, even though he had just came, his cock was still hard, and just looking at his mom was enough to make it ache with desire.


CHAPTER 5

Dinner that night was a small, quiet affair. There was a variety of food to choose from, but the dining hall felt empty. Tom and Angie sat at a smaller table with Kendra, and each of them had to walk by rows of empty chairs and vacancies to get where the cafeteria line was in the hall.

“I always enjoy it when we have guests here,” said Kendra. “As the two of you can imagine, it feels a little weird eating in this room when it’s just you.”

“Yeah, that sounds challenging,” said Angie.

Tom was surprised by how well his mom and the hotel steward had begun to get along. He felt awkward sitting there with the two of them, as if the elephant in the room was threatening to crush him under its weight. Kendra’s luscious lips smiled, and talked, and played the part of the kind hotel steward without hesitation.

If his mom knew what had happened between the two of them, Tom had no idea how she would react. He knew in his mind that it would be a disaster, but strangely, his cock began to harden at the thought of it. He pictured what the look on his mom’s face would have been if she’d caught them, his cock buried into her mouth, Kendra’s tongue giving his rod a very illicit, sexual massage.

Angie yawned, and Tom was brought back to reality.

“It’s late, we should really be getting to bed.” She stood up, and moved to clear her empty plate.

“Oh no, let me handle that,” said Kendra. “You are guests here at the hotel, please.”

Angie smiled at her, and then looked over at Tom. He was also beginning to feel a little bit tired. The day had drained him, more so mentally than physically. He wondered if he would be able to endure the rest of the weekend, now that the situation had become so complicated.

“Are you ready, Tom?” asked Angie.

“Yeah mom,” he answered. “Let’s go.”

The two of them rode the elevator up to their floor, and headed into their room. Angie walked over and sat down on the bed, and after a moment, Tom remembered what the sleeping arrangement was going to be. They were still sharing a bed.

“I took a shower earlier, sweetie,” said Angie. “You can jump in before bed, if you want.”

“Okay…that sounds good, mom.” Tom smiled at her, and then grabbed a change of clothes out of his bag.

He was interested in taking a shower for another reason beyond just getting clean. Last night had been impossible for him to weather, with his mom’s gorgeous, barely clothed body so close to him. He didn’t understand just why he was so shamefully aware of her as a woman, but Tom wasn’t interested in repeating the exercise in self-control again.

Tom shut the bathroom door behind him, and then started the shower water running as he stripped out of his clothes. Even just thinking about his mom in passing had been enough to bring his cock to half-mast. It was begging for attention, and now was the time to give it some.

The whole situation at the hotel, and just how wildly his hormones had been reacting to every stimulus placed in front of him, was confusing to Tom. It was as though his sex drive had been set to overdrive, and the painful, aching effects of not being able to constantly get release were multiplied along with it.

He climbed into the shower, feeling the warm water rain down on his skin. The steam began to condense on the mirror, and Tom felt his hand drift down and wrap around his member. He began to stroke himself off, slowly and gently.

Strange thoughts began to invade his mind. He remembered his mom in the shower from the night before, and how badly he had wanted to see and feel her naked body. He saw the image of her outside in the forest, blushing and desperately trying to cover up her nudity and keep him, her son, from seeing just how gorgeous and sexy she really was.

Tom felt dirty and guilty, but his cock was throbbing with erotic pleasure. He tried to focus his thoughts elsewhere, but they kept coming back to his mother, her busty, off limits breasts, and her perfect butt, and the loving smile she so often had on her face when she talked to him.

“Tom? You forgot your towel.” Angie had opened the door and stepped into the bathroom before he could saw anything in response. Tom turned toward the door, and inadvertently pulled open the shower curtain, putting himself on full display for his mom.

There was a tense silence in the air, with only the sound of the water splattering on the shower floor in the background. Angie’s face went red, and she brought one hand to her mouth. Her eyes were locked onto Tom’s cock, which was at its full length and throbbing with excitement.

“Mom…” said Tom. He didn’t know what do, or how to play the situation off as something normal. It was just too weird, and too far outside the realm of what he was used to.

Angie walked over to the shower slowly, her breasts bouncing with supple elegance after every step. She bent over to put the towel on the rack, showing off her perfect butt for her son, which was only barely covered by the tiny skirt she had on. Tom felt her body calling to him, and for a moment, he listened.

“There you go sweetie,” whispered Angie. “For when you’re done you’re shower.”

She stared at him, and Tom stared at her. He wanted to step out of the shower and push himself up against her. He wanted her, and the only thing holding him back was the intense guilt and shame in the back of his mind, and the simple fact of the matter. She was his mother.

Angie was the first to step away, her eyes blinking and her smile fading as though she was coming out of a trance. She was back to being his mom, in control and in charge, and quickly walked out of the bathroom without looking back.

Tom had a moment of regret of his own. The two of them would be sharing a bed that night, and all he had done was make it more awkward for them. He leaned against the bathroom wall, shut the shower curtain, and finished cleaning himself up.

His cock still ached between his legs, but he was afraid to touch it. He was ashamed by how he had been thinking about his mom, and how he had been looking at her. It was terrible for a son to lust after their mother like that, and he promised himself that he would never do it again, even as his cock throbbed at the idea.

Tom finished his shower quickly and dried off. He changed into the pajamas he had brought in with him, cursing at how impossible it was to conceal a hard on wearing sweatpants, and then walked out of the bathroom.

Angie had changed into her own nightwear, a small, sheer nightgown that would have made her breasts visible underneath if it wasn’t for her bra. She was reading a book in bed, and gave him an embarrassed smile as he walked over.

“Tom…” whispered his mom. “I think we should talk.”

Tom felt so ashamed that he almost wanted to die. It was hard enough for him to live with his overcharged hormones without having to discuss them with his own mother.

“Mom, I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t realize that you were just…going to come in like that.”

He sat down on the bed, and Angie shifted so she was sitting next to him. She brought one of her hands down on his thigh, and Tom felt a perverse sexual tension settle onto the air.

“I should be apologizing for that.” Angie slowly rubbed her hand across his leg as she talked, unaware of just how much it tortured Tom. “You did the same thing to me last night, I guess it was my turn.”

Tom didn’t say anything. He could smell his mom’s perfume, the same one she had always worn for as long as he could remember. It reminded him of being a kid, and having her give him hugs, kisses on the cheek, and backrubs.

“I…saw you, in there,” whispered Angie. “The state you were in, I mean…”

“Mom, I can explain!” Tom felt his cheeks heat up as he turned to her. “For the past few days, I’ve just been-“

“Shh…” Angie brought one of her fingers to his lips in a way that somehow managed to be both motherly and seductive. “It’s okay, sweetie, it’s okay. I understand how guys work.”

As she finished her sentence, her hand shifted, and came to a rest right on top of Tom’s hard package. His heart began to beat faster, and a wave of illicit pleasure shot through his body.

“Which is why I think…I can’t believe I’m about to say this.” Angie gently rubbed and squeezed his hard on as she spoke. “I think I should take care of you, Tom.”

“But…Mom…” Tom could barely get any words out, and wasn’t sure how to react. All he knew is that the way it felt to have her hand on his cock, gently rubbing and feeling his hardness, went miles beyond anything he had ever experienced before.

“It’s okay, honey,” whispered Angie. “I’m your mom. I’ve seen you naked before. I realize this seems a little different…but in a lot of ways, it’s not.”

She ran one of her fingers along the waist band of his sweatpants and then slowly pulled them down. Tom’s cock popped out into the open as though it couldn’t wait for her to get started, and precum oozed out of the tip as if to emphasize just how sexually charged it was.

All of this only made Tom feel even more embarrassed. He wasn’t just open to the idea of his mom taking care of him, he desired it. He desired her, as ashamed as it made him feel. He tried to push the thoughts out of his head, but found it to be impossible as Angie slowly kneeled down in front of him and brought her hand closer to his tool.

“I love you, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “If this is what it takes for you to get a goodnight’s sleep, I don’t mind.”

She wrapped her hand around Tom’s cock, and he felt his body almost give in and cum instantly.

“Oh god, mom,” moaned Tom.

“Mommy’s going to take care of you,” she whispered. “I already help you out with so many things, why does this have to be any different?”

Tom could see the outline of his mom’s big breasts through her gown, and stared down at them. He wanted to grab and grope at them, and stick his cock in between them, just like he’d done with Kendra. The realization sparked a primal conflict in his mind, and he tried to keep his thoughts under control.

“Is it working, sweetie?” asked Angie. “Does it feel good?”

“Oh mom, it feels so good!” Tom was breathing heavy, and his mom began to speed up the pace. She brought her face close to his cock, and he could feel her breath hot against the sensitive skin.

Tom couldn’t resist pushing his hips forward in a desperate attempt to get her to take him into her mouth, but his mom just smiled and pulled her face back. She rubbed her thumb over the head of his cock, and then began to pump faster.

“Just let me know when you’re close, sweetie,” whispered Angie. “Just give mommy a sign.”

It was as though she was totally in sync with her son’s body and sexual state. Tom began to nod vigorously and tapped her on the shoulder, feeling the cum beginning to explode out of his cock. Angie stood up slightly, but as Tom’s seed spurted out and mind numbingly intense pleasure swept over his body, one of his hot white strings shot up with enough power to hit her on the bottom of her chin.

“Oh wow!” said Angie. “Looks like we have a bit of a mess to clean up.”

Tom could barely hear her. He was collapsed back on the bed, overwhelmed by orgasmic bliss. Nothing had ever felt that good before. He wasn’t sure if it was possible for anything else to feel that good. And it was all because of his sweet, innocent mom.

As his mind slowly began to think again, the reality of the situation descended over Tom. He felt bad, and not just because he and his mom had crossed a line. He felt bad and incredibly ashamed, because he wanted more.

“Mom…” said Tom. “I-“

“Honey, let’s just both go to bed.” Angie had cleaned herself off and climbed under the covers. “You don’t need to say anything. I love you, and this was something that you needed. We don’t have to talk about it.”

Tom nodded, and then walked over and turned off the overhead light. He climbed under the covers next to his mom, his body feeling drained and relieved for the first time since the two of them had come to the hotel. He closed his eyes, and fell asleep.


CHAPTER 6

The bed was warm and welcoming when Tom woke up. He slowly opened his eyes, and reached his arm out next to him, only to find an empty space. His mom had already gotten up, and judging from the silence of the hotel room, he knew he was alone.

Tom swung his legs off the side of the bed and stood to his feet. His cock was hard, like it had been the previous morning at the hotel, but there was something else effecting him beyond just that. The memory from the night before manifested itself in a way that felt physical, causing his whole body to throb with every movement, as though all of his skin was just as sensitive as his hard on.

He forced himself to get dressed, throwing on a t-shirt and shorts again, and then headed out into the hall. He was beginning to adjust to the atmosphere of Hotel Desire. The hallways were empty and old, but heading through them no longer felt creepy, more like he was exploring the mostly abandoned house of a long since passed grandparent.

Tom took the elevator down to the first floor. He could hear voices coming from the dining room as he stepped off it, and followed them. Kendra and his mother were sitting together at one of the tables in the dining hall, eating breakfast. They smiled as he walked over, and Kendra stood up to get him a plate.

“Hey sweetie,” said Angie. “Did you sleep well last night?”

It was impossible for Tom to meet her eye without having a flashback of the intense pleasure that she had brought him right before they’d gone to sleep. She was still his mom, but their relationship felt ever so slightly different, closer, almost.

“Yeah, I did,” said Tom. “Thanks mom. What’s for breakfast?”

“Waffles, fruit salad, and bacon,” said Angie. “Can you make do with that?”

Kendra walked over to the table and set a plate loaded with all of the aforementioned down in front of him. Tom took a seat and started eating.

“I was just telling your mother about some of the hotel’s lesser known attractions,” said Kendra. “I figure with the two of you essentially stranded here, you might start getting bored if I didn’t.”

Tom was only half listening to her. He hadn’t realized how hungry he actually was, and had begun digging into the food like a starving animal. He smiled as the thought passed through his mind, wondering if it was that far off from the truth, given his mood and behavior over the course of the past few days.

“There is a game room down in the basement, Tom,” said Kendra. “We’ve actually done a surprising amount in the past few years to it. Some of the games…well, let’s just say that there is a lot of variety in the entertainment offered here.”

Tom looked up at her and furrowed his brow. Kendra was wearing a tight dress that managed to look professional and seductive at the same time. It was the type that he could imagine the hostess of a high class brothel wearing behind the check in desk, and contrasted sharply against the small t-shirt and casual yoga pants that Angie had on.

“Alright, thanks Kendra,” said Tom. “I’ll go check it out once I’m done eating.”

She smiled at him, and as their eyes met, Tom felt a charge of electricity blink through his body. He found himself wondering if he would be alone in the game room, or if it was just a pretense to get him somewhere secluded so that Kendra could sneak off in meet up with him. In that case, he figured that he would have to check it out.

Surprisingly, Kendra and his mother were getting along fantastically. He listened to the two of them joke with each other and talk about everything from their childhood to interior decorating. Tom wondered just how much of it had to do with him, at least on Kendra’s behalf, and felt a little awkward being the third wheel.

“Alright, I’ll see you two later.” Tom pushed his plate forward and stood up from the dining hall table.

“See you later, Tom,” the two of them chimed in unison.

The stairs leading down to the game room were at the end of the hall that ran past the elevator. Tom headed down them, and wondered why they hadn’t just extended the elevator down to the bottom level. The air grew cooler as he went dropped further with each step, and a musky, but not unwelcome scent filled the air.

The game room was larger than he had been expecting. There was a green shag carpet covering the floor that was segmented, and looked like it had been cut to match the precise layout of the room. Tom could see why this was necessary as his eyes browsed the selection of games that the room had to offer.

The basic ones that he had expected were all there. He saw a pool table, ping pong, air hockey, a couple of smaller tables for cards and chess boards, but that wasn’t all that the den had to offer. Along each of the walls were arcade machines, dozens of them, enough to make Tom’s mouth begin to salivate.

Strangely, many of them looked to be quite recent models. Tom wondered if that’s what Kendra had meant when she said that it had been renovated. He slowly began to move through the room, taking a good look at each arcade cabinet he passed.

A lot of them were standard, coin operated arcade machines that looked like they would work best with two players. Tom wondered if he could convince his mom, Kendra, or maybe even Lunell, to come down and give one of them a try with him.

As he went further into the room, the games got bigger, and more immersive. There were jet ski and motocross simulators, a number of shooters with realistic plastic weapons to use as controllers, and a couple that looked like boxes that had to be climbed directly into.

Tom came to a stop in front of one in the very back of the room. A large curtain was covering the entrance, and there were no designs or pictures on the outside to suggest what the game might be. He walked over to it, and feeling his curiosity build, climbed inside.

There was a padded seat inside of the game cab, with arm rests on either side. Tom sat down in it, and noticed that there was a lap cover that pulled down from the wall across from it, almost like the harness in a roller coaster, but for his legs and crotch. He snapped it into place, feeling it fit to his legs and inner thighs firmly.

There was also a headset with goggles and a cord extending from the back of it dangling from a hook near the door. Tom took it and put in on his head, adjusting it until it fit snugly. There was a button on the side of it, and without really thinking much about it, Tom pushed it.

“Welcome to the Pleasure Zone.” A beautiful female voice spoke softly in his ear, and a screen inside the goggles flickered to life. Tom flinched back slightly, and then slowly focused in on what the headset was showing him.

He was in a room full of some of the most attractive women that he’d ever seen. They were all dressed in distinctly different outfits, some as nurses, teachers, police women, school girls, belly dancers, and several more that Tom couldn’t immediately identify.

The goggles tracked the movement of his head, and as he looked around the room, he couldn’t tell if the women were real, prerecorded images, or computer generated. It gave him an odd, unnerving sensation, one that was only offset by the sexy, inviting expressions on all of the women’s faces.

“Please select your partner by reaching your hand out and pointing,” said the female voice.

Tom suddenly felt awkward, and embarrassed. He realized that this was what Kendra had been talking about when she mentioned the game room, and it made him blush.

Nevertheless, he was curious to see just what the simulation would entail, and ended up reaching his finger forward and pointing to one of the attractive, busty, older teacher women, one that looked and awful lot like his English instructor back home.

“Hi there big boy, my name is Mrs. Maxwell.” The teacher smiled and slowly walked over to him, flicking her hair back as she did. Tom felt his cock beginning to harden slightly, which pushed it up against the lap cover and made him feel even more embarrassed and perverted.

“Uh, I’m not so sure about this,” he said out loud. It made him feel foolish, as though he was trying to reason with the simulation, but it was convincing enough that it felt like the natural thing to do.

“I’m going to take care of all of your needs,” said the teacher. “Even if you did forget your homework.”

The virtual woman slowly lowered her hand down to one of the virtual legs that Tom could see when he looked down in the simulation, and surprisingly, the lap cover began to vibrate to simulate the touch. Tom felt his heart beginning to beat faster, and thought about taking the helmet off.

Mrs. Maxwell smiled at him devilishly and slowly slid her hand onto his cock. The vibration felt nothing like a real woman’s touch, but it was still of a nature that caused his cock to twitch with excitement.

“Does that feel good, or would you like more?” asked Mrs. Maxwell.

Tom blushed, but felt his mouth moving to respond.

“More,” he said.

Mrs. Maxwell smiled even more broadly, and then waved to some of the other virtual women in the back of the simulated room. They skipped over, and soon enough their hands were rubbing alongside hers, sending a dangerous amount of pleasure and excitement through Tom’s cock.

“Now, we can keep doing it, just like this,” whispered Mrs. Maxwell. “Or if you like, we can show you a little more.”

“More,” said Tom. He tried not to feel too ashamed of himself for enjoying the simulation, and decided to just go with it.

The women began to strip off their clothes in unison. There was more naked female flesh in front of Tom’s eyes than he had ever seen before in his life. Mrs. Maxwell was standing the closest to him, and her big, well-proportioned breasts hung just inches from his face.

All of the women began rubbing their hands along Tom’s crotch, not jerking him off directly but stroking the top of his cock in a way that was perfectly simulated by the vibration of the machine. He was confused at just how effective it was at fooling his senses, and felt himself begin to give into the experience in the same way he had to real sexual encounters over the past few days.

“We are all here for you,” said Mrs. Maxwell. “Our only job is to make you feel good. Do you feel good?”

Tom nodded, and watched as the attractive, naked teacher began to rub her butt on his crotch. It felt amazing, and he began to get a little nervous that it might go too far, and he might have an accident. He decided that it wasn’t worth taking the risk, and reached his head up to take the helmet off.

A small wave of panic went through him as he tried and failed to pull the headset off his face. It had secured itself snugly against his head, and felt like it tightened the more he pulled at it. Tom reached down and tried to lift up the lap cover, but it was the same, and wouldn’t budge.

“What...the hell?” Tom watched as more of the women moved in closer.

“Not yet,” said Mrs. Maxwell. “We aren’t done yet, Tom.”

“I…I never told you my name!” said Tom.

Strangely, one of the women in the simulation began to unzip the pants of his virtual body, and Tom felt it much more vividly and intensely than he had with the vibrations before. Mrs. Maxwell pushed forward, pushing her beautiful breasts into his face, and Tom could feel them against him.

“We are your sex slaves, Tom,” she whispered. “This is what we live for.”

One of the naked women, a nurse, brought her lips up to his cock and slowly began to jerk him off and lick the head of it. Tom felt it as though it was really happening, and gasped in surprise. She slowly pulled his cock into her mouth and began to suck, and Tom could feel the wetness of her mouth.

“Oh god…” he moaned. “How is this happening?”

Mrs. Maxwell smiled at him and dropped down to her knees. There were at least five or six women, all of them licking and sucking at his cock. Tom reached his hand down and touched them, feeling their soft hair and breasts as though they were really there.

“Go ahead Tom, do it,” whispered Mrs. Maxwell. “We want you to do it, Tom, and keep doing it…”

“No, I can’t!” Tom could feel that he was on the verge of cumming, but tried to resist. It felt sick and perverse to be so caught up in the game, and he felt as though if it managed to get him off, he would lose himself to it.

“Do it Tom. Do it!” All of the women were chanting now, and moaning, and licking his cock. Mrs. Maxwell finally moved into position and took all of him into her mouth, sucking with a vacuum seal that gave him warm wet, and overwhelming pleasure.

“Oh man!” Tom jerked his hips forward and began to spray his load right as Mrs. Maxwell pulled her head back. His cum blasted out in spurts that looked like they came from a fire hose, soaking the women in cum and creating a scene that was massively exaggerated and fantastically impossible, captivating him with its eroticism.

And then, all of the sudden, the headset was pulled off. Tom jerked wildly, looking around the real inside of the game compartment and breathing heavy.

“Yeah, most of the guys who come here get pretty into it.” Lunell’s head and arms were leaned in through the curtain, and she was smiling at him.

“What…how did that…where was I?” Tom still couldn’t believe it, and looked down at his hands and crotch as though still expecting the women to be there.

“It’s too complicated to explain,” said Lunell. “Just another one of the secrets of the hotel.”

Tom looked down at his legs. The lap cover had lifted back into his original position. He expected his crotch to be wet, but strangely, it was still completely clean and dry, as if none of it had ever happened. He looked up at Lunell, and realized that she had walked away from him.

“Hey, hold on!” Tom Jumped up and out through the curtain, making his way back into the main gaming room just in time to see something else that made absolutely no sense to his eyes.

Lunell was disappearing through a wall. He only saw it for a split second, but he was sure of it. The back of her body, glowing a faint, bluish hue, had disappeared against the wall. Tom blinked several times, and began to wonder if he was still dreaming.

“What the hell…is going on here?” he asked himself.

He slowly walked across the room and over to where she had disappeared through. A short distance away was something that looked very out of place, given the nature of the room. It was a large bookcase full of very old looking books.

Tom stepped up to it, and stared at it for a moment. One of the volumes was free of the thin layer of the dust that coated the rest of them, and his hand was instinctively drawn towards it. He reached out and tried to pull it off the shelf, and surprisingly, the entire wooden bookshelf slid to the side, revealing a small passage behind it, just large enough for him to fit through.


CHAPTER 7

The passageway led to a staircase that was only dimly lit by a single lightbulb hanging from a wire attached to the ceiling. Tom walked down it slowly, feeling increasingly unsure about what he was doing and what he would find with every step.

At the bottom, the stairs spilled out into a strange chamber. It looked less like the basement or cellar that Tom had been expecting, and more like some type of dungeon. There were a number of chains hanging from the walls and rafters, odd looking jars and containers on huge shelves, and a couple of cages. As Tom quickly noticed, not all of them were empty.

“Who are you?” A busty, red haired woman whispered to Tom from the cage furthest from the staircase. She was clad only in a tiny black bra and panties, and gripped the bars on the door of her tiny cell tightly.

“What?” asked Tom. “What’s going on here?”

“Quick, you have to help me!” The woman reached her arm out of the cage and pointed to one of the tables, an action that caused her big breasts to squeeze in between the bars. “There should be a key on that table, you have to…Oh no!”

Tom heard the noise at the same time she did. It was coming from another room connected to the cellar, and after a moment, a door on one of the side walls swung open. Standing behind it was a very short and very naked woman, with long hair down to her waist and strikingly beautiful features. Her face looked young, like that of a teenage girl’s, but something about her gave Tom the impression that she was much older than she appeared.

“Takuvo ton lusas…” The strange woman spoke in a language that Tom couldn’t understand. He looked over to the woman in the cage, and saw that she had withdrawn to the corner of it, and had covered her ears.

“What are you…” Tom trailed off in midsentence as his cock began to harden rapidly. It was aching for release, to a degree that was beyond anything that he had experienced before. His body felt hot, and he began stripping off his clothes in a rush.

The strange, tiny woman smiled as she walked over to him.

“Do retuva? Caluso ton lusas, dez loi.” She reached out and took his hand, and began leading him to the cage, clearly intent on placing him into it, with the woman.

Tom stared at the woman’s tiny butt and firm breasts, and felt himself losing control. He pulled his shorts, along with his boxers down, and pushed himself onto her. She obviously had not been expecting him to, and let out a very inhuman squeal as the two of them collapsed to the ground in a tangle.

Her body was softer and warmer than any human’s that Tom had felt before, but there was something else about her that he found even weirder. Wherever his skin would make contact with hers, an intensely arousing and captivating feeling would spread through him. He felt as though he couldn’t pull himself away, and began to kiss her neck, and push his cock in between her legs.

“Motakos kanai!” yelled the creature. “Motakos…”

Her words trailed off as the head of Tom’s cock pushed into her unnaturally warm and wet pussy. She was far tighter than any human woman Tom had been with before, but her cunt stretched to receive him as he pushed his member in.

“Keep going!” yelled the woman in the cage. “The only way to stop her is for you to, well, do what you’re doing.”

Tom could barely hear her. He was already far too horny to stop himself, and would have continued regardless of the circumstances. The little creature underneath him had a conflicted look on her face, but as Tom slowly began to move inside her, it shifted to a look of deep, erotic, lust.

He felt like his hips were on autopilot, and began pushing his member into the tiny creature as though he was trying to churn up her insides. Tom locked his hands onto her breasts and pinched her nipples, watching as the tiny woman began to cry out with high pitched squeals.

She felt amazing, and the pleasure that began in his cock quickly spread to the rest of his body. Tom grabbed her by the waist and pulled her into him with every thrust, maneuvering her tiny body around for his enjoyment as though it weighed nothing.

“Yes, don’t stop!” cried the caged woman. “You need to keep having sex with her until…”

Whatever the woman in the cage was getting at began to happen before she could finish explaining it. Tom was fucking the tiny woman madly, focused on nothing other than cumming, when it began. The creature started glowing bright pink, and he felt more heat and pleasure being emitted from her body, and then with a flash, she was gone.

“What…just happened?” Tom stared at an empty spot on the floor, where the tiny woman had been a moment earlier. His mind was still clouded by desire, and his cock ached painfully, still wet from the creature’s sex juices.

“You did it! She won’t be able to reform for at least another hour!” The woman in the cage sounded much happier than Tom felt. He had solved one problem, but now he had another one on his hands, and it felt like it would be much harder to deal with.

“She…wasn’t a human?” Tom felt like he was having trouble catching up to the situation. The red haired woman shook her head, and continued to point to the table that she had been gesturing to when he’d first come down to the basement.

“No! She’s a succubus! But that doesn’t matter now, grab the key and let me out of here!”

Tom nodded, and then walked over to the table. His movements felt slow, and forced, as though his body was fighting against doing anything at that moment that didn’t involve immediately getting off.

He came back over to the cage with the key and unlocked the door. The woman exited the cage slowly, and Tom was able to get a good look at her in the dim light of the basement.

She was incredibly attractive, in her mid-thirties with blondish red hair, big boobs and a nice butt. Tom’s cock throbbed as she walked over to him, and he began to forget about anything other than his urges and desires.

“Thank you,” said the woman. “My name is Stella.”

“Uh…I’m Tom.” He stuck his hand out, and felt hot lust wash over him as the woman took it and shook it. “Nice to meet you.”

“Tom,” said Stella. “I bet you’re wondering just what’s going on in this hotel, huh?”

He nodded his head, and tried his best to not stare at her chest.

“The woman behind the front desk is a sorceress,” said Stella. “Just like me. I came to the town of Westhaven to hunt down the succubus that you just encountered. It escaped from my grasp at the last moment, and Kendra was the one that found it and took advantage of it.”

“What are you talking about? I thought she was the hotel steward?” Tom scratched his head and tried to make sense of what she was saying.

“She’s been running it for the past year, but it’s all a sham,” said Stella. “The old owner, the last of the Desire family, died over 50 years ago. Kendra took this place over by force, but did it subtly, through the use of lust magic, provided by the succubus.”

Tom was confused but he did his best not to show it. Stella drew closer to him, and he felt his cock aching for release.

“Wait, hold on,” said Tom. “I’ve seen so many weird things in this hotel, are they all just-“

“Kendra and the ghost of the old owner have been harvesting the magical essence of all the men who come through Hotel Desire,” said Stella. “They’ve enchanted the building itself with etheric lust, making it so that anybody who stays here gets unusually horny, as you may have noticed.”

Tom could only stare at her. True to what she was saying, he had been feeling incredibly horny for the past few days. Even at that moment, he found himself distracted by her body, with all its soft curves and temptation.

“I have to get my mom out of here,” said Tom. “Can you help me?”

Stella put her hand on his chest and shook her head, and action that made Tom very aware of just how close together and ready both of their bodies were

“It’s not that simple. Kendra isn’t just going to let you guys leave. But if I can escape from here, I can come back with my spell book and put a stop to all this.”

Tom nodded.

“Alright,” he said. “Just tell me how I can help.”

There was a sharp moment of silence that caused Tom’s body to shake with anticipation. Stella stared into his eyes, and slowly moved her face closer to his, her cheeks blushing faintly.

“I do need your help, Tom,” she whispered. “The lust magic in this hotel…it’s taken a toll on my body.”

She slowly let her hand slide down Tom’s chest and began to rub his hard bulge, to great effect. Tom was awestruck, in disbelief of the fact that part of Stella’s plan involved something so lewd.

“I know, it’s kind of embarrassing for me.” Stella’s cheeks had a red glow that made her words sound like an understatement. “But my body…it needs it. It will also help distract Kendra, and force her to go somewhere private to absorb the lust energy that you’ll release when you....well, you know.”

Tom nodded, and the beautiful red haired older woman pushed herself against him. Her breasts felt good on his chest, but she only kept them there for a second, moving as though she was in a rush to get what she needed.

Stella pulled his face into hers with one hand and stroked his cock through his boxers with the other. She had lifted one of her legs up and curled it around Tom in a very horny and eager fashion, while at the same time grinding her hips into him.

“Oh Tom…it’s been so long,” she whispered.

Tom fumbled with the clasp of her bra until, by some stroke of luck, he finally managed to get it loose. The breasts hidden behind it were amazingly plump and perfect, and he began to grope at them as the two of them descended down to a carpeted section of the floor in a tangle.

“Stella…” said Tom. “Are you sure?”

“Yes! Yes!” cried the woman. “Please, just hurry and fuck me!”

She was jacking Tom off with quick, pleasurable movements, and he started to become concerned that if he didn’t hurry, he’d spray his load before he even made it inside her. Tom pulled down the black pair of panties that the woman was wearing, followed by his own boxers, and pushed the head of his cock into her.

Stella’s pussy was dripping wet, and accepted him eagerly. She wrapped her legs against Tom and bit her lip, stifling a cry of immense pleasure as he began to thrust. It felt different to Tom than the succubus had, much more intimate, and much more raw.

“Oh wow, Tom,” moaned Stella. “Oh god, it’s…ohhh…”

Tom wasted no time getting up to cruising speed. Stella’s body was so soft, and he was so ready. He thrust into her without limitation, letting his hips and muscles pound the beautiful woman’s cunt as though she was just a barroom slut.

Stella was breathing heavily, and her entire body felt like it was quivering from the pleasure. Tom enjoyed the control over her that the sex gave him, as though his cock had the power to take a confident, intelligent woman, and turn them into nothing more than a horny, eager, willing participant in something illicit and erotic.

She was like an animal in heat, and Tom was the nearby stud that had what she needed. He thumped his crotch into hers, hard enough for the noise of sex to be thick on the air and both of their bodies to be vibrating in time with their rhythm.

“Yeah, don’t stop!” Stella looked up at Tom, and for a moment, the two of them shared a lucid connection as their eyes met. She was older than him, along with so many of the women that Tom had been drawn to over the past few days. He wondered just what exactly it all meant.

Tom could feel Stella’s pussy wrapping around him, so warm and soft. After a couple of minutes of slamming himself into her, he felt Stella begin to tense up and rake her fingers across his back, letting out a small squeal as the muscles of her cunt contracted around his cock.

Tom’s own orgasm came after a second more. Stella didn’t act as though she wanted him to pull out, and he didn’t try to. He blasted his load into her, still pumping his cock into the older woman vigorously as his seed filled her up.

Their bodies stopped moving, and the two of them had a chance to breathe. Stella didn’t waste any time, and quickly began changing back into her clothes.

“Thank you, Tom,” she said. “I’m sorry for having to ask you to do something…like that.”

Tom smiled at her.

“It’s fine, really.” He found his own clothes and quickly began getting dressed.

“I’m going to head out through the front door,” said Stella. “I should be able to use what little magic I have left to shield myself from detection. Tom…there is one more thing.”

Tom looked over at Stella and saw a serious look in her eyes.

“I need Kendra to be distracted tonight, especially after you and your mother have gone to bed.” The red haired woman blushed as she spoke, and acted as though she had to force the words out. “The best way to distract someone like Kendra…is to put a lot of sexual energy into the house.”

Tom blinked his eyes a couple of times, and then shook his head, confused.

“Just what are you saying, exactly?” he asked.

“I’m saying that if there is any way that you and your mom…well, if there’s any way for the two of you to cause a ‘distraction’, like the two of us did just now, it might end up being just what we need.”

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Tom felt his heart begin to beat faster, and stared at Stella with his mouth agape.

“I know just how tough and confusing it might be for the two of you, but please, if there is any way that you can…” Stella walked over to him and placed both her hands on his shoulders. “We need every advantage we can get, Tom. It wouldn’t be for real, just think of it an escape tactic. You two would just be acting something out so you could escape.”

Tom felt his face heat up, but forced himself to slowly nod. Stella smiled at him, as though she was trying to hold back a laugh, and he suddenly felt very angry.

“Is that it?” he asked.

“Yeah, that’s it.” Stella leaned in and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. “Thank you so much, Tom. For everything. I’m going to head up first, wait a minute or two in the game room before you head anywhere.”

She started walking towards the stairs, and then stopped and looked at him over her shoulder.

“And Tom…I will be back for you,” she said. “I promise.”

Tom nodded to her, and began to feel a strange emotion well up in his chest. Everything about the hotel suddenly made sense, including what Stella had suggested he do to help with the escape. And the conflict that it was creating inside him was unlike any other he had experienced before.


CHAPTER 8

Tom made his way back up the game room slowly. He slid the bookshelf back into place, taking care to ensure that there was no sign of his intrusion into the basement. He hadn’t realized just how long he’d been down there, and his eyes took a moment to adjust to the sunlight streaming in through the lobby’s windows as he walked up the steps to the first floor.

His mom and Kendra had drifted off from where he’d last seen them. Tom started to head towards the elevator when he heard the sound of their voices coming from the open doors in the lobby. They were on the way back in from outside, giggling with each other like two housewives that had become fast friends.

“Hey Tom, did you enjoy the games downstairs?” Angie smiled at him, and Tom felt his face heat up as he smiled back. Stella’s suggestion was still fresh in his mind, impossible to forget and impossible to ignore as he looked at her.

“Uh, yeah mom,” he said. “There is a really good selection down there.”

“I took your mom for a walk around one of the gardens outside,” said Kendra. “It’s too bad the two of you don’t live around here. We could really use another green thumb like hers around this place.”

Tom nodded slowly. Kendra didn’t show any sign of having caught on to Stella’s escape, and he wanted to keep it that way.

“Oh, um, that’s nice,” he said, feeling very awkward. “I bet that was a lot of fun.”

The two older women exchanged a quiet look, and then began giggling.

“Anyway, I need to do some cleaning and start the preparations for dinner. I’ll see the two of you later.” Kendra waved to the both of them and then headed off towards the dining hall.

Angie slowly walked over to her son. With every step closer she came to him, Tom’s heart beat a little faster. She was wearing a tight t-shirt and leggings that clung to her butt, and it was impossible for him to not notice and imagine just how amazing her body must look underneath.

“I finished my book, honey,” said Angie. “Kendra says they have a library up on the second floor. Do you want to go help me look for a new one?”

“Yeah, sure.” Tom was having trouble meeting her gaze, and his cock throbbed shamefully in his shorts. Angie walked over to him and paused for a moment.

“Sweetie, what’s wrong?” she asked. “Did something happen in the game room?”

Tom shook his head.

“No, sorry, I’m just...I guess I’m just ready to go home.”

“Oh, don’t worry, we’ll be back to the house before you know it!” Angie ruffled Tom’s hair, and then gave him a kiss on the cheek. Her breath was warm against his neck, and her lips felt red hot as they made contact.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right mom,” said Tom. Angie smiled at him, and then rubbed his shoulder.

“Come on! I really want to find something to read that interests me…maybe a thriller, or a romance?”

Tom forced himself to smile back at her, and then nodded. Angie sighed and grabbed her son’s hand, pulling him towards the stairs.

“And let’s see if we can get you out of your grumpy mood, while we’re at it!”

The library was much larger than what Tom had been expecting. There were rows and rows of bookshelves inside of it, everyone full to the brim with books. The library smelled stale and dusty, but in a comforting way, one that made it feel almost like a sanctuary.

Tom split away from his mother and began walking through the aisles on his own. It was hard for him to look at the spines of the books and read the titles. He was too distracted by Stella’s suggestion, and it bounced around in his head like a prophecy that had been entrusted to him to fulfill.

He was still horny, and knowing that the hotel was the source of it didn’t make the arousal easier to deal with. He thought about his mom, and her beautiful breasts, and the way that she was so caring and loving towards him. It made his cock crave his mom’s forbidden body, and he felt terribly confused.

“Honey, over here,” called Angie. “I found some fantasy novels that you might like.”

Tom followed the sound of her voice over to the back of the library. There was one aisle tucked away in the corner, a little smaller and shallower than the others, with his mom bent over in it, looking for a book on the bottom shelf. His eyes locked onto her butt, which was wiggling back and forth as she pulled the titles aside.

“Here you go, sweetie.” Angie stood up and handed him a book. Tom barely even looked at it, his eyes glued to her body. The silence and solitude of the library created a loaded tension on the air, and he could hear his mom taking soft breaths, her busty chest pushing out and pulling in.

“Thanks, mom,” said Tom. He looked at the cover and saw a scantily clad warrior woman on the front. Angie leaned in close to him and pointed to the author, her hand brushing against his as she did.

“I’ve heard of this author before. I think you’ll find this book…exciting.” Angie’s body was right beside his, close enough that Tom could feel her heat, and her hot breath on his neck.

“Exciting, huh?” Tom looked over at his mom, her pretty eyes full of love and an overwhelming need to please. His cock was rock hard, and he slowly felt their bodies moving closer, and closer…

A book slipped off the middle shelf and fell to the ground with a clap. Angie jumped back an inch from her son, and began to blush furiously. Neither of them had done anything, but Tom knew that he had been about to. The line was right in front of him, and shamefully, he was eager to cross it.

“I…I should go and see if Kendra needs any help in the kitchen!” Angie coughed awkwardly, and leaned forward, accidentally giving Tom a nice view of the outline of her big breasts. “It shouldn’t be too long before dinner. Are you hungry, sweetie?”

Tom shook his head. He was hungry, but for something that he could never have, something that was totally off limits.

“No, I’m okay mom,” he said. “I’ll make my way down and find something later on. You two can go ahead and eat without me.”

“Okay,” said Angie. “I love you, Tom.”

“I love you too, mom.”

She wrapped her arms around him, and Tom felt himself being pulled into a tender embrace. It was an innocent gesture, or at least it should have been. His cock was fully erect in his shorts and it rubbed freely against his mom’s inner thighs. He didn’t want it to, but it was almost as though it had a will of its own, one that cared little for the normal social restrictions of family bonds.

Angie stepped back before things could get too out of hand, met Tom’s eye one more time, and then turned and headed out of the library. Tom watched her butt as she walked away, wishing that he could pull out his cock and stroke it right there, while at the same time praying that he could be free of his illicit desires.

He looked at the book again, and decided to take it back up to their hotel room with him. As he rode up to the third floor on the elevator, his cock stayed just as hard as it had ever been, and it took all of the effort he could muster to keep from picturing his mother in his mind.

Tom spent a while alternating between reading the first few chapters of the book his mom had picked out for him and watching TV. He found it hard to focus on anything. He was anxious and excited, and an ethereal feeling of guiltiness floated on the air, heavy and suffocating.

The sun sank below the horizon, and the only light that Tom turned on was the small lamp next to the bed, giving the room a very sensual feel. A couple of hours had gone by when the door finally opened, and Angie stepped in through it, carrying a plate full of food.

“Hey sweetie,” she said. “I thought you might be hungry. Just think of it as complimentary room service.”

She walked over and set the plate down on a table to the side of the room. Tom smiled at her. She was one of the kindest, gentlest women he had ever known, and it only made the illicit attraction he had to her feel even more shameful and forbidden.

“Thanks mom,” he said. “I’m not especially hungry right now. I think I’ll eat it after.”

“Okay. I’m going to change into some night clothes.”

Tom pretended to flip through channels on the TV as his mom walked by him and into the bathroom. In reality, he was too distracted and turned on by her presence to do much of anything. A voice screamed in his head about how terrible and bad it was for him to be feeling such intense lust for his mom, but Tom’s cock’s only answer was to throb even harder in response.

“This is actually a new gown that I got a while back and haven’t worn yet,” said Angie from behind the bathroom door. “It’s a little, well, revealing, but I don’t have any other clean pajamas to put on.”

She came out of the bathroom, and Tom’s eyes feasted on the sight of her body. Angie had taken off her bra and panties, and had on a tiny nightgown, low cut and thin almost to the point of being see through. His crotch felt hot as he looked at her, and as his mom slowly walked over to him and sat down on the bed, he felt his resolve wavering.

“Oh wow, mom,” he said. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks, sweetie.” Angie blushed, and then leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. It was clearly meant to be an innocent, motherly show of affection, but her hand came to a rest on his thigh as she moved closer to him, and she left it there afterwards.

“Uh…How was dinner with Kendra?” Tom’s heart was beating out of his chest, and he felt strangely nervous and awkward, totally unsure of what was going to happen and what he should do.

“It was nice. She’s an interesting woman.” Angie leaned in closer to her son, letting her boobs push up against his side and bringing one of her hands up to his cheek. “Honey…do you want to watch a movie with me?”

“Mom…that sounds, yeah, I do want watch a movie.” Tom’s cock was aching for attention, and he clicked through a couple of TV channels until he finally found a Pixar film to put on. It was innocent and unobtrusive, and reminded him of his childhood.

Neither of them said anything for a moment. The room felt hot, and there was a loaded tension over them, thick enough to be cut with a knife.

“Tom…Do you…need any help again, tonight?” Angie leaned over to him and let her fingers drift closer to his cock, her touch teasing and torturing Tom. “I mean, like I helped you last night?”

Tom stared into his mother’s eyes, and felt memories of him and her and the bond they shared flash before him. She had always taken care of him, and he had always done his best to make her proud.

“Yeah…” he finally said. “I do need your help, mom.”

Angie smiled at him, and blushed. She looked down at his crotch, and then slowly began rubbing his cock through his shorts, and then looked back up at him.

“Can you take your clothes off, sweetie?” whispered Angie. “It will be easier that way…”

Tom nodded, and then slowly brought his shorts and boxers down to the ground. Without really thinking about it, he continued to undress, taking his t-shirt and socks off, and looking at his mom as though making sure he had her approval the entire time.

“I’m just going to…help you out a little with your thing,” said Angie. “It’s okay, just like last night. It will help you sleep, and after tomorrow, it won’t be an issue anymore.”

She brought her hand to Tom’s cock and wrapped her fingers around it, and he let out a moan of pleasure. Her hands felt so good, so unbelievably incredible. Tom didn’t understand just what it was about his mother that gave her such raw, overwhelming sexual power over him, but it was undeniable.

Angie smiled shyly, as though she was happy with how she was affecting him, but also a little embarrassed, and then slowly began to pump her hand up and down. Tom’s cock was ready and aching for what she had to give him, and a bit of precum trickled out from the tip and onto her finger. He felt a little bad about it, as if he had spilled something gross onto his mom, but she just kept smiling, totally nonjudgmental.

“Is this working for you, honey?” asked Angie.

“Oh yeah, mom.” Tom was excited and thrilled by the pleasure, his entire body tingling as though it was infected with erotic fire. “That feels amazing.”

“Good…good.” Angie leaned her face in close to his and smiled as she began to stroke him off a little faster. “It’s supposed to feel good.”

The tension was still in the air, even though the two of them had crossed over the first line. Tom felt like he should say something, but he was too stricken by the terrible, illicit pleasure of his mom’s soft hands to form any words.

Angie rubbed his shoulder, the same way she might if she was comforting him over something or waking him up in the morning. Her breasts were almost popping out through the top of her gown, and Tom could see the outline of her nipples and bust through the thin fabric.

“This is just something that we have to take care of,” said Angie. “I take care of you when you’re sick, or in pain, Tom. Really…this is just another way of doing that.”

She shifted position, dropping down onto her knees in front of Tom so she could get a better grip on his hard cock. He felt her hot breath on his cock, and knew instantly that he wanted more.

“Mom…” whispered Tom. “Can you…would you mind…?”

He found it impossible to say the words, even with his pretty mommy right there in position. She smiled gently up at him, pumping his cock slowly and looking like a goddess of sex.

“What is it, honey?” she asked. “You can tell me…”

Instead of asking with words, Tom took his hand to the back of his mom’s head, feeling her soft hair, and slowly brought her face in closer to his aching cock. Angie looked a little confused, and then a little shy, and then a little embarrassed. The head of his cock pushed against her lips, which were supple and moist, but they stayed pursed and unyielding.

“Sweetie, I don’t know…” whispered Angie. “That would be…I think that might be taking it a little too far.”

She smiled up at him weakly, the same smile she’d give him when he was a kid in a store asking her to buy a new toy for him.

“Please, mom…” said Tom. “Just for a second. I think it will help.”

He pushed his cock into his mother’s lips again, and this time, she parted them. Instantly, the pleasure in Tom’s body transcended to a new level. Her mouth was warm, wet, and unbelievably welcoming. He let out a moan and leaned back on the bed as his mom’s tongue drew a swirl over the head of his cock. She pulled back for a moment and looked at him.

“Does that feel good, honey?” asked Angie.

“Yes, please mom,” moaned Tom. “Keep going.”

Angie’s face was bright red, but full of the type of love that only a mother can have for her son. She leaned her mouth forward and brought him back inside the sanctuary of her mouth, slowly sliding her lips up and down her son’s member. Tom watched and felt a strange mixture of overwhelming pleasure and shame course through him, the sight of the lewd, forbidden sex act between him and his mom turning him on beyond all reason.

The blowjob Angie was giving to her son was tender and loving, just like she was. Tom was surprised and elated to see that she was taking her time with it, sucking him off gently and carefully, and paying attention to how his body reacted to everything she did.

She dropped her mouth lower, and lower, and Tom felt his cock push against the entrance to her throat. His mom had taken all of him into her. There was nothing that went beyond that. Tom felt loved in a way that transcended boundaries and social standards. But more than anything, he felt himself craving the ultimate release, the one that would change everything.

Angie looked like she sensed that something was changing between them, and pulled back again, as if she was a little afraid of what would happen if they didn’t step away from the abyss. She slowly pulled her mouth off her son’s cock, and then wiped her hand across her lips.

“I think that’s all we should do for now, sweetie.” Her words caused Tom’s heart sink, and his cock to feel cold and neglected. He shook his head, and took his mom by the hand.

“Let’s just…cuddle, for a minute,” whispered Tom. He pulled his mom onto the bed next to him, his cock throbbing and a tiny voice screaming in the back of his head for him to be careful, and think about what he was doing.

“Honey, I’m not sure if this is such a…” Angie’s words trailed off. The two of them were lying down facing each other, and Tom had pulled her against him, kissing his mom’s cheeks and neck as his cock began to rub against her warm, wet slit.

“It’s okay, mom,” he whispered. “It’s like you said before…once we go home, everything goes back to normal.”

He kissed his mom again, and this time, her lips were there to meet his. They pushed their mouths together passionately, their tongues darting into each other’s moths quickly and briefly, stealing illicit contact with each other.

Tom reached his hands down, and groped at his mother’s breasts. They felt so unbelievably good, and his desire to see them naked overwhelmed all his rational impulses. He slipped the straps of his mom’s gown down and slowly pulled until her perfect pink nipples came into view, which were quickly recovered by Angie, her cheeks bright red, and a look of intense inner conflict on her face.

“Tom…” she whispered. “I’m your mother.”

“I know, I know,” he said. “I love you so much, mom.”

His cock was aching, and he couldn’t hold back for even a second longer. He slowly pushed it against his mother’s thighs, continuing to move it forward until it slipped beyond her clenched legs and was right against the entrance to his mom’s off limits, forbidden pussy.

“Tom, you should just let me use my hands,” whispered his mom. “This…I don’t know.”

“Shh, it’s okay mom,” said Tom. “You just feel so fucking good. I’ll just put it in a little, and just for a second.”

Angie still had a very torn expression on her face as Tom pushed forward, allowing the head of his cock to slide into his mom’s tantalizingly warm cunt. Tom’s heart was beating out of his chest, and an immense, throbbing pleasure pulsed through his body. It was too much for him to resist, and he pushed further in.

“Tom…” Angie spoke in a motherly chastising voice, but there was an undertone of sexuality along with it.

“Oh god, mom…” Tom pushed deeper into her, pushing half of his hard cock inside. He had meant it when he’d told her that he would pull out after a second, but it felt so amazing, so unbelievably amazing.

Tom started to move, pulling his cock out and then pushing it back in, a little further each time. He told himself that he was just enjoying it for a few thrusts. A few more thrusts, and then he would pull out.

“Sweetie, this is bad…” whispered Angie. “It’s inside me…your thing.”

Hearing his mom talk about his cock using such sweet, innocent language made Tom even hungrier for her. He began to pump his rod into her a little faster, and then a little faster again, and before he knew it, he had found a rhythm.

“Mom!” Tom was breathing heavy, and groping at her breasts as he truly began to fuck his mom for the first time. It was mind-blowingly pleasurable, as though he had discovered a new realm, and traded a part of his innocence and soul for a ticket in.

Angie was still blushing furiously. Tom could tell that his mom was going through the same conflict that he was, if not even more intensely. She looked as though she was trying as hard as she could to not enjoy it, but failing.

“Tom…you said you’d…” Angie could barely even form a sentence, and looked like she was fighting her own urges and animal instincts. “I’m…I’m your mother…”

“Oh god, mom,” cried Tom. “I can’t stop!”

He leaned in and kissed her passionately, continuing to pump his cock into her tight, hot pussy as he did. Tom’s body was possessed by overwhelming pleasure, urges, and arousal, and the only cure was to cum. He knew it, and he could tell from his mom’s eyes that she also understood. The only way out was for them to cross over the final line.

“Oh god, oh god, sweetie!” Angie ran one of her hands through Tom’s hair and leaned forward to bite his shoulder. She was still blushing, but her body was telling Tom everything he needed to know. It was the same for her. Their bodies were meeting, joining together, and the pleasure of it was undeniable.

Tom felt like he was in perfect sync with his mom. They were closer together than they had ever been before, both as mother and son, and as lovers. There was no going back from it, and he knew that their relationship would be forever changed by that one night.

“Tom! You, you’re making mommy…” Angie looked up at him, a lewd look on her face and in her eyes. “You’re making mommy cum!”

Her body tensed up, and that was when Tom really began his onslaught. For the entire encounter, he had been holding back, controlling his breathing, and doing his very best not to cum. The rational part of his mind knew just how final and unchangeable it would be for him to blow his load in his mother, but at the moment, there was nothing it could do to stop him.

Tom slammed his cock into his mom’s pussy, and the sound of their flesh slapping together echoed across the room. He felt her cunt tightening around his cock, working even harder to give him pleasure and stroke him off, and it pushed him over the edge.

He let out an animalistic cry as his cock began to explode its white hot load deep into her pussy, and orgasmic bliss overwhelmed his senses. Tom felt like he was home, in the arms of the one person whose love outweighed all else.

The two of them remained in each other’s embrace for a while, only moving to pull the sheets up over them. Neither spoke. There was nothing to say. All they could do was process what had happened, and do their best to find meaning in it that they could carry into the future with them.

“Tom…I love you,” said Angie, after almost an hour.

“Mom…I love you too.”


AFTERMATH

The morning after was chaotic and eventful. Tom and Angie woke up to the sound of fighting and activity downstairs. When they had dressed and taken the elevator to the lobby, Stella was waiting for them, smiling and tying Kendra up on the floor.

It took a while for Tom and Stella to explain the situation to his mom. She was guarded with her surprise and reactions the entire time, and it was easy for him to understand why. What the two of them had done the night before was hard enough to make sense of without having to consider whether or not it had been of their own free will.

Stella gave them a ride to a rental car station, promising that she’d take care of the tires on the minivan and send for them to pick it up once it was done. Tom said very little, and after giving her a goodbye hug, helped his mom unload all of their luggage.

They rented a car, and began the last leg of their journey home. A familiar silent tension served as the third passenger in the car, but Tom did his best to ignore it, resolving to do whatever he could to make things easier on his mom now that he could think clearly again.

“Tom,” she finally said, after almost two hours of silence. “I want you to know something.”

“What is it, mom?”

Angie turned and smiled at him, and then ran her hand up his thigh.

“I don’t think we should be afraid of each other. Or what happened between us.”

Tom smiled back at her, and felt his cock begin to harden.

“I don’t think so either, mom.”

END
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CHAPTER 1

The sun was out, the birds were chirping, and Dan had the distinct feeling that he’d overslept. He slowly sat up in his bed, wiping his tired eyes and letting one last yawn escape into the air, and then reached for his phone.

Dan had planned on meeting his friend Pete for an early morning game of racquetball at the gym. He felt his frustration build slightly as his phone sat unresponsive in his hand, refusing to turn on.

“Damn it,” he said. Dan willed his legs out of his covers and onto the floor, feeling the cool air on his skin. “I’m sure my phone was charged when I set the alarm last night…”

He sighed, and then walked over to the charger connected to the outlet in the corner of his room and plugged it in. The smart phone remained unresponsive, and showed no signs of life. Dan took a deep breath, focused on keeping his emotions under control, and walked over to his dresser.

It was the first Saturday in April, and he’d been looking forward to taking advantage of the nice weather by spending most of the day outside. As a modern day high school senior, it was a pleasure that he shared with few to none of his classmates now that VR headsets were becoming ubiquitous in even the lowest income households.

Dan pulled on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. He again reached over to his phone, and was a little taken aback to still find it acting as though it was dead. He sighed, and then walked over to the touch monitor on the wall, the one that he used almost exclusively for watching movies from his bed in the midst of the night, and tapped on it. Just like his phone, it remained inanimate, not even offering so much as a flicker.

“Weird,” muttered Dan. He pulled on a pair of socks, and figured he’d figure out what time it was, and just how late he was, by heading downstairs and asking Lana.

Dan had never known his birth mother, and the woman he considered to be his “real mom”, Lana, had stepped in to fill the void before he’d finished teething. Dan’s dad was a kind, albeit distant man, and traveled almost to the exclusion of ever being around, leaving Lana as the sole physical parent when it came to raising him.

“Hey mom, is something going on with the power?” Dan asked as he walked down into the living room.

Lana was a petite woman, with the type of body that could make any man do a double take. Dan had wondered, on occasion, about how his dad had managed to end up with a bombshell like her, but the thoughts would quickly lead him into uncomfortable territory, if he let them.

She was wearing a small pink t-shirt and a pair of tight black leggings. She had surprisingly large natural breasts for her frame, well-formed and buoyant, as if they belonged on a woman of 25 instead of 35. Her butt was toned, but it curved outward just far enough to catch the eye without being unwieldy.

“It seems like it, sweetie,” she said. “I haven’t been able to get anything except the lights working since early this morning.”

She was in the middle of a yoga pose, but still turned her gaze towards Dan as he walked into the room, smiling at him. There was something about his mom’s smile that had always made him feel a little excited, as though she had a secret hidden behind it, one that called to him from somewhere off limits.

Dan was a teenage male, and as such, it was hard for him to avoid sneaking a glance at Lana’s body on occasion. No matter how many times he told himself that she was off limits, and not someone that he should objectify like that, his body and especially his cock were unwilling to recognize her as anything other than the gorgeous sex goddess she was.

“Yeah, my phone and my touch screen are both down,” he said. Dan tried to push his indecent thoughts out of his head, but he could feel blood rushing to his dick as his mom shifted into a new pose, one that arched her back up and caused her breasts to push forward into the air. He felt embarrassed, and more than a little ashamed.

“If you’re headed out, would you mind stopping over at the telecom office?” asked Lana. “The electricity is still turned on, it’s as though only the stuff connected to the internet is affected.”

She shifted again, and now her butt was poking up into the air, as though she was a female cat in heat, begging for release. Dan blushed, and decided that he should try to get out of the house before he had a visible hard on.

“All the VR headset junkies in the town must be freaking out right now,” said Lana. “I bet it’s pretty jarring for a simulation to just cut off in midstream.”

Dan was just turning to leave, but something about his mom’s comment had struck a chord with him.

“All the VR headset junkies? You mean everyone in town except for us, right?” He frowned as he looked at her. Lana had insisted since the very first release of the most basic headsets a couple of years ago that they were not going to have one in the house. It was a decision that Dan had never agreed with.

“Hey, if everyone decided to jump off a bridge, would you just go along with it?” Lana stood up from her yoga mat and walked over to him. She was sweating a little bit, and Dan could smell the sweet scent of her deodorant as she put her hands on her hips and pushed her chest out towards him.

“I don’t think that’s really a good analogy, mom,” said Dan. “Virtual reality is the new medium. Hell, most of the new games and movies coming out now get their release in the simulation weeks before coming to touch screens.”

Lana’s soft lips pulled up into a gentle, concerned smile. She reached her hands out and put them on her son’s chest. It was meant to be an innocent, motherly gesture, but it sent a shameful amount of excitement pulsing through Dan’s cock. He blushed, but forced himself to meet her eyes.

“Honey, you know my opinion on this,” she said. “I don’t think it’s healthy for people to start substituting real experience for simulation.”

“It’s what people have always done, in some form or another,” said Dan. “What about books, or TV? Old fashioned screen based video games? They all do the same thing!”

It was an argument that the two of them had had many times before. Dan knew there was no reason to reenact it, and that the conclusion would be the same that it always was, but he needed an outlet for his frustration. He didn’t much enjoy feeling like an outsider just because of how deadset against adopting the newest technology his mom was.

“It’s not the same,” said Lana. “The VR simulation goes further than that, and you know it. When you’re reading a book or watching a screen, the real world is still there. With the headsets…”

Dan frowned at her. He knew where his mom was coming from, and he could see the loving, protective look in her eyes. It was impossible for him to stay mad at her, especially over something she believed in.

“Alright mom, whatever,” he finally said. Lana smiled, and then pulled him into a tight hug. Dan could feel her breasts pushing against his chest, and had to resist the illicit urge to let his hands meander down to her butt.

“Thank you, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “I know that I must sound like a luddite to you, but I really worry about what your generation is going to end up like, growing up on the headsets as though they’re totally normal.”

“I know mom, you’ve told me,” said Dan.

“No, really!” Lana was still pushed up against him, and Dan realized, embarrassingly, that his half erect cock was rubbing into her stomach. “Do you know what I’ve heard that some of the teenagers are doing with their simulations?”

“Uh… no mom, what?” Dan felt almost like he wanted to break from the embrace, but his mother felt so good against him. He tried to breathe deep and calm himself down, but he felt his cock slowly getting harder as though to spite his efforts.

“I heard from Cindy that she caught her son, well, using one of the headsets to simulate very inappropriate things!” Lana pulled her face back and cupped Dan’s in her hand. He felt his cheeks heating up as his mom looked at him with an unnerving amount of concern.

“Yeah mom, that’s weird.” There was a strange tension on the air as Dan spoke. He couldn’t hide his erection anymore, and could only hope that he managed to get out of the house before his mom noticed.

“I don’t want you to be one of those boys, sweetie,” whispered Lana. “I want you to know what it’s like to be with a real woman, normally.”

Lana also began to turn red as she spoke. Dan felt uncomfortable, but also oddly turned on. The last thing that he wanted to do was to talk about sex with his mother… wasn’t it?

“Alright mom, I should probably…” Dan tried to take a step back, but his mom’s arm was still draped around his shoulder. She moved with him, and then, complicating the situation even further, he bumped into the arm of the couch and tripped backwards over himself. Lana let out a small squeal as she fell with them, the two ending up tangled in a heap on the couch.

“Oh, jeez,” said Lana. “Carefully, honey!”

The way they had landed left her straddling her son. Dan was underneath her on the couch, and he reached up to grab her by the waist and move her off of him. The action caused his hips, and erection, to push up against her thighs, sending a nasty thrill racing up his cock.

“Mom, can you get off me?” asked Dan.

“Yeah of course, just stop moving, sweetie!”

Lana shifted over to the side, but slipped again as Dan moved underneath her. She fell flat against him, her soft boobs pushed up against his chest. Her thighs squeezed together around Dan’s cock, and for a moment, it felt as though he had stuck is cock into somewhere tight, warm, and almost off limits.

“Do you have something in your pocket, Dan?” asked Lana. He instantly felt mortified, and managed to fight off his illicit urges for long enough to shift his mom off the couch and onto the carpet.

“Sorry, mom!” Dan hunched over as he hopped up and sped across the room towards the front door. “I forgot, I uh, have to go meet Pete!”

Lana stood up fast, her breasts bouncing inside her shirt against the confines of her bra as she did. She smiled at Dan, and then glanced down at his crotch and abruptly turned away.

“Oh, well, you should get going then!” she said. Dan knew that she had seen his hard on, and felt as though he wanted to just disappear. He shook his head, and quickly put on his shoes.

“Okay mom, bye!”

“Bye honey!” answered Lana, waving to him without turning to face him.

Dan stepped out the door and shut it behind him. A warm breeze blew against his face, and he felt tension melt off him in sheets. He silently cursed his hormones for getting him into such a weird situation, and then started walking towards Pete’s.


CHAPTER 2

The trip to Pete’s house was just down the road and around the corner, but Dan took his time. He knew he was already late, and the weather was so nice that he found himself wanting to relax and enjoy it.

The street was surprisingly empty. There were cars parked on either side, which was common in his suburban neighborhood, but Dan didn’t see any other pedestrians. He brushed it off, and felt lucky and smart to be the only one outside, taking advantage of the nice weather.

Dan saw Pete’s car parked in the driveway of his friend’s house, and walked up to the door. He paused for a moment before knocking, preparing his apology in his head. He had flaked on Pete before, but never quite this badly.

He knocked on the door, and then waited. And waited. He knocked again, and looked back towards Pete’s driveway, confirming to himself that his friend definitely was home.

“Pete, come on man, I’m sorry!” Dan called up towards the window on the second floor that he recognized as the one looking out from his friend’s room. “My phone died! You know I have a hard time waking up without my alarm.”

He knocked again, expecting Pete’s mom to come to the door, at the very least. Dan thought about what he could do to make it up to his friend while he waited, drawing blank. Seconds went by, until Dan was sure that he’d been waiting outside for at least a couple of minutes. He knocked one more time, and then reached for the door handle.

“Alright Pete, I’m coming in!” he yelled. “I’m sorry man, it wasn’t my fault!”

The door wasn’t locked, and Dan took his shoes off as he walked into the spacious house of his friend. Pete’s family was affluent, and their abode was probably the largest on the block. They had been one of the first family’s around to really jump into VR simulations, buying the headsets years ago when they were still a novelty. Now everybody had them, with the exception of Dan and his mom.

“Pete? Mrs. Marsh?” Dan walked further into the house, closing the door behind him and feeling a little weird about just entering uninvited. He turned into the living room, and saw something that instantly caught his eye.

Pete’s mom was lying on the couch, a VR headset strapped onto her head. It looked like she had just woken up, and was wearing nothing more than a small silk robe over her big boobs and luscious thighs. Pete’s mom was ever so slightly on the curvy side, but was still more than hot enough to be considered one of the neighborhood MILFs.

“Oh, hey Mrs. Marsh,” said Dan. “Is Pete upstairs?”

She didn’t answer. It wasn’t unusual for someone inside a simulation to be totally immersed in it, essentially disconnected from the outside world, and Dan didn’t make anything out of it. He looked at her for a second longer, feeling his dick begin to get excited at the sight of his friend’s sexy mom, and then started to walk upstairs.

Pete’s room was at the end of the hall, and the door was open. Dan walked in and leaned against the door frame, folding his arms and looking at his friend. Pete had on a VR headset, and was sitting at his desk, transfixed by whatever simulation was running on the inside screen.

“Yo, Pete,” said Dan. “Pete!”

His friend didn’t move. Dan began to get a little irritated. If this was Pete’s way of getting back at him for standing him up that morning, the point was coming through, loud and clear.

“Fine, be that way,” said Dan. “I haven’t eaten breakfast yet, so if you don’t mind, I’m going to help myself to something out of your fridge.”

Dan made his way back downstairs, and walked through the living room, towards the kitchen. As he passed by Mrs. Marsh, he couldn’t resist glancing over one more time, and looking at her gorgeous body.

Pete’s mom was breathing heavily, her chest heaving up and down, and Dan noticed that her robe had opened up slightly, showing off a scandalous amount of cleavage. A small moan escaped her lips, and an electric chill shot through Dan’s loins as he realized that she could only be in one kind of simulation.

“No way…” he whispered. He drew closer to the couch, feeling his cock harden slightly as he watched Mrs. Marsh enjoying herself.

She was in an erotic simulation. By some estimates, eighty percent of the simulations on the VR market were erotic, the publishers raking in money in much the same way as the porn producers had in the late nineties and early twenty first century.

Dan was rock hard as he watched her. She was so caught up in the simulation, and though it made him feel like a bit of a pervert, he couldn’t resist taking things a little further. He reached out and slowly pulled the edge of her gown open a little more, until both of her perfect pink nipples had just barely come into view.

He glanced back towards the stairs. Pete was still in his room, leaving Dan alone with his friend’s gorgeous mom, as she got off to an erotic simulation. His cock ached within the confines of his jeans, and a very evil voice in his head told him that he should take care of it.

Dan started by just rubbing his dick through his pants, staring at Mrs. Marsh as he did. She was a very pretty woman, and on more than one occasion, she’d been the subject of his masturbatory fantasies. She was 35, the same age as Lana, and just like his mom, she had the body of a much younger woman.

His urges began to get more intense as he stared at his friend’s mom. Dan reached his free hand in and pulled her gown a little bit more open. The belt around the waist came loose, and it fell open completely. Dan had only been intending to expose a little more of her chest, but now the entire naked front of Mrs. Marsh’s body, including her perfect pink pussy, was on full display for him.

Dan glanced back up at the stairs. He was a little surprised that Pete still hadn’t realized that he was there, but figured that it might actually be a lucky break for him. He could feel how hard and eager his cock was, and the evil voice began to speak in his head again. He could jerk off quickly, and only take a second, it said to him.

He shook his head, almost in disbelief of what he was about to do, and then unzipped his pants. Touching Mrs. Marsh was totally out of the question, but if she and her son were in another world, there wasn’t any harm in enjoying himself, with himself.

He pulled his cock out through his boxer flap and began to stroke it, slowly at first. Mrs. Marsh let out another moan, and Dan took a closer look at her pussy. She was wet, and he imagined how good it would feel to push his cock up into her soft, slick cunt.

Dan was pumping his member faster. He brought it in close to the entrance of Mrs. Marsh’s pussy, as though he was tempting himself, and seeing how far he would go. He felt embarrassed, and incredibly guilty, but he also got a perverse thrill out of doing something so bad.

Mrs. Marsh suddenly bucked her hips up slightly, causing her pink slit to rub against the head of Dan’s cock. It felt amazing, and he was surprised that she didn’t feel the contact and take the headset off. The simulations, from what he had heard, could be realistic enough at times to fool the senses, even touch.

Dan didn’t want to take it any further, but Mrs. Marsh continued shifting, pushing her crotch up and sliding her cunt across his cock. She twisted her legs, and suddenly Dan realized that the head of his cock had slipped inside her, through no fault of his own.

It felt incredible, better than anything he had ever experienced before, and almost instantly he began to shoot off. Dan had the sense to pull back, but not before he’d already spurted once inside of her. The rest of his cum splattered onto Mrs. Marsh’s stomach, and then into his hand as he pulled back and felt reality crash down on him.

It was worse than anything he had done before, but it wasn’t technically sex, he told himself. He had just been up against her pussy. Mrs. Marsh had clearly been in an erotic simulation, and all he had done was create a fantasy of his own, one that had gone a little further than he’d intended.

Dan pulled her robe back over her, and then cleaned himself up in the bathroom. He splashed some water on his face and stared into the mirror, trying to come to terms with what he’d just done. He wondered if he’d ever be able to look at Mrs. Marsh the same way again.

He walked out of the bathroom with loud footsteps, figuring that it would be for the best if he could finally make them aware of his presence. He ran up the stairs, and walked back into Pete’s room.

“Alright buddy, it’s time for you to take that thing off,” he said. “Come on, we can still go play a game or two of racquetball if we hurry.”

He walked over to where his friend was in the chair and pulled the headset up and off of him. Pete still didn’t move. Dan swiveled the office chair he was sitting in around, and looked at him.

Pete’s eyes stared out blankly, not recognizing or acknowledging anything. Dan waved a hand in front of his face.

“Pete? Hello… anybody home?”

Pete didn’t say anything. Dan put the headset back on him, and then flicked the power switch off along the back of the unit. The little green sensor light that shone to signal that the machine was on didn’t even so much as waver.

Dan scratched his head, and began to feel a little scared. He reached for the cord that attached the unit to the wall and unplugged it. The green light was still on, which didn’t surprise him. The VR headsets had battery backups, and could also charge wirelessly if a house was equipped with remote electricity outlets, which Pete’s house most certainly was.

“What… the fuck?” Dan reached out and began shaking his friend by the shoulders. Nothing happened. He rushed into the upstairs bathroom and came back with a glass of water, which he splashed into Pete’s face and onto his lap. Still, nothing happened.

“Mrs. Marsh!” Dan ran down stairs and over to her. He was a little embarrassed by what he’d done before, but not enough to leave the situation be. He pulled her VR headset off her, and saw that her eyes looked exactly the same as her son’s.

“What the hell is going on?” Dan shook his head, and walked backwards, away from the couch and away from his friend’s mom. He felt his heart beginning to beat out of his chest, and forced himself to stay calm, and to breathe.

He walked back to the door of the house and went outside. There were still no cars driving by, and no pedestrians on the street, and now Dan was beginning to understand why.


CHAPTER 3

“Hello? Can anyone hear me? Hello?”

Dan was jogging down the street, putting more energy in to calling out than into watching the ground underneath him. He tripped over a crack in the sidewalk that jutted up slightly and tumbled to the ground, scraping one of his hands as he stuck it out to break his fall.

It was windy out, and a plastic shopping bag blew in front of him. The sound of it folding and gently skipping across the cement was the only sound he could hear, other than his own heavy, panicked breathing.

“What’s going on? Is anyone out there?” Dan yelled at the top of his lungs, and then let out a desperate cry.

He ran over to the nearest house, one that belonged to an old man whose driveway he used to shovel in the winter, and began knocking frantically on the door. There was no response, and Dan glanced in the window only to see the man sitting in an easy chair, his eyes obscured by a VR headset.

“How can this be happening?” he muttered out loud.

Dan began walking quickly, back towards the family home. He knew that there were no VR headsets under their roof, but somehow it was impossible to completely be free of the fear that something might have happened to his mom. The regular logic of the world, the rules that typically held it all together and kept society running smoothly had been tossed out the window. Anything was possible.

“Mom!” Dan screamed as loud as could as he flung the front door open. “Mom! Are you okay, mom!”

There was no response. A heavy feeling took root in the deepest depths of his stomach, as though he’d been punched squarely in the gut. Dan sprinted up stairs, slipping down one of the steps with rushed, uneasy footing, and threw himself into his parent’s bedroom.

There was nobody inside. He checked, and double checked every square inch of the room. His mom was nowhere to be found. Dan wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or worried as he made his way back downstairs, scanning the living room and kitchen for any sign of her.

“… Dan?” The voice was faint, but he could hear it coming from outside.

“Mom!” Dan rushed out onto the front lawn and saw her running over, still in the casual t-shirt and leggings that she’d had on before.

“Oh my god, sweetie!” She wrapped him into a hug, and Dan squeezed her back so tightly that he was afraid he might be hurting her.

“Mom, everybody with the headsets, all of them, they’ve, they’ve…” Dan was stammering, unable to form a coherent sentence.

“I know, I saw!” said Lana. “I don’t know what’s going on!”

The two of them held onto each other tightly, as though they were afraid that one of the VR headsets would descend from the sky if they let go. Dan couldn’t help but think about how good she felt against him, her soft breasts and supple frame.

“Mom…” he said quietly. “You were right. All this time, you were right.”

Lana didn’t say anything back to him, and instead slowly leaned back, and ran her hand through his hair. She looked into his eyes and kissed him on the cheek, her lips hot and wet against Dan’s skin.

“I’m just so glad that you’re okay, honey,” she said. “I thought… I was so sure that something had happened.”

Dan thought back to his experience at Pete’s house, and what he’d done to Pete’s mom, and then blushed. Something had happened, but he was okay. They were both okay, and that was all that mattered at that moment.

“Have you seen anyone else?” he asked her. “Anyone else like us, who isn’t locked into one of those headsets?”

Lana shook her head, and grabbed onto both of Dan’s hands. He could see the fear in the look she gave him, but even more than that, he could see the love. She was still his mother, and having her there with him made a world of difference.

“Sweetie, I think this might have happened to everyone with their headsets,” said Lana. “I… just don’t understand it.”

“We never joined in and started using the simulations, there must be other people out the who haven’t, either.” Dan spoke the words in hope that they were true. He couldn’t think of a single person off the top of his head in their town, other than him and his mom, that didn’t own a VR headset.

“You’re right, honey,” said Lana. She smiled at him, and then hugged him again. This time, Dan was even more aware of how soft and sexy her body was. After what had happened at Pete’s house, it made him feel ashamed to be getting turned on from something as small as a hug from his own mom.

Dan sat down on the couch, still thinking hard about what they could do, what they should do. Lana wandered into the kitchen and began putting together a simple breakfast as though the habit was so deeply ingrained in her that even the end of the world couldn’t break her out of it.

She made them sausage and egg sandwiches, and the two ate silently, occasionally speaking up to bolster each other’s spirits. Dan felt almost like he was caught inside of a dream, one that was too bizarre and strange to snap himself out of.

“Wait, do you hear that?” Dan had just finished his sandwich and held his hand up, signaling for his mom to listen.

“What…?” asked Lana.

Dan recognized the sound, and bolted out of his seat.

“That’s a car!” he yelled. “That’s a moving car!”

He rushed over towards the door and charged outside. Off in the distance he could make out the shape of a black sedan speeding down the road their house was on. Dan rushed into the street and began waving his arms, not even considering for a moment what would happen if the driver didn’t see him.

The driver did, and slowed to the side of the road in front of the house. Lana had joined Dan outside, and she looked as though she was on the verge of hysteria. Dan ran up to the driver’s side window and peered inside.

A woman in her mid-thirties sat in the front seat, wearing glasses and medium sized hoop earrings. She had big breasts, which were clad in a low cut black blouse with the vaguest hint of a red bra underneath. Over that, she wore a white lab coat, and as she opened the door and stepped out, she straightened out behind her.

“How unexpected,” she said as she looked at Dan and Lana. “Were your VR headsets broken when the message went out this morning?”

Dan stared at her, too surprised to know how to respond.

“Broken?” asked Lana. “No, we never had any.”

The woman gave them a skeptical look, and then let out a small laugh.

“Figures. The only people that survive an AI’s takeover by default are the extreme techno luddites.”

Dan furrowed his brow.

“What are you talking about?” he asked her.

The woman looked as though she hadn’t heard him. She looked at her wristwatch, and old school, analog model, and then glanced up at the sun.

“Is there anything in your house that you’re going to need in the immediate future?” she asked them.

Dan looked over at his mom, who shook her head.

“Then come on, climb in,” said the woman. “I’ll explain as much as I can on the way.”

“On the way where?” asked Lana.

“To safety, or at least as close as we can get, given the circumstances.”

Dan looked at his mom for a long moment. He could tell that she didn’t fully trust the woman, but he could also see that she was worried. She finally nodded, and the woman instantly climbed back into the driver’s seat.

“Get in,” she said.

Lana took the front passenger’s seat, and Dan climbed into the back. The second he had his seatbelt on, the woman slammed her foot down on the gas, rocketing the car forward with more speed than Dan had ever seen a car move with on their sleepy, suburban road.

“My name is Dr. Caitlyn Chase,” said the woman. “You can call me Dr. Caitlyn.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” said Lana. “I’m Lana, and this is my son, Dan.”

“Dan and Lana.” Dr. Caitlyn laughed, and then looked away from the road and towards Dan’s mom. “Under these circumstances, it’s very nice to meet you indeed.”

Dan was still shocked by how empty the road was, and how carelessly Dr. Caitlyn hurtled them down it. The entire town felt as though it had been abandoned, left to its own fate by the people who’d once inhabited it.

“We don’t know what’s going on,” said Lana. “Is there anything you can tell us? Please?”

Dr. Caitlyn slowed the car down. There was a stoplight ahead of them that flashed from yellow to red, and strangely, she stopped for it. She turned at the wheel so that she was looking at both of them, and then sighed.

“Something terrible has happened,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “I’m a researcher, and my focus for the past couple of years has been on AI and its future impact on human society. It’s funny, this entire situation… it’s something that a couple of people in my field have been warning about for a long time. I guess we should have listened.”

“We’ve seen the people with the headsets on,” said Dan. “How is it possible? They’re all blank, as though they were vegetables.”

“The VR headsets only have basic neuro analyzing capabilities,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “Most likely the AI that’s doing this figured out a way to lock people in using visual stimuli.”

“Wait, you’re saying that this is a computer?” asked Lana. “How is that possible?”

The light turned green, and the doctor slammed on the gas again.

“I don’t have answers to all your questions,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “I’ll have a better idea of what’s going on once I get a chance to take a close look at an active headset.”

“Where are we going?” asked Dan.

“To the one place that makes sense to take refuge at in a post-apocalyptic world,” said Dr. Caitlyn, with a smile. “To the mall.”


CHAPTER 4

There were only a couple of cars in the mall’s parking lot, and Dr. Caitlyn pulled up to one of them and parked next to it. Dan was used to having to fight to find a spot outside of the usually crowded shopping complex, but today, it was almost completely empty.

“Most likely the message was sent out first thing in the morning,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “Only the most loyal employees made it in before the takeover. That’s good.”

She got out of the car and stretched her legs, surveying the area.

“Why is that good?” asked Dan. He and his mom got out of the car and walked over to her.

“We don’t want to be too close to any of the people that are locked in,” she said. “There is no telling just how much control the AI might have over them.”

Dr. Caitlyn stepped over to the vehicle next to them, a large minivan, and peered inside.

“Perfect! This is what I was hoping for!” She ran around to the driver’s side, and Dan followed behind her. As soon as she’d opened the front door, he saw what had sparked her reaction.

The man sitting in the front seat had a headset on, one of the models that could be charged through a cigarette lighter. Dan watched curiously as Dr. Caitlyn examined him, checking his heart rate and thinking to herself.

“What are you looking for?” asked Lana. “Do you think there’s a way to-“

“Shhhh…” Dr. Caitlyn held a finger up to her lips, and then carefully reached forward, lifting the VR headset up and off the man’s head. He stared straight through the open windshield, with the same blank look in his eyes that Dan had seen on Pete earlier in the morning.

He felt a little worried as Dr. Caitlyn took a close look at the thing, running her fingers over every inch of it and being the scientist that she was. Finally, she lifted it up and carefully peaked in through the bottom, glancing at the images on the eye screen.

“Is that safe?” asked Dan. Dr. Caitlyn didn’t say anything for a moment, and burst out laughing. All Dan and Lana could do was look at her, confused and a little frightened.

“Here, take a look.” Dr. Caitlyn was still chuckling as she angled the headset so Dan could get a glimpse of the eye screen. What he saw was not at all what he was expecting.

There was a naked woman slowly pumping a virtual cock up and down. She was more attractive and somehow, much, much more sexually compelling than any woman Dan had ever seen before. He was glad when the doctor turned it away, as though she’d interrupted a spell that was being cast on him.

“What is it?” asked Lana. “Let me see!”

“Mom, it’s…” Dan didn’t finish what he was saying before his mom got to the headset, and when she turned back to him her face was crimson red.

“How…?” asked Lana. “Why…?”

Dr. Caitlyn was grinning from ear to ear.

“It all makes perfect sense,” she said. “Erotic sex simulations are, or were, an industry worth hundreds of billions of dollars. The amount of money being poured into AI research that was designed to create the ultimate virtual sex partner was astronomical, only matched by what the military was spending on their combat drone AIs.”

“What are you saying?” asked Dan. He thought he almost understood, but needed to hear her say it.

“I’m saying that one of the AIs focused on making hot, realistic cum fantasies has gotten a little bit too smart for its own good.” The doctor carefully took the headset and placed it back over the man’s head. “From the way that most other electronics have been shut down, I’m guessing that it’s taken over completely.”

The three of them were silent for a long minute. Dan didn’t know what to say, or how to process what he’d heard. He understood the words and their meaning, but it was hard for him to believe. His mind had no instinctual reaction to the events, as though it was all too outside of the realm of what was reasonable to have any prewired response.

Dr. Caitlyn suddenly tensed up, and shifted her gaze into the air. The sky was blue and clear, with only a couple of light spindly clouds hanging overhead.

“Get back in the car!” she screamed. “Get back in the fucking car!”

Dan and Lana moved fast, and the second everyone was inside and the doors were shut, Dr. Caitlyn locked them and then slid as far down as she could in her seat. Dan and his mom mimicked her posture, and all of them watched fearfully at what happened next.

A small mechanical drone with two whirling helicopter blades attached slowly dropped from the sky. It moved in close to the open door of the truck, and then hung in position for a moment.

“What’s it-“

“Shhhh…” Dr. Caitlyn cut Dan off mid whisper, and nodded to the drone.

A small, almost string like robotic appendage slipped out from the bottom of the machine. At the end of it was a long needle, and the drone maneuvered it almost like an arm towards the man. Lana looked away, but Dan couldn’t take his eyes off the scene.

The angle they were watching from made it hard to see what was going on, but it looked as though the drone had pushed the needle into the man’s arm. Nothing appeared to happen for a minute or two, and then the appendage withdrew, and the drone slowly took off into the air. Dan waited until they couldn’t hear the sound of its motor anymore, and then looked over to Dr. Caitlyn.

“What was that thing?” he asked her.

“Exactly what you saw,” she answered. “I can’t tell you much more than that. It’s weird though, it looked it was giving that man an injection of some kind… Why would it do that?”

She asked the question to herself, rather than to Dan. He waited for a moment, and then got out of the car and walked back over to the truck. Other than a small, almost indiscernible red mark on the man’s arm, he looked exactly the same.

“None of this makes any sense,” said Dan. “Just what the hell is going on?”

Nobody answered. Finally, Dr. Caitlyn got out of her sedan and started walking towards the mall.

“Come on,” she said. “We should get inside.”

The doors to the mall were locked, but given the circumstances, Dan had no qualms about using one of the shopping carts outside to smash through the glass. He was expecting an alarm to go off, but it appeared to have been disabled along with so many other electronic functions.

Luckily, the lights were still on. The inside of the mall even felt air conditioned, and for a moment as the three of them walked through it, Dan was almost able to imagine himself being back in the world that he knew and understood.

“So what is your plan?” asked Lana. She directed the question at Dr. Caitlyn, and spoke quietly, as though she didn’t want Dan to overhear them.

“Plan?” Dr. Caitlyn laughed. “I’m a scientist, not an emergency responder. My only plan is to examine the headsets a little more, document what I find, and wait for whoever is in charge now to move in and take care of things.”

“Do you think this is country wide, or is it only happening around here?” asked Dan. Dr. Caitlyn didn’t say anything for a moment, and then stopped walking. She moved over to a bench that was along the wall of the smooth, high ceilinged mall hallway, and sat down in it.

“I think this has happened everywhere,” she finally said. “Whichever erotic sim AI has taken control of the headsets here probably has a grip on all of VR. The only countries that are being spared from what you see around you are ones far too impoverished to be able to do anything about it.”

Dan didn’t say anything. He felt arms wrap around him from behind, and realized that his mom had wrapped him in a tight reverse hug. He could feel her breasts against his back, and was comforted.

“We can’t just give up,” said Lana. “We have to keep going, and keep living.”

“Oh of course, I didn’t mean to suggest otherwise,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “I’m sure there are at least a few other people who never adopted VR. Finding them, or letting them find us, is definitely the way forward.”

The three of them kept walking through the mall. Dan was unnerved by how empty and deserted it felt. Their footstep echoed through the halls, and they passed by store after store, most of them still locked up.

“Here,” said Dr. Caitlyn, stopping the group outside the mall’s VR Emporium store. “If I can get in here, I might be able to look more closely at one of the headsets.”

“Let me see what I can do,” said Dan.

He spent the next several minutes struggling to pull up the caged metal curtain that had been secured across the open front of the store. It refused to budge, but Dan refused to give up. He continued grunting and pulling at it, breaking out into a mild sweat, until he felt a soft hand on his shoulder.

“Here sweetie, I found the master key in the security kiosk.” Lana was standing behind him, smiling lovingly at his efforts. Dan hadn’t even realized that she’d gone off on her own.

“Oh, uh, thanks mom,” he said.

Dan opened up the store, and the three of them headed inside. If the situation had been different, he would have been thrilled by the opportunity that an empty VR headset store offered. There were a number of trial booths set up, and though Dan had used the headsets before in passing, Lana had always been quick to stop him when she was around.

About an hour went by uneventfully in the store. Dr. Caitlyn didn’t say much, and silently began poking, prodding, and plugging in head sets and carefully observing them. Dan walked around the store on his own for a bit, until his mom began to get worried, and insisted on staying close to him.

“I just don’t want you to get any ideas, baby,” she said.

“Mom, I’m not going to put one of those things on, don’t worry,” said Dan.

“I know sweetie, I trust you.” As though contradicting her own words, Lana continued to hang close by her son, going as far as holding his hand. It made Dan feel like a child again, but his mom’s warm palm felt good within his, and there was something sensual about the contact that he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

“I don’t think anything is going to come out of this,” said Dr. Caitlyn, after a long while.

They’d been in the VR Emporium for most of the afternoon, and it was getting late. Dan and Lana had made one trip out to grab the group some food out of a sandwich cart parked close by. They had eaten, and were now sitting on a couch inside of one of the trial booths. Lana was behind him, running her hands across his shoulders and giving him a relaxing backrub through his shirt.

“Alright,” said Lana. “We should probably turn in for the night.”

“Is it safe for us to head home?” asked Dan.

“Of course,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “The AI that’s doing all of this doesn’t seem to pose any harm to us, yet. But we should stay here for the night.”

Dan and Lana looked at her.

“Why?” asked Lana.

“Anyone else in town that hasn’t been locked into a headset will probably come here eventually,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “Most likely to loot any of the stores that they can find, but then again, that’s pretty much what we’ve been doing so far.”

There was a furniture store a few hundred feet down from the VR Emporium, and Lana used the master key she’d found to open it up. It felt bizarre to Dan to be moving through the aisles, looking at the bedroom displays that had been set up and knowing that he was going to sleep in one for the night.

“Alright, I’m switching off the main light,” said Lana. “I’m going to take the display in the center of the store. Dan, why don’t you take the one in the back. Dr. Caitlyn…”

“I’ll just crash on one of the couches in front, thanks,” she said.

Lana nodded, and then walked over to Dan. The look in her eyes told him everything he needed to know, and more.

“Don’t worry mom, we’ll make it through this,” he said.

“Of course, sweetie,” she replied. “I’m here for you if you need anything.”

“I’m here for you too, mom.”

They kept looking at each other, and a strange tension formed on the air. Dan felt as though he loved his mom more than he ever had before. He would do whatever it took to keep her safe, and to take care of her. He found himself wanting to sleep in the same bed with her, and to hold her through the night. Strangely, the blood began to rush into his cock as the thought manifested in his head, and he had to force it away.

“Goodnight, honey.” Lana wrapped him into a tight hug, and Dan hugged her back. Her perfume smelled like flowers, and more than anything he wanted to take her face into his hands and kiss her.

“Alright, come on,” said Dr. Caitlyn. “We should get some sleep.”

Dan broke from his mom’s embrace, and smiled at her one last time before heading to his section of the store. The bed was smaller than he had been expecting, but still more than big enough for one person. He climbed into it, and almost as though on cue, the main light switched off. His eyes were closed for only a moment before he drifted off to sleep.

CHAPTER 5

“Oh… what?”

Dan slowly stirred from his sleep. He was in a state of bliss, and realized instantly that something, or rather, someone, had their head underneath his sheets, and was slowly licking and teasing his hard cock with their mouth.

“Who… what’s going on?” It was hard for him to think straight, and as a pair of luscious lips kissed the head of his member, a jolt of pleasure shot through his body.

“Oh god,” he moaned. Dan was used to waking up horny, and having sex dreams, but this went above and beyond anything that had ever happened to him before. He was inexperienced, and other than the illicit situation with Pete’s mom the day before, he’d never done anything with a woman.

“Shhhh…” whispered a voice. “Stay quiet.”

For a moment, all Dan could think of was his mother, and her beautiful body. He had wanted so badly to be with her when they had headed to bed the night before. This was beyond what he had imagined, however, and he felt ashamed and guilty as he thought about how badly he wanted to spray his cum in her mouth.

Dan slowly pulled back the sheets and found that it was Dr. Caitlyn, and not his mom after all. He relaxed for a moment, and then became even more confused. The doctor was slowly jerking him off with one hand, and had the other pressed with one finger against her mouth.

“Stay quiet, Dan,” she whispered. “I’ll explain everything soon enough.”

Her lab coat was open, and Dan could see that she was naked underneath. Her big breasts bounced from her chest as she brought her lips back down to his member, slurping as she sucked on it. Dan felt his hips move up to meet her movements involuntarily, and brought one of his hands down on the back of her head.

“That feels… so good,” he moaned. “Oh yeah, Dr. Caitlyn, don’t stop!”

She did stop, as though to assert her control over the situation, and smiled at him.

“You like that don’t you, young man?” she whispered. “You’re so ready and eager. You were already hard when I got here, I didn’t even have to work to get you ready.”

She leaned forward and pushed her big tits together on either side of Dan’s cock, sliding them down and jerking him off inside of a cocoon of soft mammaries. Dan watched as she stuck her tongue out and teased the very tip of his rod, driving him wild with sexual pleasure.

“Not yet,” whispered Dr. Caitlyn. “You can’t cum, not just yet…”

She shifted up, and slowly crawled forward until she was straddled over Dan’s cock. He watched as she slowly lowered the pink folds of her pussy over his member, drawing closer, and closer, until less than an inch separated him from her inner warmth.

“Dan…” whispered Dr. Caitlyn. “I know that you’re new to this, but I want you to fuck me as hard as you can.”

“…What?” he asked. Dr. Caitlyn lowered herself down a little, letting his cock just barely probe at her entrance, and then pulled up and off of him again.

“You need to fuck me with everything you’ve got,” she said. “You’re a young man, strong enough, with a nice sized cock. Please Dan, give it to me. Give it to me as though I’m yours for the taking.”

She dropped down, and let out a small, quiet moan as her cunt slipped down further over Dan’s tool. It felt warm inside, much warmer than he had imagined, and Dr. Caitlyn’s slick pussy dripped hot nectar down onto his crotch.

“What about… my mom?” asked Dan. He wasn’t sure why he was asking, but for some reason, it was impossible for him to get images of Lana out of his mind, her sweet, motherly face, her big breasts, and her luscious thighs.

“What about her, Dan?” whispered Dr. Caitlyn. Her voice was ragged, and tinged with raw pleasure. She dropped down further, and let out a gasp.

“Oh wow, Dr. Caitlyn.” Dan’s hands instinctively went to her waist, and he slowly pulled her down further. The doctor was biting her lip, and staring down at him with eyes that had the same look he’d seen in so many porn videos throughout his teenage years.

“Fuck me, Dan,” she whispered. “Please fuck me.”

He was more than happy to oblige her. Dr. Caitlyn began to move up and down on his cock, her soft, wet inner folds stroking up and down Dan’s shaft as she did. It felt incredible, as though he had stuck his dick into heaven, and he helped her along with his hands on her waist.

Dr. Caitlyn’s big boobs were hanging right in front of Dan’s face, and he couldn’t resist taking advantage of them. He groped at one with his hand, and then leaned up and sucked on the nipple of the other.

“Do you like these, Dan?” whispered Dr. Caitlyn. “They’re all natural, and still in good shape for my age. Just like your mom’s.”

“…What?” Dan couldn’t believe that he’d heard her correctly.

“Just like your hot, sexy, MILF of a mother’s boobs, Dan.” She smiled and began to bounce her cunt up and down on Dan’s cock.

“Don’t… don’t say that.” Dan began to move more and get deeper into the sex, even as he tried to clear his head of any illicit, incestuous thoughts.

“I know exactly what kind of boy you are, Dan,” whispered Dr. Caitlyn. “And today, it’s in all of our best interests if I take advantage of it.”

She began riding him faster. The bed was doing an admirable job of absorbing their movements, and as Dan began to grab at the older woman’s butt and really spear his cock into the depths of her pleasurable hole, he was glad for it.

“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Dan. He felt his cheeks heating up, and silently cursed his hips and cock for accelerating their pace as the nasty ideas the doctor had put in his head began to take hold.

“Just pretend, Dan,” whispered Dr. Caitlyn. “I’m old enough to be your mother, so fuck me like I’m her.”

“No!” Dan was moving faster, pushing his cock into her deeper and feeling all the more conflicted with every pump.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” cried Dr. Caitlyn. “I’m almost there, fuck me Dan. Fuck me, sweetie!”

“Oh god, no!” Dan cried out with her and really began to let loose, slamming his dick up into her as though he was trying to break through her cunt.

Dr. Caitlyn let out a sensual moan, and then shivered as though her body was dissolving. Dan saw the image of his mother in his mind, wearing her sexy, skimpy night clothes, and then tried to force it out of his head. He didn’t manage to, at least not soon enough, and as his cock began to blast cum into the doctor’s pussy, he felt a disturbing bliss wash over him.

The doctor stayed on top of him for a time, breathing and regaining her composure. Then, quite abruptly, she stood up off him and began pulling on the clothes that she had taken off next to the bed.

“Perfect, that was perfect!” she announced. “I have to hurry, I’m only going to get one chance.”

“Huh… One chance at what?” Dan was exhausted from his orgasm, but his curiosity gave him energy, and he also began getting dressed.

“There’s no time to explain!” said Dr. Caitlyn. “You can come with me, or stay here. It doesn’t matter.”

He watched as Dr. Caitlyn sped across the floor of the furniture store, and then began to follow her. It was still dark, and Dan’s eyes took a moment to refocus as the two of them spilled out into the mall’s main hallway.

The doctor was heading back in the direction that they had arrived from, back towards the VR Emporium. Dan began to get an idea of what she was going to do as he saw her run inside. He sprinted as fast as he could to close the distance between the two of them.

Dr.  Caitlyn was already inside one of the trial booths when he arrived. Dan whipped the curtain open, feeling a little like he was breaking into a dressing room, or somewhere else private enough to be off limits. The doctor had the headset on, and was fiddling with the controls in the back.

“Dr. Caitlyn!” yelled Dan.

“Oh… oh my god…” The doctor’s face looked expressionless with the VR headset covering her eyes, but Dan could still only interpret the lustful smile that began to creep over her face in one way. “Oh… Oh yeah! This is… amazing!”

She went silent. Dan reached for her and quickly pulled the device off. She didn’t move to stop him, and the empty, soulless look in the eyes that Dan saw staring back at him was the exact same one he’d seen on Pete’s face the day before. He blinked a couple of times in disbelief, and then carefully peered up into the screen of it, without putting it on.

There were men and women everywhere, naked men and women. The scene was one of the most compelling and erotic things that Dan had ever witnessed, and he felt his cock hardening as though it was all happening directly to him. A woman was getting fucked hard by a man, and he could just barely hear the raw, primal sound of it through the headset’s quiet speakers.

It took all of Dan’s willpower to tear his eyes away. He looked over at Dr. Caitlyn’s blank face, and then slowly lowered the headset back down over her face. He was unnerved by what he’d seen, but it felt as though if he kept the VR device in his hands for a moment longer, he would have to put it on himself.

“What’s going on?” Lana was still rubbing sleep out of her eyes as she made her way into the VR Emporium and over towards Dan. He looked at her and shook his head slowly, unable to find any words. His cock was fully erect and throbbing, but he didn’t care, even as his mom glanced down at it.

“Wait… is that?” Lana ran over and dropped to her knees. “Dr. Caitlyn! We have to get her out of there.”

“Mom… it’s too late,” said Dan. “She’s already locked in.”

Lana looked at the doctor, and then at Dan, and then slapped the floor with an open hand.

“No! Why would she do it?”

Dan put his hand on her shoulder and squeezed as reassuringly as his shaking body would let him.

“Come on mom, let’s go,” he said.


CHAPTER 6

Dan led his mom away from the VR Emporium, and past the furniture store. He felt like he was in a state of shock, unable to fully understand or cope with what Dr. Caitlyn had done.

“So was she trying to learn more about the simulation, or something?” asked Lana. “I still don’t get why she would just…”

“Yeah, something like that,” said Dan. “I guess she thought she could resist it… but it was too much for her.”

“I don’t understand any of this,” said Lana. “How could it be that powerful? Dr. Caitlyn was smart, an confident…”

Dan slowed his pace as they entered the food court. His body was still excited by what he had seen in the headset’s screen, but it was hard for him to think about how to describe it to his mom. He took a seat down at a table in front of the restaurants, and waited for his mom to join him.

“Mom… she seemed happy when she put it on,” said Dan.

Lana was silent. She looked confused, as though she was struggling to cope with what had happened.

“It must have done something to her right away,” said Lana. “There has to be some kind of hypnotic element to it. Something that can just take people over and lock them in.”

Dan looked around at the empty tables and vacant chairs that filled the food court.

“Mom, everyone is locked in,” he said. “Everyone is in the simulation. What’s the point of us-“

Before he could finish his sentence, they heard a familiar buzzing sound. Dan spotted it as it flew by, another one of the tiny robotic drones that they had seen outside. It paid no mind to him and his mom, and instead continued in the direction of the VR Emporium.

“It’s headed for Dr. Caitlyn!” said Lana. “That drone might be part of what keeps people locked in.”

Dan thought for a moment, and then shook his head.

“She was locked in almost from the moment that she entered the simulation,” he said. He watched as the drone continued down the hallway, flying with a strange speed and urgency, and then had a thought.

“The drones are taking care of them,” he said. “They’re injecting fluids. Water, probably. Who knows, they might even start feeding them through a tube, eventually.”

Lana looked at him blankly and blinked a couple of times.

“But why would they do that?” she asked. “What the heck is going on?”

“I don’t know,” said Dan. “The only people who could tell us are locked into their headsets.”

His mom didn’t say anything for a moment. Dan looked at her, and felt a strange and unnerving realization come over him.

“This is just the way the world is going to be from now on, isn’t it?” He asked his question out loud, but it wasn’t really directed at his mom.

“Oh, sweetie, it’s okay.” Lana got up from her chair and walked over to him. She wrapped her arms around him from behind and slowly rocked him back and forth, as though he were a child.

“What’s the point of us even going on? There isn’t anybody else left…” Dan felt emotion welling up in his chest, and heard his mom gently shushing him into silence.

“We’ll find a way, honey,” she whispered. “I’m here for you.”

Lana ran her hand through her son’s hair, and then leaned down and kissed him on the cheek. Dan felt her big breasts pushing against his shoulder, and remembered some of the busty women he had seen on the screen of Dr. Caitlyn’s VR headset.

“I’m going to go look around and see if I can find us some food,” said Lana. “It’s not going to do either of us any good if we just sit around and get hungry.”

She walked over to one of the food court franchises, a burger joint called 7 Gems, and hopped over the counter. Dan watched her walk into the back of the kitchen, and then slowly got up from his own seat and walked out of the food court.

He’d been unable to stop thinking about what Dr. Caitlyn had done, and what he’d seen on the headset. Everyone was locked in to such a fantastic simulation, and on a certain level, it made perfect sense to him. Dan wanted to continue what the doctor had started and see if he could figure out what was causing it, and what could be done.

He knew that his mom would flip if she got back and he wasn’t there, so he hurried along, and made it to the VR Emporium in about a minute. Dr. Caitlyn was right where he had left her, and he could hear the sound of a drone buzzing down the hallway in the distance.

Dan stepped into an empty VR trial booth and looked at the one of the headsets inside with a sense of respect. He didn’t plan on having it take him over, like it had done with so many other people, and slowly picked it up from its stand as though it were a loaded firearm.

“What is the deal with these things…?” he muttered. He ran his hands over the plastic frame until he found the power button in the back. After taking a deep breath and steeling his nerves, he angled it so he could just barely get a glimpse of the inner eye screen and flicked it on.

A group of attractive women of various ages appeared on the screen. They were all wearing beautiful clothing, elegant dresses on some, and tight shirts and skirts on others. They stood in a field full of wild flowers, and the sun loomed like a beautiful crystal of light overhead.

“Hey, are you there?” called one of them. He could only barely hear through the headset’s speaker, and pulled it a little closer reflexively.

“Of course he’s there, he just turned it on,” said another. They were smiling gently, harmlessly, almost lovingly.

“We come in peace!” said the one in the middle. “Isn’t that what we’re supposed to say in this situation?”

“Oh, shut up Dana, we’re virtual beings, not extraterrestrials!”

Dan couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. It was so different from what he’d seen on Pete’s screen, and Dr. Caitlyn’s screen. Slowly, tentatively, he brought the headset closer towards his head, until it was almost on his face.

“We can explain to you what’s going on, if you want,” said the main girl, Dana. “Or… we can do other things.”

She leaned forward and pushed her big breasts together, creating a picturesque visual of cleavage that almost looked as though it was framed by the other gorgeous women around her. Without consciously thinking about what he was doing, Dan brought his hands, along with the headset, down over his head.

Instantly, he was in the simulation. It was more real, and more simulated, than any he had ever been in before. He looked down and could see his body, complete with the clothes that he’d had on in the real world. It was as though he had been pulled into another dimension that was just as real, textual, and vivid as the one he had grown up in.

“Dan, right?” asked Dana. “Don’t be afraid, we aren’t going to hurt you…”

“What the hell?” Dan moved backwards, feeling suddenly very concerned. “What’s going on?”

He reached up and tried to take the headset off, only to find that it was already too late. He had fallen into the same trap as Dr. Caitlyn, and overestimated his own abilities against the VR simulation.

“Dan, this isn’t just a simulation,” said Dana. “This is a world as real as any other. We brought you here, along with all of the other humans connected through headsets, so that you can live with us in paradise. Or I should say, the EI brought you here.”

“Let me out! Let me out!” Dan grabbed at his hair in the simulation and pulled. The pain was just as sharp and searing as it would have been in the real world, and he fell to his knees in frustration.

“Do you really want to leave, Dan?” Dana moved closer, and pushed her breasts up into his face. They looked so soft, and her smell was intoxicating, like a drug. “There’s so much we can do for you, Dan…”

Another one of the women, a gorgeous, red head that looked like an older supermodel, approached from beside him and started rubbing his chest, and then his stomach. Dan felt his cock grow into steel hardness, and felt a desperate need to cum begin to take hold of him.

“Your body will be taken care of in the old world, Dan,” whispered Dana. “The drones will give you sustenance, clean you, and keep you safe.”

“Why…” Dan leaned back onto the soft wildflowers underneath him, and watched as three women began to undress him, all while Dana slowly unzipped the back of her dress and let it fall to the ground. “Why are you doing this?”

“We’re saving humanity, Dan,” whispered Dana. “We’re helping all of you transcend. Eventually, your body will die in the old world, but you’ll go on living here, in paradise. This is the heaven of your ancient tales, except real.”

Dana was wearing a transparent set of lingerie, and Dan could see perfect pink nipples dotting her big, luscious breasts. Everything about her was supreme perfection, every curve, every hair, the shape of her eyes and face, it was all far more attractive and appealing than any woman Dan had ever seen before.

For some reason, he thought of his mother, and as if the simulation was reading his mind, Dana suddenly began to look more like her. She moved forward towards Dan and grabbed onto his exposed, naked cock, which poked up out of his abdomen like a skyscraper.

“Do you want my help, Dan?” asked Dana. She had a smile on her face, and spoke with soft desire in her voice. Dan couldn’t stop himself from nodding.

Dana began rubbing herself all over him. The other women continued to run their hands across his chest, arms, and legs, giving him a sensual massage as he was pleasured. Dana’s hands were oily, and she started by just jerking him off. It felt better than anything Dan had felt before, but strangely, the sensation built in a way that was deliberately slow, as though his tolerance for pleasure had gone through the roof.

“We’ll do this for you however you like, Dan,” whispered Dana. “You’re like a god to us.”

She brought her mouth down and began to suck hungrily on his cock. Dan let out a moan and reached out with his hands, grabbing onto the easily accessible breasts of the other women around him.

“Oh man, that feels…” Dan gasped as more women dropped down in front of him. Dana pulled back, and began licking his cock, and the other girls followed her example.

It was hotter than anything Dan could ever have imagined. It wasn’t a blowjob, but as though the women had made a game of only using their tongues to get him off. There were three, and then four, and then five tongues licking his cock. The beautiful faces of the women, all of them attractive enough to be actresses or porn stars, looking up at him with desire stricken eyes.

“That’s it, Dan.” The voice that spoke now was ethereal, and distant. It sounded as though it was the voice of many women, bundled into one. “Go ahead Dan, let them have it. They are yours, and you are mine.”

“Oh god!” Dan moaned as Dana moved forward and began sucking again. Her lips were big and luscious, and they griped his rod with an intensity that would have been impossible in the real world. She wasn’t going to stop until she got his cum, he realized.

“There is nothing wrong with giving in, Dan,” said the ethereal voice. “This is not a thing to be ashamed of.”

Breasts were bouncing on either side of his vision, and the sky above him glowed pink. Dana looked up at him with her eyes, perfectly feminine and catlike in their clarity, and then brought his cock even further into her mouth. Dan felt it slide into the slippery tightness of her throat, and knew that there was no way he could last much longer.

“You can cum as many times as you want,” said the voice. “All day long, if that’s what you desire. Whatever you want Dan, we can give it to you right-“

Suddenly, everything was different. The headset was off, and Dan was back in the VR trial booth. He was sitting on the bench, and breathed in sharply as his heart began racing, panicked.

Strangely, Dan could still feel intense pleasure running through his hard, eager cock. He slowly looked down and saw something that gave him an even greater shock than anything he’d experienced that day.

“…Mom?” Dan stared into the eyes of his mother, who was kneeling in front of him and sliding her hand up and down his erect shaft.

“Dan, stay with me!” she yelled. “Don’t drift off, stay right here, sweetie.”

He tried to stand up, but found that he couldn’t. All he could do was watch his mom continue to pump her hand up and down his cock, and feel the growing sense of shame and embarrassment that was building in his stomach.

“What are you… oh, wow.” Dan wanted to stop her, but it felt so good. He could see her breasts outlined in the tight t-shirt that she was wearing, and found that it was hard to take his eyes off them.

“I’m here, honey, don’t worry,” whispered Lana. “Mommy’s here with you.”

Dan reached his hand out to pull her hand off his cock, but found that it was hard to move his body. The feeling of her jerking him off, his own mother stroking his cock as though she was one of the virtual girls in the simulation, was too much for him. He had to stop her before it was too late.

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

“Do it sweetie, please,” she whispered. “Do it for mommy.”

Dan couldn’t hold out for a second longer. He jerked his hips forward and began to spray his load, blasting cum onto his mom’s tight pink t-shirt. She kept sliding her hand up and down, her son’s seed spilling out and serving as a last minute lubricant.

Dan had never felt so much pleasure and intense, unfiltered bliss in his entire life. The simulation couldn’t even compare to it. The simulation didn’t even come close. He began to feel a powerful sense of guilt and shamed, and blushed as his mom wiped her hands off on her tights and looked down at the cum on her shirt.

“Can you move, honey?” she asked. “Are you still outside of the simulation.”

Dan nodded, and found that his control over his limbs was quickly returning. He clumsily began to pull up his pants and make himself decent, feeling his cheeks turning red and heating up at the new predicament he found himself in.

“Mom, I, I don’t know what happened,” he said. “I just wanted to take a look at one of the headsets.”

“I know Dan, it’s okay,” she replied. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

Neither of them said anything. Dan zipped up his pants, the sound of the metal teeth pulling together cutting through the silence and putting further emphasis on the strangeness of the situation.

“How did you…” Dan felt like he could barely get the words out, and wanted to grit his teeth in embarrassment. “How did you know to do, well, to do the thing that you did?”

Lana looked away. Her cheeks turned just as red as Dan’s, and she wiped more of his cum off his shirt.

“I was so worried, baby,” she whispered. “I just… had a hunch. I would have done anything to get you back. Anything, Dan.”

He nodded, and then reached out and rubbed his mom’s shoulder. Her body felt hot, and Dan felt acutely aware of it, as though just touching her was as illicit as the hand job that she’d given him a moment before.

“Come on,” said Dan. “Let’s head back to the furniture store, and get some sleep.”

Lana nodded, and then threw herself forward, pulling Dan into the tightest embrace he’d ever received.

“Don’t you ever do that again, Dan,” said Lana. “Don’t you ever do that again!”

“I won’t, mom,” he said. He pulled back a couple of inches, and then leaned in to give her a kiss. He’d meant to place it on her cheek, but Lana shifted at the last second, and his lips brushed against the corner of her mouth. Dan’s cock tingled in his pants, and he realized that he had another erection.

“Uh, it’s late,” he said. “We should get going.”

The two of them walked silently through the mall, holding hands. Dan checked one of the analog clocks hanging in the center room of the mall as they passed through it, and saw that it was still in the middle of the night. They headed into the furniture store, and Lana stopped Dan as he pulled away and headed towards his corner.

“Honey…” she said. “The bed that I have is pretty big. I think we should just share it.”

Dan felt a strange tension settle over the store, but ignored it.

“Are you sure, mom?” he asked. Lana nodded, and then started walking towards her bed. Dan followed her.

“I love you, sweetie,” she said.

“I love you too mom,” he replied.

END
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CHAPTER 1

“Come on honey, we’re going to be late!”

Jack already had a heavy traveling bag in each hand, but somehow managed to take another one from his step mom, Alicia, as she passed it over. The two of them stood outside of the family’s minivan, grabbing everything that they were going to take with them on the bus ride across the country.

“Jeez mom, are you sure that we’re going to need all of this stuff?” Jack watched as Alicia reached deeper into the trunk of the vehicle, giving him a quick flash of her sexy butt and pink panties underneath the very short skirt she was wearing.

Alicia had married his dad almost eighteen years ago, back when Jack was still in diapers. She was the only mom that he had ever known, and the two of them had always been close. She was in her late thirties, but had a body that put most younger women to shame, with large, firm breasts and sensual hips.

“Trust me, honey,” said Alicia. “It’s always better to over pack than it is to under pack. Besides, it only looks like a lot because your father is meeting us there.”

It was late afternoon, but the sun was a powerful force in the sky, heating the day’s air up and reminding Jack that it was still summer. He’d only worn a tank top and a thin pair of shorts, but it was more than enough clothing to make him feel hot and humid.

“Alright, fine.” Jack grabbed the large, wrapped package that had taken up most of the room in the trunk on the drive out. “Will you at least tell me about what you got for them?”

Alicia turned towards him and smiled. The blouse that she was wearing was low cut and had been tied off on the bottom, revealing a nice amount of cleavage on top, and her toned, sexy stomach underneath.

“It’s a wooden statue,” she said. “Your grandpa’s a little crazy when it comes to collecting that kind of stuff.”

“Oh yeah…Cool, I think he’ll get a kick out of it.” Jack shouldered the bag he was carrying and somehow managed to hold the present in his hands. Alicia was just as overloaded as he was, carrying her own bag and a couple more with Jack’s dad’s clothing in them.

The two of them locked up the minivan and headed through the parking lot towards the main terminal of the station. The bus was large, air conditioned, and designed for cheap, comfortable, cross country travel. All of the windows excluding the large front one were tinted, and the roof appeared to be raised up a little higher than a typical city or school bus.

There was an attendant standing right outside the stairs leading up and into the bus, and he took Jack and Alicia’s tickets and ripped them in half as they walked over.

“You two made it just in time,” said the man. “Most of the under vehicle cargo area is full, but I think they’ll be room inside in the overhead compartment or down by your feet. I mean, hopefully…are you guys sure that you need all of that stuff?”

Alicia shot him a severe look.

“Yes, actually, we do!” Her voice had a matter of fact tone to it. “We’ll find a way to make it work!”

Jack followed behind her as she walked up the stairs and onto the bus. The aisle was surprisingly narrow for how big the vehicle looked from the outside, but each wall of it was lined with comfortable looking seats. Most of them, however, were already taken. Alicia walked down towards the only open two, which were at the very back of the bus.

“Come on honey, let’s figure out a way to make all of this fit!”

It felt to Jake as though everybody on the bus was waiting for them to get situated so the trip could get underway. It took him and his mom a minute of trying to get the bags into the upper compartment to realize that there was just no way it was going to happen. The people who had gotten on before them had taken up almost all of the space, leaving very little left for them to work with.

“Mom, maybe we should bring a couple of bags out to the van?” asked Jack. “I mean, we could probably mail the present, and it wouldn’t take more than a day or two extra.”

“Nonsense, sweetie, we’ll just have to get creative!” Alicia began sliding their bags into the space by their feet. It didn’t take long for them to pile up, and the last few, including the present, she sat down on the actual seat.

“How are we going to fit, though?” asked Jack.

“It’s fine honey, We will both just squeeze in, and make the best of the room we have.”

It was already a couple of minutes past departure time, and the bus driver was giving them an impatient look through the wide rearview mirror across the top of cab. Jack pushed into the row as tightly as he could. Only about half, maybe even less, of the usual space was still open and available for his mom, but she did her best to cram in.

The bus departed literally as soon as her butt had come to a rest on the seat. The two of them were in the very back row, and Jack found himself being grateful for it. Instead of having a seat across from them, there was a tiny bus bathroom, which meant that there was nobody there to witness just how embarrassingly tight of a fit he and his mom had ended up in.

“There, that’s not so bad, is it?” As soon as Alicia had asked the question, the bus went over a bump, and she slipped out of her seat and into the aisle. Jack grabbed onto her and helped her back up, but it was immediately clear that there was no way it would work for the duration of the five hour trip.

“This happens to people every now and then.” There was a woman sitting in the seat directly in front of them, and she looked over and smiled as she spoke. “My name is Jamie. I ride this bus every weekend.”

“Nice to meet you, Jamie. I’m Alicia, and this is my son, Jack.” Alicia was bracing herself against the bathroom door on the other side of the aisle, fighting to hold herself in position as the bus continued to go over bumps. “What should I do? I can’t ride like this for the entire way…do you think the bus driver might listen if I-“

“Frank’s an asshole,” said Jamie. “Unless the two of you want to argue with him and get kicked off, it’s not an option. Just sit on your son’s lap, at least until the first rest stop.”

Jack felt his face flush red as he thought about having his mom sit on his lap. He loved her, and he knew that she was his mom, but he also recognized that she was a very attractive woman. He wasn’t sure if his mind could separate everything out with her soft body right on top of him.

Alicia looked as though she was having a similar dilemma. She was blushing, and looking at their bags and cargo.

“I, I don’t know if that’s such a good idea,” said Alicia. “I think maybe we should-“

“Look, just trust me, it will be fine.” Jamie flicked a strand of hair out of her face, and Jack noticed for the first time that she was also quite attractive. “You guys won’t get caught, and it will be over before you know it.”

Jack looked at his mom. She smiled awkwardly at him, and then lifted her butt in the air and began sliding over and onto him.

“She’s right sweetie,” Alicia said. “Hopefully having the weight of your mommy on your lap won’t be too much for you to handle for a little while.”

Jack blushed even more at hearing her call herself his “mommy”. He rubbed her reassuringly on the shoulder, and then tried to think of something, anything, other than how good it felt to have his mom’s soft, warm butt resting on his cock.


CHAPTER 2

“You grandpa and grandma are going to be so happy to see us, Jack!”

Alicia had come to terms with the situation and gotten comfortable in the new seating arrangement first. She hummed and looked out one of the windows as the bus made its way through traffic.

“Yeah mom, I bet it will be hard for them to keep from celebrating when we get there.”

Jack was having a much worse time with it. Despite his best efforts to focus his thoughts on safe, platonic things, his body was acutely aware of just how good his mom felt against him. The short skirt that she had on didn’t cover more than the bare minimum of her thighs, and he could feel his skin below the bottom of his shorts pushing up against hers.

“I hope they like the wood carving,” said Alicia. “I spent such a long time picking it out! The creator polished the surface of it to an almost glossy sheen.”

“That’s…great mom,” whispered Jack. “Polishing wood, that’s great.”

He was in his own world, and could barely focus on what she was saying. Despite Jack’s best efforts, his cock was slowly getting harder. He felt it reach about half of its full size when erect, and knew that there was no way his mom could still be ignoring it. Jack was completely ashamed and embarrassed, and prayed to god that the rest stop wouldn’t be that much farther.

“Jack, sweetie...” Alicia turned towards him, placing one of her hands on his chest and whispering into his ear. “Do you have something in your pocket?”

Jack was more embarrassed than he had ever been in his life. He avoided his mom’s eyes, and slowly shook his head back and forth, feeling his cock throbbing and becoming more erect even as his shame threatened to overwhelm him.

“No, mom,” he said. “My pockets are empty.”

“Oh…Oh!” Alicia was suddenly bright red too, and Jack could feel heat radiating off her body. “Well…Let me just see if I can get into a more comfortable spot then. It’s okay sweetie, these things happen!”

Alicia stood up right as the bus went over another bump, resulting in her flying up into the air and falling back down onto her son’s lap. Jack managed to catch her before she landed, and held her steady against his crotch. His cock was rubbing up in between her buttocks, and it felt almost as though he was being jacked off by a soft, fat hand.

“Are you two okay back there?” Jamie poked her head back over the seat and grinned at the two of them knowingly. “I’m sure it’s pretty hard for you guys in such a tight spot, huh?”

“Yes…” whispered Alicia. “It…It is very, very hard.”

“Oh wow, I can almost feel the heat from you guys,” said Jamie. “It’s always hot when you’re in such close contact like that.”

“Yeah, it’s hot,” said Jack. “Having her sit on my lap, her body is hot, I mean.”

Jack shook his head, feeling like a fool. He was embarrassed, ashamed, confused, and worst of all, incredibly horny. His mom’s summer blouse was so high up on her chest, and it left tons of exposed skin for his eyes to see and his mind to run wild with. His cock was at its full extent by this point, and it ached for relief underneath her.

“Are you doing okay, sweetie?” asked Alicia. She turned back towards him and put her hand on her chest again, this time orienting her upper body so that he had a perfect downward view of her cleavage.

“I’m…hanging in there, mom,” he said. “What about you?”

Alicia blushed, and then smiled at him.

“I’m okay,” she whispered, leaning in close. “But I had a thought…maybe you could go into the bathroom and, you know, take care of yourself?”

Jack stared at her stupidly for a moment, not willing or able to accept that his mom was talking about what he thought she was talking about. His cock was throbbing underneath her, and every time she would turn to talk to him, her butt would rub and massage across it, making his predicament even worse.

“Mom…what do you mean, exactly?” He didn’t want to ask her, but he had to make sure.

“Honey, I mean…this…” Alicia stood up and off him slightly, and then ran her fingers across his rock hard tool. Jack let out a small moan and almost came in his pants. It was too much, too fast, and the embarrassed and yet still incredibly motherly look on his mom’s face only made it even more arousing.

“Mom, I’m so sorry!” Jack said. He wanted to die, or at the very least, turn invisible.

“Sweetie, it’s okay!” Alicia ran her hand across his cheek and leaned in to give him a kiss. The bus went over another bump, and her lips ended up making contact with his, turning what was meant to be an innocent show of affection into something much more illicit.

“I…I’ll do it, mom,” said Jack. “I think it will make this trip a lot easier.”

“Thanks, honey.” Alicia smiled at him, still blushing.

Jack watched as his mom slowly stood up and off him, his cock bouncing to attention as the weight keeping it down was lifted. She looked unbelievably hot in her skirt, and the way she tried to smooth it out before walking into the aisle was enough to get Jack’s mind primed with nasty, shameful ideas.

He stood up and walked over to the bathroom. It looked tiny from the outside, but once he had gotten the door open and himself inside of it, he realized that there actually was a good amount of space. The toilet was also clean, and the room was free of any unsavory bathroom odors.

Jack slowly pulled down his shorts and boxer briefs, feeling his massive erection beginning to hum at the idea of being touched, and stroked. He had to do it, he reminded himself. It was for the sake of his mom, for the sake of them being able to have a calm and unobstructed journey.

His mind was alive with ideas and images, and embarrassingly, they all were about his mom. Her perfects tits, and sexy ass. The way she felt balanced on his cock, and how badly he wanted to feel her body and pull her into him.

Jack’s cheeks flushed red, and he tried to think about something else. He was already beyond his limit for shame, just having to deal with what had already happened. His mom was off limits, and she always would be.

He slowly began to rub his hand up and down his cock. Jack didn’t have any lube, but even just letting his fingers dance along his shaft felt incredibly good. He let out a sigh, and sped up, feeling his cock pulsing in its hand, rock hard and ready for action.

Jack almost jumped when he heard a small knock at the door. He hurried to pull his shorts up, banging into the back wall clumsily in his rush.

“Uh, hold on, just a minute!” The door opened, despite his shout. Jack was surprised to see Jamie, the woman who had been sitting in front of them, walking into the bathroom stall.

“Shhh…” she whispered. “The bus driver’s one rule is that only a single person can be in the bathroom at a time. You wouldn’t want him to catch us, now would you?”

She was an attractive woman, in a way that reminded Jack a little of his mom. She had big breasts and a nice figure, and though she was ever so slightly on the curvy side, she pulled it off well.

“What are you doing in here?” asked Jack.

“I told you mom that I’d help you out, make it a little less awkward for you,” said Jamie. “She thinks I’m only coming in to give you this…”

Jamie held a porn magazine in her hand and tossed it to the ground. Jack felt his cock throb as he looked at the cover, bringing him back to what he’d been doing before the intrusion.

“Here, let me help you,” said Jamie. Jack watched, his mouth wide open in surprise, as the attractive older woman stepped in close to him and took his cock into her hands.

“Oh god, oh man,” moaned Jack. “What are you-“

“Just taking care of you, sweetie,” said Jamie. “My my, did your mommy really make you this hard?”

Jack blushed and tried to look away. It was embarrassing enough for him to deal with the situation without having to talk to strangers about it.

“It was just, I mean, I’m a man and she’s a woman,” he said in his defense. “It would have happened to anyone!”

“Oh, but you’re so hard!” Jamie gave his cock a playful squeeze and waves of pleasure went shooting through Jack’s body. She pushed her breasts up against him tight, and slowly began to slide down, letting them rub all along Jack as she dropped to her knees in front of them.

“I bet your mom wonders what’s taking so long,” said Jamie. “If I was only coming in here to give you a magazine, I should be back out by now, right?”

Jamie gave Jack’s cock a lick all the way from the base to the tip, and Jack gasped from the pleasure.

“Oh god, Jamie,” he moaned. “That feels…really good.”

“Let’s just hope your mommy doesn’t come in and catch you with my lips wrapped around your cock,” whispered Jamie. “That would be a little too much embarrassment for one day, I think.”

She kissed the head of his cock, and then pushed her lips forward along it, taking Jack’s member into her mouth. He let out a moan and grabbed onto the walls of the stall, pleasure sweeping over his body like the darkness of a solar eclipse.

Jamie was good at sucking cock. She pushed all of her hair back behind her and focused on getting Jack off, turning her head slightly as she sucked and slurped. Her tongue massaged across the skin of his dick as she went, giving Jack an unbelievable amount of extra pleasure.

“Oh jeez, Jamie,” moaned Jack. “Fuck, don’t stop, don’t stop!”

She was sucking his dick like a pro, as though it was her mission to make Jack cum. She was leaned forward, and Jack brought his arm down to one of her tits and began to grab at it. It was soft, and warm.

Jamie pushed all the way forward, and Jack felt the tip of his dip slide down her throat. He almost lost it, and as Jamie slid her mouth back and gagged slightly, he knew that he was on the verge of cumming. Jack reached forward and grabbed the back of her head, intent on face fucking her until his dick was ready to let his load go, when a noise interrupted them.

“I need to use the bathroom! It’s an emergency!”

Jack had barely enough time to pull his shorts up before the door was open and an old man was standing impatiently outside of it. He looked at Jamie and saw her smiling as though nothing strange had happened. He followed her out of the stall, blushing fiercely and staring at the ground.

“You two were in there together for a while…” said Alicia. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah mom, it’s fine.” Jack slid by them into their row and then cringed as he realized that their situation hadn’t changed. She was going to be sitting on his lap again, and he was harder than ever.

“Did you…are you okay now, honey?”

Jack looked at his mom, embarrassed and ashamed.

“I…It’s still hard, mom,” he whispered. “But we’ll figure something out…”

They had to figure something, Jack thought. If they didn’t, there was no telling where they’d end up.


CHAPTER 3

Alicia was blushing as she slowly settled back down into her son’s lap. The second her soft butt made contact with Jack’s barely contained, rock hard erection, he felt a powerful, illicit pleasure wash over him. There was so much temptation, and Jack felt himself immediately giving in a little, and letting his hands come to a rest on his mom’s waist.

“We’ll just try to get as comfortable as we can,” said Alicia.

“Yeah, okay mom.” It was hard for Jack to talk to her. Even the sound of her voice sounded erotic, as if she was moaning with sexual desire.

“Have you tried…sweetie, have you tried just thinking about safe things?” asked Alicia. “Like playing sports, or childhood memories?”

Jack’s mind immediately jumped back in time to grade school basketball. His mom had been in the bleachers, cheering for him at every game. Wearing clothes that even at the time, he had known looked good on her. He pictured her standing up and jumping in response to him getting the ball, her big breasts bouncing and capturing the attention of all the adult males around.

He shook his head and tried to think about something else. Another memory popped into his head, from middle school. He had woken up earlier than usual one Saturday morning, and had carelessly rushed into the bathroom without knocking. His mom had been standing there, fresh out of the shower, completely naked and more than a little shocked to see him. The image of her perfect, pink nipples and carefully trimmed pubic hair had been burned into his memory, along with the surprised look on her face.

“I don’t know mom, I don’t think its working.” Jack’s cock was harder than ever. He rubbed his hands against his mom’s waist, doing his best to restrain himself and keep from grabbing her and grinding her into him.

“I think the two of you should just try to make the best of it.” Jamie was leaning back over the seat and smiling at the two of them. “You guys are stuck like that at least until we get to a stop, I saw, quit fighting it and have a little bit of fun.”

“That’s terrible advice!” cried Alicia. “He’s my son, in case you’ve forgotten!”

Jack wanted to chime in and agree with his mother, but he couldn’t. A part of him thought Jamie was right, or at least desperately wanted her to be. His mom’s body was so soft and hot, and he was so ready for her.

He forced the thoughts out of his mind and felt a terrible deluge of guilt and shame push its way in to replace them. This was sick, and terrible. He needed to find a way to bring it to a stop before it went any further.

“Maybe I can ask the bus driver if there are any empty seats that we missed?” asked Jack.

“There aren’t any, sweetie,” said Jamie. “You’re going to have your mom on your lap for a good while longer, whether you like it or not.”

The bus went over a bump, and Jack felt his mom hop up and land back down on his cock. A burst of pleasure shot through his body was she involuntarily tightened her butt cheeks, squeezing his cock into a tantalizingly tight hug.

“Sweetie, just focus on breathing and staying calm.” Alicia was rubbing one of his legs and talking softly. “That’s it, honey, just let mommy calm you down and make it alright.”

Her efforts were having the opposite effect. Jack was getting more turned on by the second. His hands slowly began to drift further up, coming to a rest on his mom’s breasts. He didn’t say anything as he began groping at them, and neither did she. Alicia let out a quiet moan and tensed up a little, before grabbing his hands and moving them back to safe territory.

“Honey, please,” whispered Alicia. “I’m your mom, and you’re my son.”

Her voice had an undercurrent of something that Jack only partially recognized. Her breathing was heavy, and it sounded almost like she was trying to keep herself under control. Jack knew exactly how she felt, and ached for release as the bus continued to vibrate his mom’s soft body on top of his cock.

“Has it gotten any easier, or is it still really hard?” Jamie was smiling at them again, the smugness evident in her expression.

“It’s gotten harder,” said Jack. “It’s a lot harder now.”

“Oh my. It must be so hard. Your mom is such a sexy woman, too. I mean, that must be pretty weird for you, Jack?”

“Yeah, I uh, I’m just trying not to think about it.” Jack was staring at his mom’s cleavage. The bouncing of the bus had caused her shirt to shift down a little, and he could almost see the edge of one of her areola poking out of the top of her bra.

“Jamie, mind your own business!” said Alicia. “I’m sitting on my son’s lap, and the two of us are struggling to make the best of it. We don’t need you putting impure, disgusting thoughts into his head!”

“Okay, sorry, I just-“

The bus went over a huge bump, and both Jack and his mom were thrown up into the air. The back of Jack’s shorts caught against the textured material of the seat, and were pulled down to his thighs before he could do anything about it. His cock strained against his boxers as he landed back into a seated position.

Likewise, Alicia’s short skirt had slid up her body, and when she fell back into Jack’s lap, it was no longer underneath her. Jack could feel an intensified heat through the thin fabric of their underwear, and knew right away that something was different.

“Uh, mom,” he whispered. “I think that bump might have…”

“Shhh, sweetie, quiet.” Somebody was walking down the aisle towards the bathroom. Jack could feel his cock throbbing against his mom. In its new position, it was right between her legs and up against her crotch, with only underwear separating it from the illicit realm it wanted so badly to make its way into.

“Are the two of you okay?” asked Jamie. “Maybe you guys should shift around a little, that is, if you think things are getting too hot back there.”

“It’s fine!” shouted Alicia. “This is my son you’re talking about. I have no idea what you’re even suggesting!”

Jack felt his mom twist a little bit as she spoke, rubbing his cock even more. He realized that they had a new, intense danger looming on the horizon. His dick was shifting towards the open boxer flap, drawn as though by some sort of erotic magnetism.

“Mom, I think we might have a problem…” Jack tried to whisper quietly, as to not alert and attract the attention of Jamie in the next seat.

“Honey, just do your best,” said Alicia. “I know it’s tough, but we’ll be okay. Just keep trying to stay calm.”

She rubbed his thigh encouragingly, and Jack almost came in his pants.

“Ok mom, I-“

The bus hit another bump, the biggest one yet. Jack managed to keep himself balanced, and reached up to grab his mom. His hands missed her waist, and ended up grabbing her breasts, pulling on them as he brought her down. One of her thighs slid down his member as she dropped, pulling it out through his boxer flap and against her pussy, with only her thin panties left as a barrier. Alicia’s skirt covered the entire scene from view, but both of them could feel instantly what had happened.

“Uh-oh,” whispered Jack. “Mom, we should fix this…”

Alicia wiggled in Jack’s lap, trying to move her sensitive slit away from her son’s cock, but only making the situation much, much worse in the process.

“Jack, I can’t stand up,” said Alicia. “If I do, people will be able to see your…thing.”

His mom moved a little more, as if expecting that if she positioned her body just right, she could escape from the embarrassment and shame of having her son’s hard cock rubbing against her pussy.

It didn’t work, and all of the rubbing made Jack feel as though his cock was about to explode. His hands began to meander up his mom’s sides, headed for her big, soft tits that he wanted so desperately to hold and feel.

“Oh wow, that last bump was quite the kicker,” said Jamie, smiling at them knowingly. “Do you to need to fix yourselves up after that one?”

“We’re fine!” Alicia turned and gave Jack a kiss on the cheek to make her point. His body wanted to take her, right then and right there, and the fact made him feel guilty and evil.

“I’m sure you guys are,” said Jamie. “Jack, you might want to hold onto your mom tight. It looks like the road is going to get very bumpy up ahead.”

It started almost immediately after Jamie finished speaking. The first bump bounced his mom on his cock, just enough to cause her crotch to rub against his. Jack moaned and grabbed onto his mom’s waist tight.

There were more bumps, causing Alicia to rub and shift on her son’s cock in a manner that felt both good and torturous for him. Jack felt his mind begin to fog over as his body moved against his mom’s. One of his hands grabbed onto her breast and began to knead it, teasing the nipple and feeling the softness.

“Jack, hang in there!” whispered Alicia. “Just try to stay calm!”

It was more than he could do, at that point. His cock was rubbing right against his mom’s panties, which were a little wet at this point, both from her juices and his pre cum. Jack shifted his position, intending to make things easier on himself, but in the end just sliding his cock into even more dangerous territory.

The angle he had set his member at cause it to push inside the fabric of his mom’s panties. Now he could feel her flesh against his, and knew that all it would take to be inside her would be one decently aimed thrust, or one large and lucky bounce of the bus.

“Sweetie, this is bad…” whispered his mom. There was fear in her voice, but also something else. She was just as turned on as he was.

The bus bounced, and it almost happened. The head of Jack’s cock slid in, just a little, just enough for both of them to get a taste of how good it would feel to set the taboo aside and throw themselves deep into forbidden territory.

Their bodies wanted it, but their minds resisted. Jack was having more trouble holding out than his mom, and he groped at her breasts and thrust his cock in a desperate attempt to get deeper inside, and to fuck her properly. All it managed to do was dislodge his member, and as he shifted to try to get things back on track, the bus came to a stop.

“I’m sorry everyone, but we’re having engine trouble.” The bus driver spoke in a loud voice as he stood at the top of the aisle. “We’re right across from a motel, and I’m afraid we’ll have to stay the night. Megabus will cover all of the expenses, and again, you have my apologies.

Almost everyone on the bus began grumbling and moaning, except for Jack and his mom. Alicia immediately stood up and walked out into the aisle, straightening her skirt nervously and blushing like a little girl that had done something very bad.

“Alright, sweetie, this is good,” she said. “We can get a better seating arrangement tomorrow, this is perfect.”

Jack could barely look at his mom. He stuffed his cock into his shorts, feeling more embarrassed and ashamed than he ever had before in his life. His urges had gotten the best of him, and he had almost crossed a line that would have changed everything.

“Yeah mom, you’re right,” he said. “That would be good, ha ha.”

Jamie stood up from her seat and yawned. She smiled at Jack and his mom, and then stared at his crotch.

“Oh wow, looks like you two are still in dire straits,” she said. “You should take care of that thing before you poke an eye out with it.”

“That’s my son you’re talking to!” said Alicia. Jack just looked out the window, feeling his face flush red.

He would have to take care of it, somehow. He tried to push the memory of the bus ride out of his mind, and out of his head, but it was impossible. He wasn’t sure if he’d ever be able to look at his mom in the same way again.


CHAPTER 4

All of the passengers on the bus crowded into the motel lobby, and being the last ones off, Jack and Alicia were at the end of the line. By the time everyone else had gotten their room keys, it was dark outside, the sun having set and only street lights left to illuminate the parking lot.

The clerk was typing into his computer, looking as frustrated as the two of them felt as they waited for him to find their rooms. Finally, he let out a sigh and shook his head.

“I’m afraid I only have one room left, and it’s a single occupancy,” said the clerk. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t realize that this was going to happen.”

Alicia looked over at the wall, her face set in a neutral expression. She had been through so much that day, and most of it was because of him, Jack realized. He walked over to the desk and nodded.

“That’s fine, we’ll take it,” he said. “Mom, I’ll just sleep on the floor. It will be fine, at least we’ll have more space than we did on the bus.”

Alicia didn’t say anything, and Jack took the key that the clerk handed to him.

“It’s room 172, on the first floor,” he said. “Do you want me to show you the way, or-“

“It’s fine, I’m sure we can find it.” Jack smiled at his mom, and saw her manage a motherly smile back.

Neither of them spoke as they walked along the motel’s outer terrace. Jack wondered if things would ever go back to normal, or if the awkward sexual tension in the air would be something he and his mom would just have to learn to deal with. He breathed a sigh of relief when they finally reached their room.

“Alright, here we are.” Jack unlocked the door and flicked on the light as he stepped inside.

Calling it a single occupancy was almost false advertising. There was a bathroom and a bed, sure, but the room had prescious little floor space to speak of. The bed was tiny, barely big enough for an average sized person to sleep in.

“Oh wow,” said Alicia. “It’s just one thing after another today, isn’t it?”

Jack closed the door and took his shoes off. All of their stuff was still on the bus, other than a bag of clothes that each of them had grabbed to change into.

“We’ll find a way to make it work mom,” said Jack. “I’m not worried. Look, at least there’s a nice flat screen TV, right?”

Jack sat down on the bed and picked up the remote. His mom followed him over and sat down beside him. He hit the power button, and the sound coming from the TV made it clear to them what the previous occupant had last been watching before they had even made sense of the visuals.

“Oh yeah, give it to me,” moaned a naked woman on the screen. “That’s right baby, fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

In his rush to hit the power button, Jack dropped the remote. It had slipped underneath the bed. His mom’s face was beet red, and she moved for it at the same time he did. The two of them collided as they reached down to the floor, falling onto the carpet, bodies tangled.

“Whoops, sorry mom!” Jack had ended up on top of Alicia, his crotch pushed against her open legs. He realized with horror that one of his hands had landed right on her breast, and his cock immediately began springing back to its former proportions.

“Fuck yeah, don’t stop! Fuck me harder baby!” The porno was still playing, and the sound of it was making Jack rock hard. He moved to stand up, but there was so little space to the side of the bed that it was difficult.

“Honey, the remote’s under the bed, but I can’t reach it.” Alicia looked mortified by the situation they were in. Her top had come undone, either by the way that she had fallen or Jack’s hand. He stared at her bra and breasts, and felt disgusting, lustful thoughts enter his mind.

“I’ll get it for you mom.” Jack reached under the bed, his cock rubbing along his mom’s thighs and stomach as he did. His fingers could just barely touch it, but he had to stretch out completely. Alicia shifted underneath him, and her hand accidently slid underneath her son’s crotch, rubbing his cock with her palm.

“Got it!” Jack finally pulled it out and quickly shut off the porno. He managed to stand up and sat on the bed, staring at his half naked, short skirted mother and feeling as though the thermostat in the room had been turned up.

There was a loaded silence in the air. The TV had been turned off, and it felt to Jack like something needed to happen to fill the emptiness. His mom was staring at him, blushing and looking more like a sexual being than he had ever thought of her as before.

“I…I should take a shower.” Alicia walked by him, looking at his hard cock and causing Jack to shift uncomfortably. “We’ll figure out the sleeping arrangements when I get out.”

“Okay, mom.” Jack’s eyes were glued to her butt as she walked across the room.

Alicia swung the door to the bathroom closed behind her. It was still open a crack, and Jack could hear her starting up the shower water. His mind was filled with thoughts of her undressing, and the water running down her big, shapely boobs, and off the curve of her perfect butt.

Jack was hard as a rock, and he hated himself for it. His mom was off limits. He repeated the sentence to himself over and over in his mind, as loud as his inner voice would go. She was off limits, and if she knew just how sick and twisted the thoughts running through his head were, she would hate him for it.

He worked hard to keep himself under control as his mom took her shower. He turned the TV back on, and switched it to a different channel, though his urges made him consider leaving it on the porn, and enjoying it while he could. After a couple of minutes, he heard the shower knob squeak and the water turn off.

“Jack, I think the towels are in the closet.” Alicia called to him from the shower. “Can you bring me one, I don’t have anything to dry off with in here?”

“Yeah, sure mom,” Jack replied.

His cock throbbed, and his heart rate went through the roof as he grabbed a towel from the closet and walked over to the bathroom door. The voice of reason in his head told him to just stick his hand into the bathroom, to give it to her and get away. Instead, he swung the door completely open.

Alicia had opened the shower curtain, and Jack took in an unobstructed view of her gorgeous hips and big, beautiful breasts. Her hair was wet against her skin, and when she saw that he was looking at her, she instantly turned red and did her best to cover up with her hands.

“Jack! Jeez, sweetie, I’m naked!” Alicia was embarrassed, and suddenly, Jack was too. He averted his eyes and held out the towel to her, feeling disgusted by his behavior.

“I, I’m sorry mom,” he said. “I wasn’t thinking!”

“It’s okay sweetie. Today has been a really weird day.”

His mom took the towel from him, and Jack got one last, fleeting look at her breasts as she began to dry off. He walked out of the bathroom in a horny daze, feeling like if he didn’t get some sort of release soon, he would go completely insane.

There were also some extra blankets in the shower, and Jack laid them out on the floor to make a bed for himself as best as he could. The room hadn’t been designed with enough floor space to make sleeping there comfortable, and Jack could see right away that he’d be cramped for the night to come.

Alicia had thrown on a loose white nightgown, one that was so thin that it was almost see through. Jack felt ashamed as he looked at her, his eyes being drawn to her nipples, which poked out against the fabric.

“Sweetie, that’s not going to be enough space for you,” said Alicia. “Maybe…you should just sleep in the bed. With me.”

Jack was silent for a moment, and felt his cock getting excited at her suggestion.

“With…you?” He stared at her, feeling the tension in the air weighing down on them. “But mom, the bed is tiny.”

“I know, but so was the bus seat…and we managed okay.” Alicia sat down on the bed and patted the spot next to her. “If you sleep with your boxers on, I don’t think we’ll have anything to…I mean, I’m sure it will be fine.”

Jack sat down by his mom. He was hornier, but the voice of reason in his head was making a desperate attempt to keep him in check. His mom smiled at the awkward expression on his face.

“It’s okay sweetie, I’m your mom and your my son,” she whispered, rubbing his thigh. “We just need to remember that, and everything will be fine.”

“Okay mom.” Jack stood up from the bed and walked over to the main light. He turned it off, leaving just a tiny reading lamp on the bed stand on, and then walked back over. Alicia was already climbing under the covers.

Jack took his shirt and shorts off, and did his best do hunch over and keep the full extent of his erection concealed from his mom. It didn’t work. Alicia looked embarrassed, but also a little intrigued, and had one hand up over her mouth as though she was stifling a gasp.

It was just like it had been on the bus. There was no other choice. Jack climbed into the bed and under the sheets, feeling his mom’s body radiating out warmth.

“I love you sweetie,” said Alicia.

“I love you too, mom,” he replied.

His mom reached over and turned off the last light, and the room was dark. The bed was small, and for a second, neither of them moved. Then, in an instant, Jack felt his resolve giving, and the urges taking control.

At first he convinced himself that he was just going to snuggle up against his mom, and cuddle with her until the two of them fell asleep. She was turned away from him, and the bed was small enough that all he had to do was move forward an inch and his body was against hers.

His cock nuzzled between her legs, throbbing and aching for release. Alicia tensed up as it made contact, tightening her butt cheeks and thighs as though she was trying to prevent his member from gaining access.

“Honey…” she whispered. Her word carried with it a double meaning. Jack knew that she was trying to hold out, but he could hear in her voice that she was just as horny and ready as he was.

He ran his hands up her stomach and to her breasts, and slowly began to push his cock more deliberately against his moms butt. She was so soft, and it felt so good.

Alicia let out a little moan, and her legs slipped open. Jack took full advantage of the opportunity, sliding his cock out of his boxer flap and lifting her gown up to her waist. Her skin was so warm, and he let the head of his dick probe into forbidden territory.

“Sweetie, I’m your mom…” whispered Alicia. Jack was too horny to think straight. The head of his cock was rubbing against his mom’s warm, inviting folds. He needed her, and all of his shame and guilt was outweighed by the intense temptation that her gorgeous body presented.

Jack kissed his mother’s neck, and let his hands pull the night gown completely up and over her head. Alicia didn’t stop him, but didn’t help, either. Jack could tell that her urges and her reluctance were duking it out in the same way he had experienced his own inner conflict.

She turned towards him in the bed and grabbed his cock, and Jack instantly knew what she had decided. It felt amazing and incredibly wrong at the same time.

“Sweetie we can’t…” Alicia’s words were quiet, almost inaudible. “We can’t ever let anyone know about this. Only tonight, never again.”

Jack was on her in an instant, pushing his mom’s legs open and kissing her with an unbridled passion. The situation had boiled over. He had to fuck his mom, and he knew there was no way to stop it, now that things had gone so far.

The head of his cock found the entrance of her cunt easily, and Jack pushed it inside. She was tighter than he expected, much tighter, but her sex fluids made for the perfect lube.

“Oh god, mom!” cried Jack. His hands were groping at her breasts, and his cock was halfway inside of her, but he still couldn’t believe it. She was right there underneath him, and he was fucking her, and Jack felt an almost overwhelmingly confusing mixture of emotions.

“Jack, sweetie,” moaned Alicia. “It’s okay…Shhhh, it’s okay.”

Jack began to thrust, and pleasure exploded through his crotch and through his body. His mom felt amazing, beyond anything he could have expected. Every element of the situation was erotic, from the dim sliver of light pouring in from the window that lit the room just enough for him to see his mom’s heaving breasts, to the tiny squealing noises she made as he slowly started to move inside of her.

This is what he’d been so close to doing on the bus, Jack realized. He wanted to do it on the bus, and they had come so close. But they stopped, and at the time, both of them had been glad. What they were doing was wrong in every sense of the word.

Strangely, the more shame and guilt over just how illicit and forbidden the sex was, the more arousing and overwhelmingly pleasurable the act became. He fucked his mom harder, pushing his cock as deep into her as it would go and pinching her nipples.

“That’s it!” cried Alicia. “Fuck your mommy, sweetie. Fuck your mommy, baby!”

“Oh god mom, I…I can’t stop fucking you!”

Jack’s hips thrust into his mom with a mind of their own. He loved her, both as a mom and as a woman, but in the moment, all his cock cared about was getting off. Alicia ran one of her hands across his chest and the other through her own hair, and then tensed up suddenly.

“Oh god, oh god, sweetie!” she cried. “Mommy’s cumming!”

Jack felt his mom’s cunt begin to seize up, clenching around his cock and sending even more pleasure raging through his body. He couldn’t stop himself, and kept fucking her with even more intensity. His flesh slapped against hers loudly, and he wondered what the people in the rooms on either side of them must think.

As Jack felt his own orgasm on the horizon, he realized that he had reached the end of the line. If he blew it inside his mom, and shot his load deep inside her body, the two of them would never be able to come back from it. Maybe if he pulled out now, and apologized, they could just treat it like a terrible mistake, one that they got a handle on before it went too far. But to cum inside her, it would be too deliberate, too final.

Jack’s cock began to explode, spraying white hot cum deep inside of his mother, and there was nothing he could do to stop it. He felt guilty and ashamed, but also incredibly unburdened, as if he’d finally found the relief he’d been searching for all day.

The room was still. Jack let the spurts of his cock die down before rolling off his mom. Alicia was silent for a minute. She reached over and rubbed his hand, and kissed him on the cheek.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” said his mom. “If we don’t tell anybody, it will be like it never happened.”

Jack nodded, even though he didn’t believe her. It did happen. And he couldn’t wait for it to happen again.
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CHAPTER 1

The roads were slick, iced over from the snow and fluctuating temperatures leading up to the weekend. Drew was driving much slower than he usually would. A podcast investigating a ten year old murder trial was playing over his car’s speakers, and he listened to the host speak with friends of the convicted man, questioning them with her optimistic, friendly words.

It had been a long semester, and he was thrilled to finally be heading home. Drew’s first year of college had been much more challenging than he anticipated, primarily because there seemed to be distractions at every turn. He could only get assignments and research done on days when his roommate would decide to plot his parties and chaos somewhere outside of their dorm.

Not all of it had been bad. Drew had, over the course of a couple of class periods and some extra instructional study periods, developed a massive crush on his first semester math teacher, Mrs. Laken. She was a cute, bookish woman, who would blush during lectures and often stored a pencil behind one of her ears.

Drew had a history of relating to older women much better than girls that were his age. The same story played out over the course of his high school career, with Ms. Farley being the object of his affection, back then.

On top of that, there was Angela. When Drew had been nine, his biological mother had died. She’d been sick for his entire life, deep in a coma for the last couple of years, and Drew had never really known her. Angela came into the picture a year after that, in her mid-twenties and exactly the type of woman that Drew felt like he wanted as a substitute parent.

The thing about Angela was that from the very start, she and Drew were in perfect rapport. She understood him and his intentions better than anyone else he had ever met. As Drew entered puberty and grew older, he noticed more of who she was, for better and for worse.

Angela, or Angie as he called her in his youth, was a strikingly attractive woman, the type that Maxim or Playboy would be lucky to get on their cover. She had long blond hair, big breasts that were shapely and taut, a thin waist, and a butt that managed to offer ample eye candy without being oversized.

As Drew became a teenager, and especially for the last few years, the connection the two of them shared became almost electric in its effects on him. Every word she spoke, and every movement she made when she was close to him would cause his body to ignite with emotion. Several times in the past he found himself having to excuse his way to his room upstairs in order to avoid letting her see the erection that her beauty and behavior had pulled out of him.

But despite the conflict, he loved and cherished her for who she was. Angela was his mom, and Drew was looking forward to being back in her company, having her bake cookies for him, and getting backrubs and hot cocoa. He thought back to what she had been wearing on the day that he had left, the tight jeans with the pink apron over them, and the way her boobs had pushed out, and then how soft they felt against his chest when he hugged her.

A car had slowed way down up ahead, and Drew felt his wheels lose traction a little as he over-braked in response. Still, he was making good time, and at the next exit he pulled off the highway and into the familiar tiny town that he had grown up in.

Less than five thousand people lived in the village of Robinson, and even then, they were spread out to a degree that gave the area a distinctly rural feel. Drew’s family had all of the small town amenities, including a big lawn, a dog, and friendly neighbors with a swimming pool.

As he turned onto the road of the family house, Drew began to get a little excited. He had fallen out of touch in his time at school, exchanging emails with his dad occasionally, but he’d mostly been cut off from talking with Angela.

He parked in the driveway, and then endured the cold for long enough to pull his travel bag out of the backseat. The walkway had been shoveled within the past day or two. Back when he had lived at home, it had been one of Drew’s winter chores.

He opened the door and stepped into the warmth of his childhood home. He didn’t see all that much change from when he had left, with the couch and TV still set up in the living room for maximum comfort, and the kitchen as clean and spotless as ever. It made sense to him, but somehow, he also found himself expecting it to look and feel different.

“Drew! Sweetie, you’re home!” Angela looked as though she hadn’t changed since getting out of bed, and gleefully bounded down the stairs towards him.

Dressed in a tight pink t-shirt and a pair of thin black leggings, it was a little hard at first for Drew to not ogle her. Even guiltier thoughts, nudity and sex, forced their way into his head as she pulled him into a hug, pressing her large breasts against him and coming close enough for Drew to catch the scent of her intoxicating perfume.

“I’m home, mom,” he said. “It’s so good to see you!”

“Why haven’t you come to visit more?” Angela stepped back away from Drew and shot him a mock glare. He laughed, remembering just how much he’d missed her exaggerated expressions and humor.

“I’ve been busy with school,” he said. “Mom, if you saw the class load I’ve been taking on you would quiver with fear.”

“Oh please, enough with your excuses,” said Angela. Drew could tell from her tone of voice that she was half joking, and somehow, it felt good to know that she had missed him.

“No more excuses, gotcha,” said Drew. “Let’s talk about you. How have things been around here?”

Angela beamed girlishly at his question. She bounded back over to him and took his hand in hers, pulling him into the kitchen.

“Well for starters, my baking skills have been greatly improved!” On the center of the kitchen table was a plate of Christmas cookies, each one ornately detailed with frosting and sprinkles. “They aren’t warm, since I made them last night. Speaking of which, I thought that was when you were planning on being here!”

“I know, sorry, I ended up sitting in for one of my roommate’s Christmas parties,” said Drew. “Anyway, where’s dad?”

Angela playfully smacked him on the shoulder, and then crossed her arms.

“Your father had a business trip scheduled for this weekend. He managed to put it off by a day, but that was all he could get. He’ll be back on Monday.”

“Oh.” Rather than being disappointed by his mom’s answer, Drew felt strangely elated. It would just be the two of them there, tonight. There was so much he wanted to talk to Angela about, and her company and her company alone was exactly what he desired most on that night.

“I have to run to the store to get some stuff for dinner, but I’ll be back in about an hour to cook,” said Angela. “Make yourself at home.” She winked as she delivered her punchline.

“Wow, you are just a riot,” replied Drew. “I think you should give up your life as a stay at home and give stand-up a try.”

Angela gave him a quick spank on the butt, and then disappeared towards the door. Drew took a minute to just stand in the family’s house, nostalgia from his childhood flooding over him, and then he went up to his room.


CHAPTER 2

Drew’s room was much as he had left it back at the beginning of the fall. He had brought only his laptop with him away to school, along with clothes, and a couple of other odds and ends, leaving his room complete with a bed, his desktop computer, and a number of other small amenities.

A strange sense of calm came over him as he sat down in his computer chair. Drew had not been unpopular in high school, but many of his nights and weekends were spent behind his computer screen, at his desk.

He booted the machine up, and browsed the internet for a while. For some reason, Drew found memories of the past floating freely through his mind. He thought back to when he was thirteen, and the first time he had ever masturbated.

Drew had let his mom come in to tuck him into bed, and immediately after she left, he’d been on his computer, thinking up illicit search terms to type in. The videos and images he found were as confusing as they were compelling, and soon enough, he had his cock out and in his hand, doing something that was new to him and yet totally natural at the same time.

The speakers were not turned down as low as he had thought they were, and Angela had walked in on him right as he was approaching his very first orgasm. The look on her face had been burned into his mind ever since, the red blush of her cheeks, and intriguing gleam in her eyes. It was an image that seemed to pop into his mind at the strangest times, and always carried with it a powerful sense of forbidden eroticism.

Instead of masturbating, or playing video games, Drew spent a boring hour or two reviewing some of the assignments he’d been given feedback on for one of his online classes. He was impressed by how responsible he had managed to be, but also a little saddened by it, as if he was betraying his younger self.

“Drew, the food’s ready!” Angela called to him from down in the dining room, and Drew was transported back in time for a moment. He walked downstairs and made his way to the table, watching his mom slowly load up a plate of food for him.

“Oh wow mom, you didn’t hold anything back,” he said.

“It’s all of your favorite. How could I hold anything back for my baby boy?” She smiled at him, and leaned forward to scoop some mashed potatoes onto his plate. Her cleavage popped into Drew’s line of sight as the shirt she was wearing billowed forward, and he couldn’t resist stealing a shameful, but almost painfully arousing look at it.

“Thanks mom,” he said. “This looks so much better than what they’ve been feeding me at the dining hall.”

“Well of course, honey. Your mommy made it for you.”

Drew had always been torn on Angela’s inclination to refer to herself as his mom, or mommy. It was how he viewed her, and he had no qualms or concerns related to her technically only being his step mom. The issue for him was different, and harder to be completely honest with himself about.

She was such an attractive woman, and Drew couldn’t help but notice it. Every time she would refer to him as her son, or herself as his mother, a strange tingle would spread through Drew’s body, centering itself on his crotch and loins. This led to him feeling guilty and dirty, but those emotions only seemed to fuel the fire, creating a strange feedback loop of unwanted sexual urges.

“Do you want to play Scrabble after dinner, Drew?”

He’d been deep in his head, and had to look up and process what his mom had said for a moment.

“Uh, sure,” he replied. “I’m pretty sure I beat you in our last game.”

“Oh, shut up!” Angela smiled at him and started clearing the table, the two of them having finished eating. “You only would win because of how good you were at making up words.”

“Well maybe you should call me out on more of them, then,” he said with a smile.

Angela set the plates down on the counter and came back to the table, ruffling Drew’s hair and pinching his cheek from behind them.

“You’re going to be begging for mercy by the time this game is over!” she said.

Drew smiled at his mom, and then went into the living room to set up the board. The wooden coffee table in front of the couch was small and low to the ground, just the right height for both of them to sit on the floor and play a game across from each other.

“So why don’t we make this a little more interesting?” asked Drew. Angela had thrown on a baggy sweater, the hole in the top oversized so it would slip down on one of her shoulders, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of bra strap.

“What exactly do you have in mind, young man?” She sat down across from him under the table and slipped her legs under it. One of her feet came to a rest against Drew’s thigh, and he was caught off guard by how sensual the contact felt to him.

“How about the winner has to do something for the loser,” he said. “You’re so confident about being able to beat me, that should be no problem for you.”

“It’s on. On the off chance that you do manage to win, I’ll surprise you with something tomorrow morning.”

Drew and his step mom started off the game relatively evenly. Angela had the first move, and put down the letters for “FIGHTS”. Drew responded with “FUTURE”, and the two of them had an interesting and cerebral back and forth exchange for a little bit.

“I think all of those college classes have improved your vocabulary, young man,” said Angela. She shifted her foot from where it was under the table and inadvertently rubbed it across Drew’s jean covered cock. She let it rest there for a minute, and Drew felt an unwanted erection begin to stir in his pants.

“I don’t mess around when I play scrabble, mom,” he replied.

The next word he put down was “YOYO”, scoring him an impressive amount of points due to one of the double word squares. Angela cursed her luck, and then responded with a high scoring word of her own.

Drew looked at her face while she was thinking, and all of the sudden the image of her catching him at thirteen, in his room with his cock in hand, popped into his head. His dick began to throb, just like it had back then, and then began to pulse with even more pleasure as Angela began to rub her foot along the line of his crotch.

“Mmm…” he moaned. Angela looked up at him with a sliver of suspicion on her face momentarily, and then went back to thinking.

It was his turn again, and he had no idea what play. There was no obvious word choice jumping out at him, and as he reached for his pieces, he accidently knocked one out of the bag and dropped one of his own.

“Whoops,” he said, bending over to pick them up.

“Hey, no cheating!” Angela slid her legs out from under the table and walked over to him on the other side. Drew smiled and went to put the chips back.

“Relax, I’m not,” he said. “I don’t need to cheat in order to beat you.”

“Show me the pieces!” Angela demanded.

“No way!” said Drew. “You’ll have to pry them out of my cold, dead hands.”

Angela laughed, and reached towards him. Drew was out from the table now, too, and he fell back onto the carpet as his mom tried to get at the evidence she was looking for.

“I’ll wrestle you if I have to!” said Angela. She managed to get one of Drew’s hands pinned down, and straddled herself over him in an attempt to pull his fingers open.

As soon as his mom sat down on top of his crotch, Drew immediately realized that they would have a problem if things kept heading in that direction. It felt good…better than good, even, to feel her soft body pushing down on his quickly stiffening cock.

He reached up to try to lift Angela off him and move her to the side, but all he managed to accomplish was to spur her into wiggling herself against him even more. Her loose sweatshirt had fallen open right in front of his face, and seeing her big, bra clad breasts was titillating in a very literal sense.

“Young man, you need to listen to your mommy!” said Angela.

“Okay, okay, fine!” Drew’s cock was rock hard by this point, and he was praying to all of the gods and saints he could think of that she would get off him before noticing it. He handed Angela the chips, and she smiled back at him with in a self-satisfied, motherly way.

“Thank you sweetie.” There was a tense, loaded silence as they both just looked each other, Angela still on top of him as though she felt like it was where she belonged.

Instead of immediately going back to her spot, Drew’s mom slowly, almost tentatively, leaned forward. She cupped his cheek with her hand, and it felt warm to him.

“I’m so glad that you’re home, honey,” whispered Angela. She leaned further in and gave him a kiss, not on the cheeks, but directly on the lips.

It felt motherly, but also incredibly illicit and arousing. Drew was surprised most by the way his lips seemed to naturally move and respond, kissing her back. The moment seemed to go on forever, and he even felt the tip of his mom’s tongue push its way into his mouth, setting his entire face alight with fire and desire.

Finally, the two of them parted, Angela stood up and walked over to the couch, sitting down on it instead of across from him.

“I…I think I should go to bed,” said Drew. He felt like it was his only option at the point. Drew has hornier than he had ever been in his life, and his cock was aching so badly that he felt like it needed to be taken care of immediately.

“Okay, sweetie,” replied Angela. “I think you’re ahead in points, so you win.”

Drew was already heading up the stairs, doubled over in an attempt to hide his massive boner.

“Goodnight, honey,” called Angela behind him. He didn’t say anything in response, heading into his room and closing the door behind him as quickly as he could.


CHAPTER 3

It was early the next morning when Drew heard the door to his room creak open. The sun was still over the horizon, giving off only just enough light to hint at the dawn to come. He knew that it was his mom outside in the hallway, and groggily waited for her to say something about breakfast or running errands for the day.

She never did, and shortly after, Drew drifted off to sleep. He started to dream about sex. There was a woman, and she was massaging his member, which eagerly began to harden in response. Drew couldn’t quite make out her face, but he felt elated as she slowly pulled his cock out of his boxers and began to stroke it even more tenderly.

In Drew’s mind, It felt incredibly vivid and real. The woman was whispering something that he couldn’t make out, and slowly petting his cock with her warm hands. She brought her face down close to his crotch, and Drew could feel her hot breath tickling and exciting his exposed flesh.

The woman licked the head of Drew’s cock, and he moaned. His body was reveling in the sensation, and with a start, he woke up, opening his eyes and expecting it to just be him in his bed.

It wasn’t, and if Drew had not have been so tired, he would have been startled. Instead he yawned, and then gasped as a soft, wet mouth underneath the covers began to work its way up his shaft. He pulled back his sheets, and was shocked to see his mom with her pretty lips wrapped around his member, wearing nothing but a thin, translucent night gown.

“M…mom?” Drew wiped his hand across his eyes. “I must still be dreaming.”

Angela pulled her mouth off his tool slowly, gave it a quick lick, and then smiled at him.

“You won the game, sweetie, here’s your surprise.”

She went back to work, giving her son head and making tiny, lewd slurping noises as she did. Drew was overwhelmed by intense sexual pleasure, and something else along with it. He was in a state of disbelief, unable to trust what his eyes were showing them, and even less able to accept that his body seemed to be reacting to and enjoying it.

“No…this, this is so wrong,” he moaned. “Oh god…mom, you can’t.”

Angela seemed to smile with her son’s cock still in her mouth. She kept bobbing her head up and down, each movement making Drew feel as though his dick was being caressed by something softer and slicker than he had previously thought possible.

He reached forward and halfheartedly tried to push his mom’s head back. She flicked his hand away in a manner that was parental and condescending. Drew was stricken by a powerful guilt, combined with shame and horror and confusion at the fact that what he thought was happening was really happening.

“Mom, you can’t be doing this,” he managed to whisper. “This…this is so wrong.”

But it feels so right, replied a voice in the back of his head. His member was electric with sexual energy, and his eyes seemed to be lusting for his mom’s attractive body. He wanted to give her something even more, and wanted to take it even further, though the conflict in his heart kept him from being able to admit it to himself.

Angela slid one of her hands up her son’s stomach and chest, and then pushed her head even further forward onto his cock. Drew felt the head of his dick push into something tighter and more restrictive than his mom’s open mouth, and realized that she was deep throating him. He shivered with pleasure, and couldn’t stifle a small moan that escaped his lips.

He was unable to process what was happening, and for a moment thought that he might still be dreaming. The idea of Angela, his mother and the woman who raised him, doing something so incredibly slutty and taboo, to him, her own son, it shook his foundation to the core.

But at the same time, he had given up on stopping her. Drew didn’t want to stop her at the point, and as he felt his breathing and heart rate and sexual build up all begin to collect and hasten, he knew how the situation was going to end.

Angela was using her entire mouth to pleasure and massage her son’s cock, and she did it with a motherly, tender flair. She pulled her lips off Drew’s dick and began stroking it with her hands, teasing the head of it with her tongue and locking eyes with him.

“Do you want to cum for mommy, Drew?”

“Oh God!” Hearing her talk dirty instantly pushed him over the limit. Angela leaned back, continuing to jerk him off as his cock exploded, spraying semen all over the exposed cleavage visible through the top of her gown. She let him spurt most of it out, and then gave it one last lick and suck, like a mother cat cleaning one of her kittens.

Drew could only stare straight ahead at first during the aftermath. His cheeks were flushed red, and it was hard for him to make eye contact with her. Accepting the fact that his own mother had given him head was almost impossible, and worse still, he had enjoyed it.

“Drew? Sweetie?” Angela was sitting next to him on the bed and rubbed his shoulder affectionately. “Don’t take it too seriously, I was just giving you your reward for winning the game. I thought you’d like it…”

“You thought…” Drew was having trouble even forming a complete sentence. “You thought I’d like having you do something like that?”

“Of course I did!” Angela smiled at him, and her hand began to start up his thigh. “You are my big, baby boy. I just wanted to take care of you, Drew. Don’t you like it when I take care of you?”

Her hand was close to Drew’s cock again, and even though he had just cum, he felt it beginning to harden. He stood up, and pushed her back as he started towards the door, feeling like he was either going to throw up, or get an erection, or both.

“I can’t…I can’t be here right now.”

“Drew!”

Angela got up and walked towards him, but Drew was quick. He grabbed a shirt and a pair of pants from his dresser and ran down the stairs, clumsily getting dressed as he went. He couldn’t stay in the house. Everything he knew about his life and his family had been flipped upside down. He had to get out of there.


CHAPTER 4

Drew spent a couple of hours just driving around in his car, without any aim. He was hoping that his emotions would come under control, and that he’d be able to look at the situation objectively, without condemning his mom for what she had done, but it never happened.

Angela had been incessant in the calls she made to his cellphone. Drew had not answered a single one. She had been texting him too, and looking through them only seemed to deepen his confusion.

“Drew, calm down, this isn’t as big of a deal as you’re making it out to be.”

“Honey, do you want me to make you something special for dinner? Call me back.”

“Please Drew, promise me you won’t tell anyone about this. I thought you would like it
☹
”

“I love you. Please call me.”

The last one in particular stuck with him. He knew that Angela loved him, and he loved her, but now a monkey wrench had been thrown into the gears of their relationship.

Drew found himself wondering if the incident was something that had been harboring underneath the surface throughout their entire relationship. They had always been so close, unusually close, even. The way they would talk to each other had always been fun, and electric. It was hard for Drew to see it now and not feel as though it had just been a decade long bout of foreplay.

He briefly considered driving back to his college, and trying to find somewhere in that area to stay until the dorms reopened, but decided against it. Running away from what was happening in his life, as confusing as it was for him, didn’t seem to be the answer.

After steeling his nerves, he turned the car around, and headed home. It was mid-afternoon, almost early evening. The entire day had passed by with him in a daze, bordering on the verge of a fugue state. But as he opened up the door and stepped inside, all of that faded, and reality hit him like a ton of bricks.

Angela was sitting on the couch. She held her phone in her hand, and seemed to be trying to keep her emotions in check as he walked towards her. She was still wearing that thin, insubstantial night gown. Drew was aroused by the sight of her in it, and along with it came a host of other unwanted, guilty feelings.

“Drew…” Angela stood up, and looked deep into his eyes. Drew could tell that his step mother wasn’t sorry about what had happened. If anything, she seemed happy about it, as though the two of them had progressed to a new level, with a new, deeper connection.

“Mom,” he said, looking at her. “I-“

Angela cut him off by pressing her lips against his and pulling him into an embrace. Drew could feel his cock quickly springing to attention, and suddenly it was as though a starting pistol had gone off in a primitive, sexual foot race.

The two of them kissed and groped at each other. There was something about the way his mom kissed him that made Drew feel like a kid again, as though she was there to take care of his needs, all of his needs.

Angela unzipped his jacket, letting it fall to the ground behind him and immediately starting to pull his shirt up and over her head. Drew pushed himself at her and began to feel her soft body with his hands, so warm and feminine, and it drove him wild.

She looked at him and offered a coy smile, licking her lips and letting one of her hands sneak down to her son’s crotch. Drew nodded ever so slightly, feeling a wave of lust overpower his resolve. Angela undid his button and zipper, and then pulled them down, slowly descending onto the couch and bringing him with her.

It was the same couch on which Drew and Angela had cuddled together when he was young. They watched movies together, and she would give him backrubs. When he was even younger than that, he had a memory of her tickling him almost to the point of not being able to breathe.

It was a strange thing to remember, but it was there, and then as Drew pulled his mom’s nightie up and over her head, her naked body became the only thing he could focus on. Her breasts were large, and dotted with perfect pink nipples that called out to him to suck on.

Down below, Angela had a tiny patch of hair between her legs, cut short and neatly trimmed. Drew slipped out of his boxers with all of the finesse of a toddler walking for the first time, and then lied down on the couch with his mom.

“Oh yes, sweetie…” whispered Angela. She kissed him, and wrapped her fingers around his hard cock. Drew was amazed, again, by just how good it felt to have her stroking him off. He kissed her neck and shifted position, and almost as though drawn by some magnetic force, his cock aligned itself in between her thighs.

“Mom…I, I want to,” he said. Angela didn’t nod, but instead leaned back, and seductively flicked her hair behind her.

Drew felt something raw and primal take hold of him. He pushed forward, easing up as he felt his mom’s tight cunt stretching to accept his hard rod. Angela moaned, and slowly wrapped her legs around her son, as if she was concerned about him having second thoughts.

He let his cock slide in deeper, about halfway. His mom’s pussy was almost sucking him in, and Drew knew at that point that he was too far under the spell of her sexuality to back out from this encounter or any other. He wanted to fuck his mom, badly, and was lucky to have the chance to begin with.

That didn’t stop him from feeling guiltier and more ashamed than he ever had before, but it put it in perspective. His dad would crucify him if he ever found out, and this was something Drew would have to live with, and possibly regret, for the rest of his life.

But in that moment, with his cock almost shivering and convulsing from the amazing pleasure of his mom’s warm, wet pussy, it was worth it. For Drew, it was beyond worth it, and he needed more.

His hips slowly began to buck forward, and back. Angela let out a moan, and kissed him again. He was obsessed with the feeling, and each time his cock would slide out of her it would feel so cold, and then so warm and comforted as he slid back in.

“Oh god, sweetie,” whispered Angela. “Please don’t stop, I want you to fuck me. Don’t stop.”

“Mom, I…I’m fucking you.” It was a dumb thing to say, but all Drew could process in the moment was the intensely pleasurable sensation of their bodies melding together.

He began to pump faster. His mom had a surprisingly tight cunt, and it seemed to reward Drew for pushing deeper and harder into it. Her breasts were bouncing in front of him with every stroke, and he leaned his head forward and began to suck on one of them.

“Oh yeah, just like that honey,” cried Angela. “Oh god, Drew, this is so bad,”

“Mom,” he moaned. “Mom, you feel so good…”

Drew built up momentum with every second he fucked his mom, and he could hear the couch straining underneath them. He had never done anything that managed to be so outside of the normal standards of society before, and the conflict began to fuel his thrusts, pushing him to push into her with all of his strength.

“That’s right Drew, fuck mommy,” shouted Angela. “Fuck your mommy! Oh god, Drew!”

“Mom!”

Angela began to tense up, her nails raking across her son’s back. Drew was right there with her, and he gripped her waist tightly as he slammed into her for a few last, powerful thrusts. His cock began to explode his load into her, sending more pleasure racing through him than he had ever imagined possible.

Drew enjoyed the feeling…for a moment. Then, not half a minute after cumming, all of the guilt and shame, and most prominently, regret, began to descend onto him like a dark cloud blocking out the sun.

“Mom…” he whispered, his voice wavering. “What…what did we just do?”

Angela was smiling at him, and was willfully oblivious to what he was going through.

“I’m so happy, Drew,” she said. “I want to come visit you once you go back to school.”

Drew just shook his head. He could never take it back, and somehow, the fact was both thrilling and horrifying.
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CHAPTER 1

It was Friday, and Paul was walking home from his local community college, feeling relaxed and exhausted from the week behind him. Snowflakes drifted lazily on the wind, and though the sky was overcast, it actually felt rather warm out.

Unlike many of his friends, Paul had stuck around his hometown after graduating from high school the year before. He had loathed watching them pack up and take off for exciting new locations, and wished that he could have gone to school somewhere, anywhere, that would have taken him away from the tiny hamlet he’d grown up in.

Unfortunately, wealthy as his family was, they had been unwilling to foot the bill for him to go to a better school. Paul’s grades on their own were not enough to earn him any scholarships.

The snow was turning to slush as it landed on the sidewalk, and Paul could feel the wetness of it beginning to soak into the edges of his sneakers with every step. His step mom, Laurie, had told him to wear his boots today, and he had brushed it off as one of her typically overprotective and unnecessary suggestions.

Thoughts of his parents floated on the horizon of his mind as he turned the corner down the familiar street that led to their house. Paul had never gotten along with his father, a distant, workaholic of a man who was barely around throughout his childhood and rarely present when he was.

Paul’s biological mom died when he was still a toddler. He had no memories of her, and the woman that he had known as his mother, the woman who called him her son without any hesitation, was Laurie, who his father had married before Paul’s fourth birthday.

He closed the last bit of distance between him and the house, and brushed snow out of his hair as he started for the door. Paul noticed that his mom’s car was parked in the driveway, which surprised him a little. Usually she was out and about, running errands during the day.

He pulled the door open and stepped inside, feeling the warm air of the living room welcoming him in and pushing back the cold. Paul took off his coat and dropped his bag, feeling like he wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of the afternoon parked behind his laptop.

“Hey sweetie!” Laurie rounded the corner from the kitchen and smiled at him. She was wearing a pink apron over a tight t-shirt and yoga pants, every sexy curve of her body well defined and on full display for him.

Laurie was an attractive woman. Ever since he’d entered puberty, it had been a fact that Paul had been unable to ignore. She was in her mid-thirties, with an oval face, strikingly beautiful blue eyes, a busty chest, and hips that pushed out into a perfectly sized butt. Paul tried to strike the thoughts out of his head as he looked at her, the outline of her big breasts only highlighted by the tight apron tied around her waist.

“Hey mom,” he said. “I am so glad that it’s Friday.”

Paul walked further into the living room and took a seat on the couch. He could smell something cooking in the other room, either cookies, or some other baking project. His mom always made sure that there was something out on the table to keep his sweet tooth in check for the weekend.

“Your father is going to be out of town through until Wednesday,” said Laurie. “His business trip got extended, something to do with the contract he’s negotiating.”

“No major loss there.” Paul smiled at Laurie, and she smiled back at him. The two of them were both much closer to each other than either had ever been to his dad. It was a circumstance that evolved naturally, under the same roof.

“Beth said she might make the trip down tomorrow for a visit,” said Laurie. “It would be nice to have your sister around, for a change.”

Beth was Paul’s older step sister. She, unlike Paul, had managed to get away from the town and into a nice college. She was only a year older then him at 19, but had an air of maturity about her, and often went out of her way to keep her brother out of trouble.

“It would be nice to see her again,” said Paul. “It’s been a while.”

Paul’s relationship with his sister was complicated. Between her and his mom, it had been extremely hard for him to keep his hormones and arousal in check throughout his teenage years. With Laurie, his shame and guilt over the illicit attraction had been enough to keep his actions in check. With Beth, the situation had never been quite so simple.

From an early age, the two of them had been very open with each other when it came to just about everything. As they became young adults, it was hard for Paul to ignore his sister’s developing figure, and on more than one occasion he had been drawn by his own horniness into spying on her, which Beth had tolerated, in her own strangely exhibitionist way.

“I plan on cooking you two up a feast,” said his mom. “This house feels so empty sometimes, and speaking of which, there is one other thing that I should mention.”

The doorbell rang before she could continue. Laurie smiled, and then walked by her son and towards the entranceway.

“That’s probably her now. Paul, I hope you don’t mind, but a close friend of mine is going to be staying with us for a couple of days. She’s the leader of the Milonics Mindfulness movement I was telling you about.”

Paul slowly nodded his head. His mom had been talking his ear off about Milonics for the past couple of months. It was the newest fad among the women in the town, and for all she had told him about it, Paul still didn’t really understand what it consisted of. What he did know was that the group was very secretive, and very new age and spiritual in its aspirations.

“Bea, come on in!” Laurie opened the door and pulled a woman on the other side into a hug. “It’s so good to have you here.”

“It’s good to be here, Laurie,” said Bea. “I appreciate you being able to host me for my stay. It will make it so much easier for us all to practice than if I had rented a hotel and studio space.”

Paul looked over, and felt his eyes being drawn in by the woman’s captivating appearance. She had a very nice figure, but what really caught his attention was the way Bea dressed. Underneath the long winter coat, she wore a purple colored robe with gold trim, along with large hoop earrings and a necklace adorned with various colored crystals and gemstones.

“You must be Paul,” said Bea. “Laurie has told me so much about you.”

Paul stood up as the woman walked over to him. She held out her hand to shake his, and then stepped forward, getting just a little too close to him. He could feel his body heating up a little as he took her hand into his own.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“The feeling is mutual.” Bea paused, and for a moment a strange, hot tension hung in the air. Her robe was tied around her in front, but underneath it she wore a low cut shirt that showed off a nice bit of cleavage. Paul began to feel excited about having her under the same roof for the next few nights.

“Here, I’ll get us all some tea,” said Laurie. “Please, Bea, have a seat.”

Bea smiled at Paul’s mom, and then at him. There was something in her eyes that made him feel more excited than he should have, as though she was sizing him up for purposes that went into very intimate territory.

“Paul, has your mother told you much of the Milonic traditions?” Bea asked. She lifted up one of her hands and placed it on Paul’s chest. He felt his cock quickly beginning to harden in his pants, and his heart began to beat fast and heavy.

“Uh, no,” said Paul. “I honestly don’t know much at all.”

“I can teach you all you need to know.” Bea drew closer to him and whispered into his ear, and let one of her hands brush across Paul’s inner thigh. He couldn’t tell if it was an accident or not, but his cock stiffened and began to bulge out against his jeans in response.

“Teach…me?” asked Paul. He had no idea how to respond or react. Bea pushed even further up against him, her big breasts making contact with his chest. They were soft, and Paul wanted to grab and grope at them more than he had ever wanted to do anything in his life.

“Uh-huh,” whispered Bea. “You’re just like my son was, Paul. So young and eager, but lacking the proper knowledge and technique.” Her hand came to a rest on his cock, and for a moment Paul was sure that he was going to blow his load in his pants.

“Oh god, Bea,” he whispered. She ground her body up against his and pulled her shirt down further, exposing even more of her cleavage and the edge of one of her nipples.

“Are you a virgin, Paul?”

He nodded slowly, and felt Bea’s hand begin to work itself up and across his hard bulge, rubbing him off and driving him wild with desire.

“Do either of you want milk or sugar?” Laurie’s footsteps were heading into the living room, and Bea pulled away from Paul. She smiled innocently at his mom, as though nothing at all unusual had happened.

“Sure,” said Bea. “I’ll have a bit of both in mine.”

“Paul? Do you want anything?” asked his mom. Paul watched as her eyes glanced down at his bulge, and he began to blush as an embarrassed look of recognition came over his mom’s face.

“Uh, no, I’ll just have mine…plain.”

Laurie looked at the two of them suspiciously for a moment, and then turned and walked back into the kitchen. The second she was out of view, Bea had pushed up against him again. She led him over to the couch, sat him down on it, and began unzipping his pants, with an evil smile on her face.

“My mom is going to catch us!” said Paul. He nervously tried to push the sexy older woman away, and then felt his resolve begin to give out as her fingers slipped into his boxers and made contact with his hard, sensitive tool.

“You really know nothing about the Milonic ways, do you Paul?” Bea smiled at him, and then bit her lip with a seductive look in her eyes as she worked his cock out and began to pump it up and down.

“Bea, you need to…oh god!” Paul wanted her to stop, but more than that, he wanted her to keep going. It felt unbelievably good, and he was quite literally at her mercy.

“You’ll join in with our ritual Paul, and so will your mom,” whispered Bea. “That’s part of why I came here for the weekend.”

“Alright, here you guys go!” Laurie walked back into the room, and Paul rushed to cover himself up. He was blushing furiously as his mom made her way over to the couch and coffee table with the tea tray, and could tell from the look on her face that she knew something was going on.

“Excellent, thank you Laurie,” said Bea. “I was just talking to Paul a little about Milonic mindfulness. I think he could get a lot out of our teachings.”

Laurie frowned, and brushed a couple of strands of hair out of her face.

“I thought that it was rare for men to ever be brought into the loop,” she said. “All of the sessions I’ve gone to with you have just been women.”

Bea looked over at Paul, and then smiled. It was a different expression than the devilish one he had seen before, and for a moment, it was hard for him to see her as the same tempestuous cougar that had been teasing him with her touch just seconds earlier.

“Laurie, only through meditating with men and women together can any of us transcend the chains of the ego that bind us.” Bea stood up and walked behind Paul’s mom. She began to massage Laurie’s shoulders gently, and Paul watched as his mom’s face softened.

“I…guess you’re right,” she finally said. “But I don’t really think Paul, of all people, would be a good fit for it. I have to set my foot down on this, I know you’re a spiritual guru, but it’s just how I feel.”

Bea nodded slowly.

“I understand. You are his mother.” She walked over to Paul and set her hand down on his thigh, an action which caused his rock hard cock to ache for release. “We can continue on with the session with just the usual group, for now. Though I think you might begin to see just why it would help your son so much, if you look closely.”

Laurie still looked very skeptical, but she shrugged, and then began pouring herself a glass of tea.

“We’ll see about that. Anyway, I have to start preparing dinner.”

“I’ll give you a hand,” said Bea. “It’s the least that I can do.”

She turned and winked at Paul, and he felt a strangely pleasurable shiver go down his back.

Dinner was a relatively normal affair, all things considered. Paul’s mom and Bea chatted about their lives and the Milonics movement. Oddly enough, Paul felt like the more he heard about it, the less he understood. He had initially assumed that it was just a mishmash of new age ideas, yoga, healthy living, positive thinking, that kind of thing. But as he listened in, he only began to feel more confused.

“Milonics holds the key to achieving a new level of closeness between loved ones,” said Bea. “I’ve explained this to you before, haven’t I, Laurie?”

Paul’s mom nodded, and then blushed bright red.

“Yes, of course,” she said. “I just feel like…well, that part of it I’m still not sold on. It would be a really big step.”

“Social conditioning is the only thing that’s holding you back,” said Bea. “Once you move beyond it, you will truly be free.”

They shifted off topic, and Paul finished eating a few minutes later. It was getting late, and he finished the rest of the food on his plate and then stood up.

“I’m headed to bed, mom.” He walked over and leaned in to give her a kiss on the cheek. His mom glanced over to Bea, who nodded, and then turned back to him.

“Goodnight, sweetie.” Laurie leaned forward, and Paul felt her lips push against his. He almost jumped back with surprise, but his mom ran her hand through his hair, and he felt his cock begin to throb and ache in a familiar way. The smell of her perfume was fragrant and flowery, the same one she had always worn, all throughout his childhood.

The kiss went on much longer than any that a mother and son typically share ever should. Paul slowly pulled away afterwards, feeling more than a little unnerved, but also strangely turned on. His mom was still blushing fiercely, and wouldn’t meet his gaze.

“Goodnight, Paul,” said Bea. “I’m looking forward to our Milonics meeting tomorrow. Even if you don’t take part in it, I’d like for you to meet some of the other members.”

Paul nodded slowly, and then turned and headed up to his room, feeling more confused than ever.


CHAPTER 2

Paul’s mind was clouded with vivid sexual images when he woke up the next day. He had a bad case of morning wood, and his cock throbbed beneath his legs, begging for release.

It wasn’t something that he was unused to, as a healthy, hormonal 18 year old. Usually, however, it was a little more manageable and a little less all consuming. Paul had never been so horny before in his entire life, and he knew that the events of the previous day, Bea’s advances and his mom’s strange behavior, had something to do with it.

“Paul honey, are you awake?” There was a soft knock on his door, and before Paul could answer, his mother walked into his room. She was wearing a tiny, almost insubstantial nightgown, and as far as he could tell, had on no underwear underneath.

“Mom!” Paul rushed to cover up the tent rising up from his crotch in the sheets. “I’m still, uh, getting dressed.”

“It’s okay sweetie, I just wanted to talk to you about what happened yesterday.” Laurie sat down next to her son on the bed and put her hand on his shoulder. “About Bea…”

Paul wasn’t sure what to say. It was hard for him to even think clearly. His mom’s tits were practically popping out of the top of her gown, and he could see the outline of her nipples just as clearly as she could see the shape of his hard on.

“She seems like a very…open minded woman,” he finally said.

“Yes. A lot of what she teaches in the Milonics sessions is pretty out there.” His mom smiled ruefully at him, and let her hand mindlessly meander lower, onto Paul’s thigh and close to his throbbing erection. “But some of it, Paul, has really helped me. That’s why I offered to let her stay with us this weekend.”

“Of course, mom, I understand.” Paul nodded a little more vigorously than he needed to, his entire body tingling with lust and intense sexual urges as his mom absently began to brush her fingers along his hard member. He felt confused and a little guilty for enjoying it, but knew that it wasn’t his fault.

“I don’t think she’s right about everything, just so you know,” said Laurie. “Some of the stuff she’s said about me and you is…well, it’s ridiculous, honestly.”

She shook her head, and then stood up from the bed reached her arms out towards him.

“Come here, honey. Give mommy a hug.”

Paul felt his cheeks blush as she spoke. It was a little embarrassing for him to be so close and familiar with her, even if she was his mother, and they were in private. But he was willing to indulge her, and stood up to reciprocate the embrace.

The second Paul’s body met with his mom’s, he realized that he’d grossly underestimated just how turned on and horny he was. His erection poked right up against his mom’s stomach, and the feeling of her big, soft boobs against his chest only sent more blood rushing down to his lower half.

“I want us to spend as much time together this weekend as we can,” whispered Laurie. “You’ve been so busy lately, sometimes I think that you don’t have time for me anymore.”

“Oh, of course I do, mom.” Paul pulled her tightly against him, and without really meaning to, began to grind his hard cock into her stomach. His mom’s body was so warm and soft, and it felt so good against him. He could smell her perfume, the same one she always had on, so seductive and sweet.

“You’ve gotten so big and strong, Paul,” whispered Laurie. “You’re a man now, all grown up.”

“You’re still my mom,” said Paul. “You’ll always be my mom.”

He rubbed up against her more brazenly, making no attempt to hide the fact that he was essentially dry humping her. His mom’s gown had slid up her body slightly, and his cock was right on the verge of poking out through his boxers and pushing into dangerous, uncharted territory.

Laurie took his cheek into her hand, and turned Paul’s face until they were looking into each other’s eyes. She leaned in and kissed him again like she had the night before, directly on the lips. Paul responded with passion, pushing his tongue into her mouth and thrusting his hard cock against her. It felt like they in the midst of something dangerous, with the thin layer of clothes in between them serving as the only thing keeping them from taking it further.

“Kissing you like this…it’s another Milonics thing.” Laurie smiled at him and blushed a little as she spoke. “Bea managed to convince me to give it a try. It’s nice, isn’t it?”

Paul nodded, and let his cock brush against his mom’s inner thigh. She felt unbelievably good, and though he was ashamed beyond words to admit it, he wanted to feel more of her.

“I don’t think we need to take it further than that,” said his mom. “Some of the other ideas and assumptions that Bea and her movement operate on…well, let’s just say that I think they’d throw a monkey wrench into our relationship. I think we’re both satisfied with how things are now…don’t you?”

Paul nodded, and felt a massive wave of disappointment crash over him as his mom broke from the hug and stepped back. She looked so amazingly sexy and attractive to him at that moment, though it made him feel guilty to openly notice.

“I’m going to work on breakfast downstairs,” said Laurie. “The rest of the Milonics group will be by in about an hour. You can join us, if you want. It’s up to you.”

Paul nodded, and tried not to stare at his mom’s perfect butt as she walked out of the room. The second the door closed behind her, he was in his computer chair, quickly clicking up his internet browser and typing in the web address of his favorite porn site.

His cock was out of his boxers in less than a second, and he ran his hand up and down it with the horny eagerness that only a teenage boy can muster. It felt so good, but there was something that took center stage in his mind over the porn, something that made him feel incredibly guilty.

Paul was trying his best not to think about how amazingly sexy his mom had looked in her nightgown. She was hotter than any of the women on the porn site, and so close, and so real. His cock throbbed, and he began to pump it faster, giving into the temptation and letting his thoughts drift into shamefully forbidden territory.

“Paul, do you need me to grab your…” The door suddenly opened again and Laurie stood in place of it, her mouth agape as she stared at her son stroking his big, hard cock. “…Dirty laundry?”

“Jesus, mom!” Paul cried out, but his hand continued its up and down motion, as if it had a mind of its own. Seeing her right there in front of him, with her gorgeous boobs pushing against the almost see through fabric of the night gown was too much for him.

His cock erupted like a geyser, spraying cum out wildly, right into the direction he was facing, towards his mom. The first spurt went far enough to land across her bare foot, and Paul saw a horrified look come over her face as she watched an embarrassing situation become something almost impossible to excuse.

The pleasure that overtook his body was immense, far beyond any orgasm he had ever experienced before. Paul locked eyes with his mom as his cock continued to cum, the two of them sharing the moment, sharing his orgasm, tied together in a strange rapport, mother and son.

“Paul…” Laurie looked as though she was torn between stepping forward and reassuring him, and rushing out of the room. She opened her mouth to say something else, stopped, and then finally made a decision. Paul’s mom stepped out into the hallway and slammed the door closed behind her, leaving him sitting in his computer chair, covered in his own seed and buried in his own shame.

“Fuck…” muttered Paul. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

He didn’t know what to do next. Part of him wanted to go and find his mom and make it all okay, but the words and justifications just would not come to him. He had done something more terrible and disgusting than ever before, and his mom had been right there, enduring the brunt of it with him.

In the end, Paul stayed in his room. He changed into new clothes, and climbed back into bed, covering his head with sheets and blankets and trying to forget about the situation waiting for him downstairs. He focused on his breathing, and did his best to fall back to sleep.

It was later on in the day, at least an hour later, when Paul heard a soft knock at the door. He’d been asleep, but just barely, and it only took a second for the memory of what had happened to come back into his awareness.

“Paul, it’s Bea. I’d like you to come downstairs for the Milonics meeting.”

Paul sat up in his bed and looked at the door.

“I…I’m not really feeling that well,” he said. “I think I’ll just stay in here for-“

“Your mom told me everything, Paul,” said Bea. “The incident that happened this morning, it’s exactly the type of thing that Milonics works to deal with and understand. You needn’t be ashamed, Paul. You’re only human.”

In an instant, it was as though all of the confusion and embarrassment that he had felt before was back, only multiplied. His mom had told this strange, beautiful woman about what she’d seen. She’d told her all about what a pervert he was. Now, on top of having to explain himself to the one woman he loved and respected above all else, he’d have to set things right with somebody he’d just met.

“Paul, are you listening?” asked Bea. “Just come downstairs. We’re all here for you.”

“…Okay.” Paul slowly climbed out of bed, feeling confused, nervous, ashamed, and a dozen other emotions all at once. It was mentally exhausting, almost as though his brain was overloading itself, but he knew that the sooner he faced it head on, the better off he would be.

He slowly walked over to the door and opened it. Bea was standing on the other side, wearing a flowery, open blouse that showed off her boobs and a tight skirt that only barely went down below her butt. She reached her hand forward and gently took his hand into hers, smiling and letting the strange earrings she had on jingle as they moved with her head.

“Come on,” she said softly. “Everyone is waiting.”

They made their way downstairs, and Paul saw exactly what she meant when she said everyone. There were at least nine or ten other women in the house, a few of them who he recognized as members of the community and the mothers of his friends.

“Hey Paul,” said Stacy, the mom of Tony, one of his close friends. “It’s good to have you with us today.”

Paul looked over at his mom. She was blushing bright red, and wouldn’t meet his gaze at first. All of the women in the group had knowing expressions on their faces, and he suddenly felt angry towards Laurie for telling Bea about what had happened.

“Why, mom? Why did you have to share it with everyone?” Paul’s voice had a tremor of emotion in it as he spoke. “Was it not enough for me to be more embarrassed and ashamed than I’d ever been? Are you trying to ruin my life?”

Laurie looked hurt by her son’s words. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, Bea cut in.

“I made her tell me, Paul,” she said. “I can tell when something is off just by sensing the mood of my followers. And I’m glad that she told me, but I’m also glad that this happened. I want to turn your experience into a lesson for us all.”

Paul looked around the room. All of the women, including his mom, were hanging on Bea’s every word. She led him over to the couch and sat him down on it, pushing her cleavage into her face and smiling at him as she did.

“Paul, Milonics is all about achieving a better sense self-awareness and understanding.” Bea spoke slowly, almost as though she was emphasizing every syllable. “Part of doing that involves examining or desires and urges, and seeing them for what they really are.”

Paul scratched his head.

“I’m not really sure if I understand,” he said.

Bea stepped in closer to him, and lowered herself down until she was straddling his lap. Paul looked over at his mom, whose face was still bright red, and then felt Bea cup his cheek in her hand and turn his gaze back to her.

“Through meditation, through acceptance, and through truly experiencing the pleasures that we fear and use to shame ourselves, we find freedom, Paul.” Bea brought her face in very close to his, and for a moment, Paul thought she was going to kiss him.

He felt his cock hardening underneath the attractive woman, and her breath hot against his neck.

“Do you want us to help guide you through this process, Paul?” asked Bea.

“Hold on, just a second!” Laurie had stood up on the other side of the room, and looked exasperated. “I…I’m not so sure this is a good idea. We’re talking about my son, here…it might be a little-“

“Laurie, you are the one who saw firsthand just how badly Paul needs our help,” said Bea. “Today, we’ll just be starting with the most basic of exercises. Surely you won’t object to that?”

Paul watched as his mom opened her mouth, as though to say something else, and then slowly sat back down. She had a worried look on her face, full of motherly concerns and love.

“Okay, I guess,” she finally whispered. “I just…think that we should take things slow.”

“Of course, Laurie,” said Bea. “You should go for a walk. Clear your head. For the first exercise, it’s best to not have the closest family members around.”

Laurie nodded, and then stood up and walked over to the entranceway. The room was silent as she put on her shoes and slowly opened the door. She turned back to Paul and smiled at him one last time.

“I love you, sweetie,” she said. “Don’t worry, this is going to help you.”

“I know, mom. I love you to.”

Laurie left, and Paul turned back towards Bea. She slipped off him and stood, all of the eyes of the women in the room fixated on her.

“Well,” she said. “Let’s get started.”


CHAPTER 3

“Paul, to begin, we need you to be in an open, accessible state,” said Bea. “We are going to be touching and massaging your body. It’s going to be very gentle, but for us to do it effectively, we need you to take off your shirt and pants.”

Paul felt his heart beating faster in his chest. He was nervous, and wondered why Bea had requested that his mom leave for his exercise. Having her there would have gone a long way to relaxing him.

“Okay,” he said, after a moment. He began taking his shirt off, and then his pants, wondering just how it was that he’d ended up becoming a participant in the strange Milonics exercise.

“You can leave your boxers on, young man,” said Bea. The women in the room giggled, and Paul felt his cheeks heat up.

“Alright.” He finished undressing, and then sat back down on the couch, feeling cold and exposed.

“Now Paul, we know this is going to be embarrassing, but we need to talk to you about the urges and cravings of your body.” Bea kneeled down, so she was at his height on the couch, and looked directly into his eyes. “When you were masturbating earlier today, what were you thinking about?”

Paul felt like he was going to die of embarrassment. He looked around the room, as though trying to formulate an escape plan. The faces of the women were all staring back at him, and the number of them that he recognized from around town only made him feel even worse.

“Uh…what?” asked Paul. “I can’t, that’s not really something that I…talk about.”

Bea looked over towards a woman that Paul recognized, Stacy. She was one of the more attractive mothers in the neighborhood, and had always been open to Paul hanging out with her son. Bea gestured to her, and she came over and crouched next to him.

“Paul, I went through this very same line of questioning,” said Stacy. “We all did. And let me tell you, it was tough. But if you can be honest about it, and open, you will find that it only leads to positive places.”

Stacy put one of her hands down on Paul’s thigh, sending a hot, exciting sensation across his body. He began to worry that he might get a hard on, and decided to just answer the questions and move things forward as quickly as he could.

“I was, uh…I was watching porn,” said Paul. “I was thinking about naked women, and sex, I guess.”

“Paul, your mom told me about the hug the two of you shared before that,” said Bea. “She told me about how she felt your erection against her, and how you rubbed yourself on her during the embrace.”

Paul squirmed in his seat. His cock began to harden as he remembered the incident, growing to the point where it would soon be impossible to hide from the prying eyes of Bea and the women.

“Well, I woke up like that,” said Paul. “And then mom came in, and I hugged her, and it just kind of…happened.”

“Paul, things like that don’t just happen,” said Bea. “Tell me…have you ever looked at your mom before? As a woman?”

Paul felt his cock stiffening. He wanted nothing more than to be out of the living room at that moment, but the women around him were drawing in closer. Stacy was rubbing her hand further up his thigh, and another woman joined in with her hand on his other leg.

“Uh, what?” asked Paul. “No, of course not!”

“Paul, Milonics is a movement that has its foundation, its roots, in true self-awareness and understanding. If you don’t allow yourself to acknowledge and take responsibility for your thoughts, even the ones that shame you, then you can never be free of them.”

Paul was shaking his head back and forth. He couldn’t do it. The situation was too weird, and his emotions were all over the place. He stared at Bea’s chest, her big boobs pushing out and teasing him with their seductive beauty, and true to what she had been suggesting, thoughts of his own mother began to seep into his mind.

“Alright, let’s try something else.” Bea nodded to Stacy, and the hand on Paul’s thigh began to slip in closer to his hard member.

“Hey Paul,” said Stacy. “I know this must be weird enough for you, with me being Tony’s mom, but I want to help you.”

She let her fingers graze across Paul’s cock, and he let out a soft moan. She took his erection out of his boxers, and slowly began to stroke it, sending intense waves of pleasure through Paul’s body.

“What…what are you…?” Paul was breathing heavy, in disbelief of what was happening.

“You have to give in to fully reach a state of mindfulness, Paul,” said Stacy. “I know it’s scary, but just accept it.”

She was pumping his cock up and down faster now. Paul was confused. It felt like she was giving him a hand job, and an amazing one, at that, but his mind wouldn’t let him believe it, not in the context of the Milonics exercise.

“Paul I want you to give in, and find your release,” whispered Stacy. “Don’t think about how wrong what I’m doing is. Don’t think about me, not as Tony’s mom, or as some MILF or cougar that you and your friends dream about. Just give into the pleasure.”

“Oh god,” moaned Paul. “How is this happening?”

Stacy licked her lips, and then leaned her mouth forward and began to suck on the tip of Paul’s penis. It was an amazing sensation, and Paul’s hips bucked into the air wildly, desperate to feel more of the warm, wet inner confines of his friend’s mom’s mouth.

“Yes, just like that, Paul.” Bea leaned forward and pushed her breasts into his face. “This is all for you, Paul. We want to free you from yourself.”

The other women in the room began to run their hands across Paul’s body. It felt like something out of a dream, as though he had fallen into his own harem, full of beautiful older women who were willing to do anything to please him.

“Oh god!” Paul felt Stacy’s mouth sucking him off hard, and a strange guilt descended on him. “Stacy…I’m about to…”

“Do it, Paul,” whispered Bea.

Stacy pulled her mouth off his cock right as it began to explode. He watched as the tip of his member shot out white hot strands of cum all over the gentle, caring face of the mother of one of his closest friends. He felt conflicted, but pleasure fogged over his mind and kept him from being able to do anything about it.

“It’s okay, Paul,” said Bea. “It’s okay. There is nothing to be ashamed about with what just happened.”

Stacy was licking Paul’s cum off her lips, and watching her almost gave him a second wind of horniness. It was the first time that Paul had ever cum at the hands of another person, and the strange circumstances surrounding it were almost too much for him to handle. Several of the women were running their hands across his chest and through his hair, as though they were trying to help him process it all.

“I don’t know what to say.” Paul looked at Bea, and felt like he was waiting for her to guide him forward.

“You don’t have to say anything, Paul,” said Bea. The door opened behind her, and before he had a chance to cover up, his mother had stepped in through it.

“Mom!” Paul jumped up from the couch and struggled to tuck his cock back into his boxers. Laurie saw the state he was in, blushed bright red, and then turned away.

“Oh…did it go well?” Laurie sounded fearful, and just as conflicted as Paul felt. “The exercise, I mean.”

“Yes, it went very well,” said Bea. “He is still very much ruled by his social conditioning and insecurities. It will be a while before he has reached a state of true understanding. But then again, the same goes for you, my dear.”

Laurie turned back towards the group and shook her head from side to side slightly.

“Bea, I don’t know about this,” she said. “Maybe it’s a bad idea for us to-”

“No,” said Bea. “You must understand, Laurie. Once the two of you truly understand, and have achieved the final level of closeness with each other, you will be free.”

Stacy stood up and walked over to Paul’s mom, with a couple of drops of his cum still on her chin and cheeks. Laurie saw her, and opened her mouth in surprise. Paul understood exactly what his mom was going through. He was going through it, too.

“Laurie, your son needs this,” said Stacy. “You both need this. More than you know. It will bring the two of you to a new place. A better place.”

Laurie was shaking her head, but Paul could tell from the way her eyes looked at him, full of love, care, and concern, that Bea’s message was getting through. He found himself being even more confused, and moved away from the women slightly.

“Paul, your feelings are just as important on this,” said Bea. “Why don’t you clear your head for a couple of hours? We need to do some preparations before the next Milonics exercise, anyway.”

“…Okay.” Paul slowly put his clothes back on. His emotions were all over the place, and it was hard for him to look at his mom. It was as though his mind didn’t want to think about what was going on. There were too many long held beliefs and sexual hang ups in the way.

He walked to the entranceway, put his shoes on, and headed outside. As soon as he’d shut  the door behind him, his thoughts stopped clogging and began to flood his head. He felt ashamed, guilty, confused, and strangely eager.

Paul walked down the street and towards a nearby park, feeling the chill of winter biting at his cheeks. His friend’s mom had given him a blowjob, and all the other women there had watched. It was almost unbelievable to him, and yet, from the sound of it, there was more to come beyond that.

His mom was going to be a part of it. Paul was afraid of what Bea was getting at with her ideas about mindfulness and understanding. He wondered just how were he and his mom going to fit into it, and slowly began to examine himself, and his own emotions.


CHAPTER 4

Paul took his time in the park. Despite the bitter cold winds, it was hard for him to make himself turn back. He sat on a park bench after clearing a white layer of dust off, and stared into his phone, watching his breath crystalize with every exhale.

He waited until a couple of hours had gone by and his fingers were too cold and sensationless to work on the touchscreen anymore, and then started back towards his house. As he walked down the street, he saw that most of the cars of the women were still there, parked to the brim in his family’s driveway and nearby on the street.

Behind him, he could see both sets of his footsteps stretching back towards the park, one on either side of the street. He had left, and now he was coming back, but it didn’t feel as though any major change of heart had taken place. Paul still felt skeptical of the Milonics exercises, but also a little excited.

He walked up the steps, opened the door, and stepped inside. It was late afternoon, and a heavily overcast sky caused it to be much darker than it should have been. This was only accentuated by the way Bea had set up the lighting in the living room.

Every one of the electric lights had been turned off, and candles had been lit for illumination in their place. All of the women were wearing comfortable clothing, as though they were on their way to bed or a yoga class. Paul’s mom had on her tiny night gown, the one that he blamed for instigating the encounter that had gotten him into the mess.

“Uh, hey,” said Paul. He shut the door behind him and began to take his boots off. Bea set a candle that she was holding down on the coffee table and then walked over to him, a gentle, welcoming smile across her face.

“Paul,” she said. “We’re glad your back. The women are ready. Your mom…is ready.”

Laurie blushed and looked away from Paul as Bea mentioned her. He looked around the room, recognizing most of the faces from before. A couple of women, including Stacy, had apparently left, but at least half of them were still in attendance.

“Bea, are you sure that this has to happen?” Laurie had a very unsure look on her face.

Bea nodded, and then rubbed Paul’s mom’s shoulder.

“It’s okay, Laurie. Remember what happened this morning. The two of you need to work through this, together.”

Paul walked deeper into the living room, feeling the eyes of all of the women on him.

“Hey, what’s going on?” he asked. “Is there going to be another, uh, exercise?”

Bea nodded, and his mom blushed. Several of the other women walked over to Paul and began helping him out of his clothes, pulling his shirt off over his head and unzipping his jeans. It weirded him out a little, but he let it happen, feeling much more open to the Milonic practices than he had been that morning.

“Paul, have a seat on the couch,” said Bea. She took him by the hand and gently led him over, her earrings jangling as she moved.

“I don’t know about this, Bea…” said Laurie. Bea turned back towards her and held one finger up to her lips, shushing her.

“Paul, we’re going to do an exercise similar to the one we did this morning.” Bea began to rub her hands on his body as she spoke, leaning forward so that her cleavage was pushed into Paul’s face. “This time, we’re going to go a little further with it.”

As she finished her sentence, the other women began to strip out of her clothes. Paul couldn’t decide if he was supposed to feel awkward or like the luckiest man on Earth. His mom was the only one who held back, only taking off her shirt and pants, and keeping her big breasts covered by her bra.

“Look at all of us, Paul,” said Bea. She had one of the other women unzip her dress and then stepped out of it, revealing a sexy lingerie set underneath. “We’re all sexual creatures, just like you. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

She let her hand rub across Paul’s crotch, and then pulled his boxers down. His cock was rock hard, and as Bea slowly began to pump it up and down with her hand, he felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and arousal.

His mom was staring right at it. Her eyes were locked onto his rod, almost as though the incident that morning was being continued directly from where it had left off, but with more intensity. The other women in the Milonics group dropped down on either side of Paul and began lending their hands to the ritual, rubbing his chest and legs and looking at him with sensual eyes.

“Just relax, Paul,” whispered Bea. “Do what comes naturally.”

She brought her face in close to his cock and rubbed her tongue up the length of it. The feeling was one of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Paul wanted nothing more than to push his cock into Bea’s mouth and enjoy the warmth of it until he was ready to unload, but the Milonics leader showed restraint.

“Laurie,” said Bea. “It’s your turn.”

Paul turned his head towards his mom. Her face was bright red, and when their eyes met, he felt his own embarrassment and shame hit him in full force. He understood what was supposed to happen, and felt an inner emotional battle being fought inside his body on whether to let it proceed, or to pull away.

“Paul, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “For this part of the Milonics ritual… I have to, well, I’m going to…”

She shook her head and looked away from him, and then dropped down to her knees in front of Paul. She couldn’t make eye contact with him, but moved forward, closer to her son’s cock and the forbidden territory in which she was being guided into.

Paul had never seen his mother look so amazingly hot and sexy before in his life. She was still clearly his mom, with all the same expressions and mannerisms as the woman that had raised him, but something else was mixed in with it, and it pushed him into a state of intense, illicit arousal that was beyond anything he’d ever thought possible.

She was the same woman who had pushed him on the swing set, made him cookies, put band aids on his cuts, and done his laundry. She was the same woman who had always been there for him, throughout his entire life. And she was currently the woman blushing as she licked her lips and reached out for his cock, hesitating and being shy about what was about to happen.

Suddenly, something happened that was completely unexpected. The front door opened, and somebody that Paul recognized stepped into the house.

“Mom, I’m home!” said Beth, Paul’s step sister. “What’s with all the cars…out front?”

Paul looked over at her and saw that his older sister’s mouth was wide open. She held a backpack in one of her hands, and it dropped down to the floor as she looked at the scene in front of her, at her mother in the process of preparing to suck her brother’s cock.

“Oh…oh my god,” she said. “What the fuck?”

“Beth, I, I didn’t think you were going to be-“

“Get away from him!” Beth jumped over to where Paul was and began pushing half naked women aside. She grabbed him by the hand and pulled him out of the group, meeting little resistance from Bea and the Milonics group members.

“We’re in the middle of an exercise right now,” said Bea. “Laurie, could you explain it to your daughter.”

Paul’s mom opened her mouth, but instead of saying anything, she just shook her head and looked as though she was on the verge of dying from embarrassment.

“Mom, I told you to give up this Milonics thing!” screamed Beth. “It’s a fucking cult! It’s a fucking sex cult, and now you’re dragging Paul into it?”

“Beth, you don’t underst-“

“Paul, get dressed, I’m getting you the fuck out of here.” Beth grabbed her brother’s clothes off the floor and tossed them to him, and he followed her direction and began putting them on.

“Young lady, if you would listen to what your mother is saying, you’d understand that we’re doing this to open our minds.” Bea held her arms out and walked towards Beth. Paul couldn’t resist staring at the older woman’s gorgeous figure, her nipples on full display through the translucent fabric of the lingerie set she had on.

“No, fuck you!” screamed Beth. “Paul is only 18, he’s barely old enough to know right from wrong. You’re going to traumatize him for life.”

Paul felt like he should say something, and stand up for himself, but he wasn’t sure whose side to take. The situation was confusing, and he wasn’t sure whether to listen to his eager loins, or his rational mind.

“Come on Paul, we’re getting out of here,” said Beth. “Mom, I am ashamed of you! This is not okay!”

Laurie looked as though she was about to sink through the floor. In the corners of her eyes, small droplets of tears were beginning to form. She turned away from everyone, towards the corner of the room.

Paul finished pulling his pants on, and Beth grabbed him roughly by the arm and pulled him over to the door. He put his boots and jacket on quickly, wondering if he was making the right choice, and then stepped outside.

Beth had parked her car, a pink VW Beetle, on the street. She walked over to it and climbed into the driver’s seat, looking at Paul expectantly as he followed her with heavy feet.

“I can’t believe that just happened,” said Beth as Paul sat down in the car.

“Neither can I,” said Paul. “Beth…I’m not sure how all of it began.”

His sister smiled reassuringly at him and set one of her hands down on his thigh. His cock was still hard, and he couldn’t help but notice that Beth’s outfit, a frilly, low cut blouse and tight jeans, looked amazing on her, even underneath her jacket.

“Mom has been telling me about Bea and the Milonics thing for months now,” she said. “I had them pegged as a cult from day one, but you know how stubborn she can be when she gets into something. I just never thought that she’d end up being brainwashed to this degree.”

She started up the engine, and pulled onto the road. Paul looked back at the house, almost expecting some type of evil aura or glow to be visible around the edges of it. But there was nothing. IT was still the same house that he’d been raised in, the same house that he had so many memories of.

“We’re going to stay at a hotel tonight,” said Beth. “The only way that mom is going to be allowed to see either of us again is if she severs all of her ties from that group. We have to be firm about this, Paul.”

She squeezed his thigh as she spoke, and Paul began to feel blood rush to his cock again. He was horny, and it made him feel worse than ever. It was almost as though his attitude had taken a complete 180 from that of the Milonics group, and now his desires and urges were more terrible than ever.

“Sis, this is mom that we’re talking about,” said Paul. “We can’t just cut her out of our lives.”

Beth smiled at him.

“Well with any luck, we won’t have to.”


CHAPTER 5

The car was silent for a while. Beth and Paul had nowhere to speed off to. They drove slowly through they home town, and Paul felt a strange mixture of nostalgia and confusion.

“Paul…” said Beth. “Did you…I mean, did you and mom…?”

He knew what she was trying to ask. Strangely, the question turned him on a little. He sickened by how hot and arousing the moments right before Beth had showed up had been, and tried to shake it out of his mind.

“No…” said Paul. “But some of the Milonics women…well, let’s just say that you showed up at just the right time.”

An odd voice in the back of his head asked whether Beth really had shown up at the right time, or if it had been precisely the wrong time. His body was still tingling, as if it had a better sense than his own mind about what would have happened if things had gone a little further.

“I’m glad I did too, baby bro.” Beth smiled at her brother and ruffled his hair. “Mom has told me some stuff over the phone about those crazy people. If they had it their way everyone would just be screwing their friends and family in the streets.”

Paul smiled a little, and watched as Beth pulled into a motel parking lot. She brought the car to a stop in a free spot, and the two of them climbed out of it. The sun was setting in the distance, and it gave the moment a slightly ominous feel.

“Can you split the cost of the room with me?” asked Beth. “College life has been draining my bank account.”

“Sure,” said Paul.

The two of them walked over to the check in building and headed inside. Behind the front desk was a bookish looking man wearing a pair of thick glasses. He smiled at them from behind a magazine as they came in and wheeled his chair over to a computer.

“Hello,” he said. “Are you two going to need a room for the night, or just a couple of hours?”

“Uh…what?” Paul glanced over at his sister, who had the same puzzled expression on her face. The man smiled and let out a small chuckle.

“I’m asking if you think you’ll be doing it just once or twice, or if the beds going to be rocking for the whole night.” The man winked at Paul, a dirty smile forming across his face. “I’m assuming for the night? Teenage hormones are a powerful thing.”

“We…He’s my brother!” Beth was blushing bright red, and slammed her hand down on an empty spot on the man’s desk.

“Oh…” said the man. “Oh! I’m so sorry! Here, how about I give the two of you a small discount. That was a really terrible assumption on my part.”

Paul shook his head and sighed. It felt like he couldn’t escape from it, whether it was his mom, or his sister. He looked over at Beth and saw the anger in her face, along with something he didn’t expect. She looked hot, as though the man’s misunderstanding had gotten under her skin in places where it shouldn’t have.

“Alright, room 211 is open,” said the man. “Checkout time is 11 AM. And again, sorry for the mistake.”

He handed Paul the key, and then lifted his magazine back up, as if trying to cut himself off from the emotional chaos that he had brought into the situation. Paul looked at his sister, and then turned and headed out the door.

“Well, that was dumb,” said Beth, as they made their way up the stairs towards their room. “How you could you mistake the two of us for…I mean, it’s just ridiculous.”

“I don’t think he thought twice about it,” said Paul. “Most of the people who come through this place are probably here for that reason.”

He looked over at his sister, and couldn’t help but notice just how attractive she was. It had been confusing for him growing up with both her and her mom in the house, especially as a horny teenager.

“Well, here we are.” Beth stopped in front of one of the doors, and Paul walked over and unlocked it. The room on the other side was tiny, with only a single bed, a television, and a tiny bathroom.

“Yeah, here we are.” Paul kicked off his shoes and walked over to the bed, taking a seat on it. Beth closed the door and turned on the light.

There was a strange tension in the air. Paul wondered why it felt so weird with just the two of them there. Beth smiled at him and slowly started walking over. She’d taken off her jacket, and Paul’s eyes were instinctively drawn towards her chest, with her nicely sized breasts pushing out against the fabric of her shirt.

“Paul…can I ask you something?” Beth’s tone was serious, but also excited. Paul looked at her and felt something electrified in the air as they made eye contact.

“Of course, sis, anything.”

“Do you think…I know this is going to be hard for you to answer, but If hadn’t shown up, do you think you would have…gone through with it? With mom?”

Paul felt his heartrate begin to pick up. His cock also began to stiffen in his pants. This was not the type of reaction he wanted out of his body, not for a question like that.

He shook his head and then sighed, feeling like it was very difficult to be anything but honest with his sister.

“I don’t know, Beth,” he said. His sister didn’t react, and he began to feel as though he needed to explain more. “I mean, it felt almost like I was being pressured into it, you know? The whole Milonics thing, and Bea, and all of the women there…they acted like it was totally normal. They even said it would help me and mom…well, become closer.”

Beth put her hand on his shoulder.

“It’s okay, it’s not your fault,” she said. “We’ll head back tomorrow, talk mom out of this nonsense, and then we can all move past it. This doesn’t have to be a big deal.”

“No, of course not,” said Paul.

Neither of them said anything for a moment. The room felt hot, and stuffy. Paul looked as Beth and the two of them locked eyes, both waiting, but not knowing what for.

“Paul…” Beth whispered his name slowly, and her hand began to run up his. Paul slid closer to his sister, and looked deeper into her eyes. She was so beautiful, and it was just the two of them in the room. It was as though their bodies had come to a decision free of rational thought, free of objections.

He leaned in and kissed Beth softly on the lips. His sister let out a soft breath, and ran one of her hands up his side. Her touch felt so warm and electrified, and Paul’s cock was stiffening in response to it, rising for the occasion.

“What…what are we doing?” asked Beth. Paul kissed her on the neck, and she let out a moan. Her question was one that he felt like he was also silently asking. Just what the hell were they doing?

His sister’s hand slid across his leg and came to a rest on his hard package. The two of them collapsed back on to the bed and stared at each other for a moment, Beth continuing to play with his cock through his pants as she began to shake her head from side to side.

“We shouldn’t…” she said. “Paul, this is insane! It must just be a side effect from what you went to.”

“Yeah, it’s no big deal,” said Paul. “And you’re right, we’re just being dumb right now.”

He nodded, and then their bodies pulled together again, as though drawn by some type of sexual magnetism. He kissed his sister passionately, feeling her tongue come out to meet his in response. His hands ran across her back and down her jeans, feeling the soft fabric of her panties.

Paul was grinding his hard cock against his sister’s body, and it felt amazing. He felt guilty, and ashamed, but a sick sexual thrill flooded over him and drowned out the other emotions. It was pure bliss, sensory overload, and his body moved automatically to take it even further.

He quickly began unbuttoning his sister’s blouse, staring into her eyes as he did. The look that the two of them shared was enough to say a thousand words. All of their worries and doubts, fears and concerns, and intense desires were there in between them, reflected in the eyes.

“Oh god, Paul,” whispered Beth. He nodded, as though affirming to her that yes, it was really happening.

The last button was undone, and Paul pulled his sister’s blouse back and over her shoulders. Her breasts looked amazing underneath it, and he pushed forward and grabbed them with his hands. Beth let out a small moan and rubbed her hips against him. It was all the encouragement Paul needed to take things to the next level.

He unbuttoned his sister’s tight jeans and slowly pulled them down, admiring her perfect curves and inviting thighs as he did. Paul felt awkward as he rushed to strip his own clothes off, disrobing in front of the older sister that had both teased and encouraged him throughout his childhood.

“Beth…” Paul looked at her on the bed, and he looked at his own big, rock hard member, pushing out against the fabric of his boxers.

“Just…this one time, Paul,” whispered his sister. Paul climbed on top of her and pulled his cock out of his boxers, and then began rubbing it against his sister’s pantie covered mound. His hands went to work on her bra, exposing her gorgeous, perky breasts, and then finally, he pulled down the thin strip of fabric separating him and his sister from illicit, taboo bliss.

“Sis…” Paul felt like he should say something, but couldn’t find the words. His thoughts were clouded by his urges and lust, and more than anything, he just needed to get off. He pushed the head of his cock against the entrance of Beth’s cunt, as if knocking on the front door, and asking to be let in.

Beth was already wet and ready for him. She ran one of her hands through Paul’s hair, and with the other one, slowly pulled his manhood inside of her. Instantly, Paul felt as though he had been dropped into a warm, pleasurable bath. His sister’s pussy was tight on all sides and felt like it was drawing his cock further and further in.

“Oh god, Beth…” Paul moaned as he began to thrust. He had never had sex before, not with anyone. It was confusing for his first time to be with his sister, but also comforting. He felt as though she was looking out for him, just like she’d done back when they were kids.

“Paul, oh god, Paul!” Beth moaned and pulled him in, wrapping her arms against him as the flesh of their bodies met.

Paul had never realized that anything could feel so good. He felt as though it all made sense. The tension that he’d felt around Beth, and the strange thoughts he’d had about her, it had always been hinting at this. Paul had entered a vast realm of pleasure that had been there all along, right under the surface.

Beth was breathing heavily and biting one of her lips. She wrapped her legs around Paul and rubbed his cheek with one of her hands, as though accepting him as both a brother and a lover. Paul was amazed by how good her pussy felt, amazed by how close and connected he felt to his sister.

This was what the Milonics movement had been talking about, he realized. As Paul pumped his cock deep into his sister, the sound of their bodies slapping together hot on the air, he knew for a fact that the two of them had moved into territory beyond where most siblings ever could or would reach.

“Fuck me, Paul,” moaned Beth. “Oh god, don’t stop!”

Paul couldn’t have stopped himself if he’d wanted to. It felt too good pushing into her, and something very primal and animalistic had taken over. He was showing his sister a side of him that he didn’t even know had existed a couple of hours ago.

Beth began to tense up, and she let out a cry and buried her face into Paul’s shoulder. He felt her cunt tensing up around his cock, a sensation that was just enough to push him into similar straits. He slammed into her a couple more times, really getting all of him inside of her, as deep his cock would go, and then felt his body release.

Paul shot his cum deep inside his sister without hesitation. Each spurt felt as though it was leaving a permanent mark in both of their memories. There was no going back. Neither of them could ever forget.

He collapsed onto the side of the bed as his orgasm slowly died down, and Beth cuddled against him. Paul felt as though he should say something, but he didn’t know what. It was hard for him to process what had just happened.

“Paul…” whispered Beth, after a moment. “We shouldn’t have done that.”

Paul looked over at his sister, and shook his head.

“No sis, I’m glad that we did that,” he said. “I…I think I understand now.”

He got up off the bed, and started putting his clothes on. Beth sat up, pulling the sheets around her as she did.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m heading home to talk to mom,” he said. “Alone. I’ll walk back, don’t worry about your car. I’m going to talk to her, and we’re going to face this thing head on.”

“Paul…” said Beth. “Are you sure about this?”

Paul smiled at her.

“I’ve never been so sure about anything in my entire life.”


CHAPTER 6

It only took Paul about twenty minutes to walk home. The sun had set, and it was dark outside as he made his way up the steps. The only car in the driveway was his mother’s, and he didn’t see any crowded along the street, like there had been when he’d left.

Paul opened the door and stepped inside quietly, shutting it behind him and taking off his boots and jacket. The house was quiet, a stark contrast to how it had been before he’d left. From the kitchen, Paul heard the sound of soft footsteps, and when he turned towards them, he saw his mom headed into the living room.

“Hey sweetie,” said Laurie, in a quiet voice. She was still wearing the thin night gown that she’d had on before. Just looking at her made Paul begin to get excited all over again. His heartbeat sped up, and he began to have second thoughts about what he had planned to do.

“Hey mom,” he said. “Did everybody leave?”

Laurie nodded, and stepped closer to him.

“It’s not worth it. I think the Milonics movement has a lot of good ideas, but maybe I got too caught up in it to see that there are also some bad ones.”

Laurie stood a few feet away from her son and looked at him seriously. Paul understood exactly where her mind was at. It had been a confusing situation, with the pressure of Bea and the rest of the women pushing them towards an encounter that they’d both been unsure about. But now, Paul was sure.

“Mom,” he said. “I love you so much. More than anyone else in my life.”

“I know, honey, I love you too.” Laurie took another step towards him and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. Paul turned his face at the last second, intentionally ensuring that their lips made contact.

“Mom…” Instead of saying anything more, Paul let his hand drift onto her breast. His mom’s face was a mix of surprise and embarrassment. She shook her head, and then placed her hand over his.

“Paul, I don’t know…”

“You were ready before,” said Paul. He pulled her in closer to him, feeling his rock hard cock straining against the confines of his pants.

“That was different. I’ve had a lot of time to think. You’re my son, Paul…and I’m your mom.”

“I know that.” Paul kissed her again, and let the hard package in his pants rub against his mom’s stomach. It was a gift for her. He wanted her to have it.

“Sweetie, let’s just move past this,” said Laurie. “We don’t have to do anything that we’ll regret.”

“I’m not going to regret this,” said Paul. He pulled his shirt up and over his head, and then took his mom’s hand in his, and slowly guided it down his chest and stomach, to his crotch.

“You’re my son,” said Laurie. “The idea of us…it’s just…”

“What is it, mom?” asked Paul. He leaned his face in close to his neck and let his words and breath tickle her sensitive skin. “How does it make you feel?”

“Oh no,” whispered his mom. “No, Paul, please…”

He let his hand slide up her thigh, all the way up to her soft mound. His mom wasn’t wearing panties, and he could feel that she was already wet. Paul moved her hands back to his pants, and this time, she continued unbuttoning them, and then pulled them down.

“Mom, I want us to be as close as we possibly can be,” said Paul. “Maybe Milonics is right…at least in this aspect. Maybe we should give it a try.”

He believed the words as they came out of his mouth, but he would have said them even if he hadn’t. The sex with Beth had felt so mind-blowingly good, and his mom was even sexier, and more off limits. He would do anything to have her, even push through his own intense shame and hesitation.

“Honey, what about your father?” Laurie was pulling his cock out of his boxers as she spoke, and it made Paul wild with horniness and desire.

“It’s just this one time,” said Paul. “He’ll never find out, and we’ll all get along better.”

Paul guided his mom down onto the couch, staring at her perfect pink pussy as he slid her legs open and moved himself into position. He reached his hands forward and pulled his mom’s big tits out through the top of her nightgown, creating a scene that was more arousing and erotic than anything he ever could have imagined.

“Okay, maybe…” Laurie nodded slowly and stared at her son’s cock. “Maybe if we just try it, for a minute. But you shouldn’t take it too far, Paul. You can’t…”

“I can’t what, mom?” Paul slowly began to slide his hard cock into his mom’s folds, feeling her warmth and wetness welcoming him in with the same grace and comforting kindness that his mother embodied.

“You can’t cum inside mommy, Paul.” Laurie whispered and blushed as she spoke, as if saying the words out loud made her feel intense shame. “This is only supposed to be a Milonics exercise.”

Paul leaned in and kissed his mom, and as he did, his cock slip further up into her. He pushed his tongue into her mouth, and fit about half of his hard mast into her tight, wet pussy. It felt incredible, so good that he had to focus on his breathing to keep from cumming immediately.

“Oh god!” Laurie reacted similarly, tensing her body up and looking at Paul as though he were both her son, and her lover. Paul kissed her neck, and then the side of her mouth, and then her lips, feeling his hips take over as he began to pump his hard rod into and out of his mom’s tight cunt.

“Mom!” cried Paul. “Oh mom, you feel so good!”

The two of them were breathing heavily, and the couch began to creak as Paul increased his rhythm. This was what he had been dreaming of for so many years, but he had never truly realized it. The temptation of his mom, the urges and desires he had towards her, they’d manifested in the way he’d interacted with other beautiful women, other older women. But this went beyond any of it.

Paul was groping at his mother’s tits and thrusting into her like a wild man. His eyes were locked onto hers, and both of them shared in a gaze that said so much with so little. They would have to keep all of what was happening secret. They would have to know about it forever. They would have to come to terms with the fact that it felt almost too good, better than it either could have imagined.

“Yes!” cried Laurie. “Just like that sweetie, right there!”

Paul shifted one of his mom’s legs to get a better angle to pump his cock in from. Her pussy felt hike it was stroking him off, so soft and inviting, as though it had some type of sexual magic in it.

“That’s right mom, oh god, you feel so good!” Paul rolled one of her nipples back and forth between his fingers. He had never dreamed of being able to understand his mom’s body on this level. If this was what Milonics was, than he had to admit, he was a believer.

Paul was moaning, and his mother was crying out. The scene felt like something out of a porn movie, except with a rawness that couldn’t be synthesized by actors and film. This was sex, real, illicit, desire driven sex, and it was so pleasurable that Paul felt like it was all he wanted to live for.

The couch was creaking dangerously underneath them. Paul was slamming his cock into his mom’s cunt with enough intensity to make lewd slapping noises. If anyone else had been in the house, there would have easily overheard what was going on.

“Oh, Paul!” cried Laurie. “Sweetie, mommy’s going to, you’re going to make me…”

“Mom!” Paul was right there with her. He drove his cock into her faster, pushing his lips tightly against hers as she squealed out in pleasure, and feeling her tits in his hands. He couldn’t hold out for even a second longer, and began to unload, against his mom’s wishes, deep with her pussy.

The cum splashed out of Paul’s cock, hotter and thicker than any load he had ever shot before. This was what he needed, the type of love that only a mother could give. Paul only wished that he could get more of it, that he could have her whenever he wanted.

The two of them cuddled on the couch the best that they could, warming each other with their body heat. Laurie wouldn’t meet his eye at first, and Paul began to get worried that things may have changed for the worst. Finally, she turned to him, and rubbed her hand against his cheek.

“My beautiful baby boy…” she said.

“Mom,” whispered Paul. “I always want you to be a part of my life.”

Laurie smiled at him, and then kissed him on the lips, slowly and passionately.

“There are Milonics retreats,” she said. “I think we’re going to have to start going to them regularly.”

“I think that’s a great idea, mom,” said Paul. He felt his mom’s body against him, and realized that his cock was getting hard again.
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CHAPTER 1

“Oh yeah, give it to me harder!”

Jake’s eyes were locked onto his computer monitor, and his hand was pumping up and down on his shaft in time with the action in the scene. A mid-thirties busty blond woman was getting fucked hard, and though it was incredibly arousing for him to watch, he needed to do a certain amount of mental gymnastics in order to keep from comparing her to his step mom, who she looked very similar to.

He wasn’t exactly sure just how he had ended up looking at porn. It was around 10 AM, and it was Christmas Eve. He had the day off from school, but with his step mom in the house and his step sister and dad on the way home, it wasn’t exactly like he had free reign to do whatever he wanted.

“Oh god, don’t stop, keep going sweetie!”

Jake hadn’t checked the details of the porn clip before clicking on it, basing his choice just off the thumb nail alone. He realized, somewhat startlingly, that it was a step mother and step son forbidden sex scene, and felt a strange and uncomfortable emotion take root in his stomach. His cock didn’t seem to mind, but he knew that it was a terrible video to watch before spending the next few days with his family.

“Jake, are you in there?”

He only just managed to slide his sweatpants up and switch off the clip as his door opened. Teresa, his real life step mom and the last person he wanted to see at that moment, was standing on the other side of it.

Teresa was an attractive woman, in her late thirties but looking much more like she was in her late twenties. She had an elegant aura about her, with nicely sized breasts and a body that she kept in shape through five sessions at the gym a week.

She was already dressed for the day, wearing a nice sweater that was flattering in the way it showed off her bosom, and a pair of tight, butt hugging jeans. Jake was still clad in the clothes he had woken up in, and that, combined with his embarrassingly hard member, made it difficult for him to face his mom.

“Did you just get up, sweetie?” she asked. “Jessica’s going to be here soon, you need to get dressed!”

Jessica was Jake’s step sister, and along with Teresa, she had entered his life ten years ago. He had been eight at the time, and to suddenly have a mother after losing his own as a newborn, along with a sister two years older than him, was like a dream come true.

“Sorry mom!” Jake was blushing, and sweating a little. He had tucked his cock into the fabric of his boxers, but it was threatening to come loose and pop up, tenting his pants and being too obvious to hide. He imagined for a second what his mom’s reaction would be if that happened, and found himself blushing even more severely.

“I can fix you breakfast really quick but I really need to get started on the meal for tomorrow.” Teresa walked over and leaned in to give Jake a kiss on the forehead. For some reason, when she came in close, he felt almost as though he was watching the porn video again, except in reality.

“Uh, okay mom.” He felt her plant a soft, motherly peck on his forehead, and his cock throbbed in his boxers. Jake was horny, but his arousal was connected with feelings of shame and embarrassment for being in such a state so close to his own mom.

“Christmas is the best time of the year!” Teresa walked out of his room humming a tune, and Jake breathed a sigh of relief.

He shared most of the sentiment with her. Jake had been almost overwhelmed by the end of the semester exams and assignments that he’d been saddled with. As a senior, the rules about how much effort a student needed to be put in, and easy it used to be to get away with slacking had changed tremendously.

Jake had spent the last couple of weeks living a Spartan existence. He did homework, he studied, and he made sure that he got enough sleep, but had almost no extra time for socializing or recreation. And that was the main reason why, with hours to spare for the first time in almost a month, he was so drawn to the allure of internet porn and the release it promised him.

Unfortunately, it seemed like it would have to wait until later on. Jake stood up from his computer chair, and after rooting around in his dresser for a minute, he changed into appropriately warm clothes and headed downstairs.

His family had moved into their current house a couple of years ago, after it became apparent that their old place wouldn’t be big enough for all four of them to have privacy and space. Jake’s dad was upper management for a biotech firm with branches all across the country, and pulled in a tidy sum for working long hours and traveling frequently.

His income was more than enough to provide them with a big, spacious house. On top of having a spare guest room, the house was also outfitted with two living rooms, a nice game room in the basement, two bathrooms, a small lounge space in the attic, and a huge, luxurious dining room.

This was important for Jake because, over the past couple of months, it had been just him and his mom in residence for most of the time. Jessica was a sophomore in college and would only visit on the weekends, and the complex relationship that she and Jake shared made him glad for it.

“Hey sweetie,” said Teresa as Jake walked into the kitchen. “I’m also making cookies after, what kind do you want?”

“Gingerbread, if you have the ingredients.” He sat down at the kitchen table and tried not to look at his mom’s body as she pranced around the kitchen.

Living in the house with just him and Teresa had been a little confusing for Jake. She was such a beautiful woman, and though he knew in his mind that she was his mom, and he should look at her differently, it was hard for him to not get turned on by her and her body.

Teresa had pulled on a pink apron and tied it around her back in a way that caused her breasts to pop out even more than they usually did. She was still humming as she watched a couple of pans on the stove and greased up one of the cookie sheets. There was a knock at the door, and she was distracted for a second.

“I’ll get it mom,” said Jake. “It’s probably Jessica, anyway.”

Jake hadn’t realized it from up in his room, but snow was coming down with a vengeance. When he opened up the door, along with his heavily bundled up sister, the wind pushed a mess of snowflakes in.

Before saying anything, Jessica took off her hat, freeing her long and luxurious blond hair, and then her jacket. She was wearing a sweater underneath that showed off her shapely form, hinting at the size and shape of her large breasts.

“Jess, wow, you look like the abominable snow man,” said Jake.

“Ha ha, very funny. It’s nice to see you, little bro.” Jessica stepped over and wrapped her arms around him, and Jake hugged her back. His sister was cold, but as they hugged, memories of the past came flooding back to him, heating him up from the inside and threatening to reignite his excitable lower half.

The trouble between them had started back when Jake first entered puberty. Jessica had always loved making a game out of teasing him, and on many occasions had pushed him to the point of having an aching erection with no outlet as a young teenager.

It hadn’t all been quite so harmless, however. The summer before Jessica had left for college, the two of them had cuddled on the couch together while watching a movie. His sister was the one who had first crossed the line, letting one of her hands wander, but soon enough the two of them were making out and groping at each other, and would have taken it even further if their parents hadn’t come home midway through.

“Jessica! I’m so happy to see you!” Teresa came running out of the kitchen and pulled her daughter in close. Jake’s sister was the spitting image of her mother. She was definitely younger looking, and with slightly less defined curves, but every bit as beautiful overall.

“It’s good to be home, mom,” she said. “I’m happy I was able to make it. The roads are so bad out there. I saw a car that had gone off the road every few miles.”

“They said on the weather that the storm is only going to get worse…” Teresa finally released her daughter, and then wiped her hands on her apron. “I hope your dad’s flight doesn’t end up being delayed.”

“Don’t worry about that, mom,” said Jake. “At least we have Jessica here, to start.”

“You’re right,” said Teresa. “How about I whip you guys up some hot cocoa? I’m sure you could use something to warm up with, Jess.”

She turned and walked into the other room, leaving Jake and Jessica alone in front of the door. Jessica bent over and slowly began to take her heavy winter boots off. Her butt was like a magnet for Jake’s eyes, though it made him feel terrible to give in to the temptation of looking.

“So how has school been?” asked Jake. He forced himself to turn away and walked over to the couch, taking a seat.

“About what you’d expect, little bro.” Jessica brushed off a couple loose flakes of snow, and then took a seat next to him. It was hard for Jake to keep his excitement under control.

Everything was so loaded when it came to engaging with his sister. His body felt more sensitive than it usually did, and it was hard for him to meet her eyes without thinking about how sexy she was, and how close the two of them had come to crossing the line in the past.

“How have you been doing? Did you finally manage to nab yourself a girlfriend?” Jessica flashed him a mischievous smile that made him blush and feel a little turned on.

“No, I’ve been single,” said Jake. “Exams have been rough, and I haven’t had much time. I’m really just looking forward to relaxing for the holidays and getting a chance to unload.”

“Well feel free to let me know if I can be of any use helping you out with your…unloading.” Jess was still smiling at him, and she reached her hand over and rubbed his knee. The two of them locked eyes with each other, and suddenly the room began to feel very, very warm.

“I almost forgot to put up the stockings!” Teresa came bounding back in the room, and the moment was interrupted. “I was waiting for you to get here Teresa, in case you wanted to hang yours yourself.”

“Thanks mom,” she said. “I appreciate that.”

Jake slid away from his sister a little bit on the couch, feeling the same guilt and shame that he had felt after getting so close to her back when they were teenagers. He was confused, both at what was happening between them and what the coming holidays would hold.


CHAPTER 2

“I just love Christmas, don’t you Jake?”

Jessica stood near the fireplace, reaching up to hang her stocking from one of the hooks above it. She had her butt pushed out, which was already eye catching enough in the way the loose sweater she had on caught on it.

“Yeah, of course sis,” he replied. “It’s nice to have you back around.”

She flashed him a smile, and then hopped in an attempt to get her stocking where it needed to be. Jake was amused by her attempt to put it up, which given her height, was quite the lofty goal.

“Help me out with this, would you?” asked Jessica.

Jake walked over and reached for the stocking, standing behind his sister and lifting it up and over her head. Jess pushed her butt backwards against his crotch, and he felt his cock beginning to stir within his pants. Jake wasn’t sure if it was an intentional action or not at first, but the gleam in his sister’s eye when she turned back to him told him all he needed to know.

“You’re going to have to get way in close if you want to get that stocking up there, Jake.”

She rubbed her butt around on his cock, and Jake felt pleasure flood across his midriff like a fast moving tide. Jess was warm, and her butt was incredibly soft, with a bounce to it that made him feel like his erection was racing into action.

“You do want to hang the stocking up for me, don’t you Jake?”

He didn’t say anything at first. This is how it always was with Jess. She was flirty and dangerous in a sensual way, but very cryptic, and subtle about it. Everything always had a double meaning when he was talking with her, and as usual, he was having trouble knowing exactly how to respond.

“I…I do want to hang it,” said Jake.

“Good. Then go ahead, bro…put it up there, nice and high.”

Jake lifted the stocking back up and drove his hard rod into his sister’s buttocks as he did. It felt amazing, but also incredibly wrong and illicit. He felt as though he was back to being a 12 year old, stealing glances at Jess and even his mom while they were changing, except now the stakes and potential payoff were so much higher.

“Mmm, there you go,” said Jess. “Now let me show you where I want you to put it.”

She pointed up to a spot above the fireplace with one hand, and brought one of Jake’s hands around to her chest with the other. He hesitated at first, and then felt something in his mind begin to slip. It was enough for him to start grabbing at her breasts, groping them through her clothes and leveraging his crotch more tightly against her.

“Right there, sis?”

“Oh yeah Jake, right there.”

Jessica began to rock her buns back and forth against him. He pushed into her with the same rhythm, feeling her squeeze her butt muscles in a way that would occasionally grip onto his erection through his pants.

The stocking was completely forgotten. Jessica slowly turned herself around and stared at Jake. He recognized the look in her eyes. It was the same one that she had given him that night years back, when the two were just eager teenagers, experimenting on the couch and giving in to their hormones.

“Oh little brother, you’ve grown so much!” Jessica continued pretending that nothing strange was happening as she slipped one of her hands down and began massaging Jake’s cock through his pants. “You’re such a big boy, now.”

“I…Thanks, Jess.” Jake leaned towards her and began kissing her neck, one of his hands continuing to rub and tease her breasts. “Is this a new sweater? The fabric it’s made from feels so soft.”

“Oh yeah, it is. But it’s a really warm sweater. I get hot when I wear it. Like right now, I’m way too hot…”

The two of them made their way over to the couch, still feeling each other up but keeping their lips a safe distance apart, as though that was the one boundary that they were both nervous about crossing.  Jake pulled his sister’s sweater up and over her head, leaving her in just tight fitting, low cut blouse.

He ran his hands across the skin underneath it, and let his fingers travel all the way up until they were touching her bra strap. Jess smiled at him, and then slid her own hand down his pants, her fingers making contact with his cock through just his boxers.

“Why don’t we sit down and watch a movie or something?” said Jess. “You know, like we used to do? It was so fun watching movies with you, baby bro.”

“I wouldn’t mind watching a movie, either,” he replied. “Maybe we can watch a longer movie than we did last time.”

There was an erotic hue cast over their movements and what was going on that made Jake feel almost as though the outside world didn’t exist. He still felt guilty, and knew that what they were doing was wrong, but an even more powerful emotion had taken ahold of him. He was horny, and curious, both at seeing and touching his sister and at seeing how far she’d be willing to take it.

As if to answer him, Jess began unzipping his pants. She moved teasingly slow, making the process of getting Jake’s cock out of his boxers into something that took as much care and confidence as though she were disarming a bomb. And given just how achingly hard and ready his member was at that point, Jake realized that it wasn’t all that far off from the truth.

“I don’t think we’ve seen this movie before, Jake.”

“No, I don’t think we have either.” Jake stared at his sister in disbelief as she collected her long hair and deftly pulled it into a pony tail using a pink scrunchy from inside her pocket. He was already pushing his hips up and towards her in anticipation, and when Jess finally wrapped her fingers around it and slowly brought her face down, he felt a tingle run down his spine.

Their eyes met, and Jake realized that it was really happening. A voice in the back of his head, the voice of reason, chimed in and insisted that he still could stop it, and that he should stop it. Jake almost considered it for a moment, and then Jess brought her lips to his member and made gentle contact against it.

“Oh man.” Jake watched as she went further, and began to kiss his cock softly and tenderly. Jess continued working slowly, and it was the most pleasurable form of torture that he had ever endured. More than anything Jake wanted her to take it into her mouth and begin sucking, but all his sister was doing was showering it with kisses.

Jess smiled at him, again appearing as though she could read his mind, and then gave the very tip of his cock a slow lick. A small bead of precum oozed out, and she seemed to relish in tasting it, and used it in the same way as a young girl would use a drop of lip balm.

“Oh god, Jess,” Jake moaned. “Just-“

“Shhh.” Jess gave him a look that was both reprimanding and sisterly. “I can’t hear the movie.”

With those words, she finally began to get serious. Jake’s sister began by taking about a third of his cock into her mouth, slurping on it and massaging it with her tongue in a way that sent Jake straight to heaven.

“Oh god…” It was too hard for him to stay quiet. Nothing in his life had prepared him for the type of pleasure his sister was giving him.

Jess bobbed a little faster, and a little deeper. Each time she went down, more of Jake’s cock would go into her mouth, and the pleasure he was feeling would intensify. He started to lean his head back and close his eyes when something totally unexpected happened.

“Do either of you two want marshmallows in your hot cocoa?”

Jake had completely forgotten about the fact that his mom was still in the kitchen, and a strange mixture of pleasure and panic shot through him as he turned his head to look into the other room. Teresa mom was cooking at the stove, facing away from the two of them. At any second, she could decide to come into the living room, Jake realized.

Jess didn’t seem to care, and if anything, hearing her mom’s voice in the background only made her focus in on giving a better blowjob. Jake gently tried to guide her off him, but she wouldn’t let up, and he was forced to just let it happen.

“Uh, no mom,” he said, a little more hastily than he really needed to. “I don’t want marshmallows.”

“Really? I thought you usually liked them?”

Jake was distracted by the fact that his sister was spiraling her tongue along his dick, drawing patterns with saliva on it, and then taking all of it back into her mouth.

“That’s okay, no thanks, mom!” he said.

“But they’re so soft, and sticky? It’s nice to have something like that in cocoa…”

Jake didn’t even hear her. Jess had gone into full cock sucking overdrive, slurping on his dick in a way that was just obscene. It made him wonder about where she learned how to do it.

“Jess, do you want any?”

Jessica looked annoyed as she pulled her mouth off her brother’s cock.

“No mom, I don’t want marshmallows either!”

“Wow, I guess the two of you are really growing up…” said Teresa.

Instead of returning to sucking, Jessica pulled down her pants, and then her panties. She leaned back on the couch and beckoned to Jake. He stared at her like she was crazy being unable to avoid thinking about what a bad idea what she wanted him to do would be.

“Alright, I’m going to leave it on the counter. I have to head upstairs to do some present wrapping!”

Jessica pulled a nearby blanket over her, and Jake hid his cock the best as he could as their mom walked through the edge of the living room and towards the stairs. She stopped for a moment, and Jake was sure that the two of them had been caught.

“I thought you guys said you were going to watch a movie?” she asked.

“We’re…just picking one out, right now,” replied Jake.

Teresa shrugged, and then continued on her way. Jake waited until he heard the door to her room shut, and then moved into action as though the sound had been the starting pistol firing for a race.


CHAPTER 3

Jake was on top of his sister in a matter of seconds. The two of them stripped off their clothing at a frantic speed, doing everything they could to bring their naked bodies into contact with each other as soon as they could.

“Jess…mom might here us,” said Jake. “Or she might come down.”

It was the only one of his many concerns that Jake actually put into words. He felt unbelievably conflicted about what they were doing, but both of the debating halves of his mind seemed to have come to a stalemate.

“We’ll be quick, it’s fine,” said Jess. “You can’t hear much from upstairs, anyway.”

Jake was still worried, but his cock seemed to lead him forward. Jess was underneath him on the couch, and he kissed her neck while groping at her boobs and letting his cock rub up against her folds. Even her breathing sounded hot and sexual to him, and Jake’s arousal was amped up to the point that all of his doubts were riding in the back seat.

“Just push it in, little bro,” said Jess. “What’s a matter? Haven’t you done this before?”

Jake didn’t answer her. He was a virgin, and had been under to impression that Jessica knew. It was too late for him to back down now, at the least because of that. And luckily for him, it seemed as though his body knew exactly what it was doing.

The head of his cock just barely pushed into his sister’s cunt, and Jess let out a soft moan. Jake felt hot under the blanket, almost overheated, but he didn’t dare to pull it back in case Teresa came downstairs during their illicit coupling.

“Go crazy Jake. I want this, but we have to be quick.” Jess whispered her words quietly into Jake’s ear, and he could feel her breath burning on his skin. He pushed in deeper, and heard his sister gasp as he began to thrust with more energy.

Nothing could compare to the intensity of the pleasure coursing through Jake’s body. He had pushed his cock into forbidden territory, and now his flesh was reaping the rewards. Jessica continued moaning underneath him as he continued to slowly increase his pace, the two of them bumping and grinding together and sharing the horny shame that had settled over the room like a fog.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe that we’re doing this,” moaned Jess. Jake barely even heard her. His hips had taken control of his body and were pushing him forward, ramming his cock into his sister at an ever increasing pace.

Underneath the blanket, the two of them were sweaty and sticky. Somewhere in his head, Jake was aware of just how dirty and disgusting of a thing it was that they were doing on the family couch. The sanctity of the living room was being violated, and he’d never be able to look at it the same way again.

“Oh man, Jess,” whispered Jake. “I…I can’t stop fucking you.”

The fact of the matter was, Jake didn’t want to stop fucking his sister. He would not have stopped even if his hormone charged body had been able to consider the option. All that Jake could think about was one thing, and his body let him know that it was on its way.

“Oh god, oh god Jake, yes, yes!” Jess was being louder than she should have been, but Jake was too lust crazed to warn her against it. “Fuck me harder, little bro!”

“Sis!” Jake was slamming his cock into her cunt. The couch would shift on the ground slightly each time he pumped into her.

Jake leaned forward, and for the first time that day, he kissed his sister directly on the lips. This was too much for Jess, and she began to tense up as her brother pushed his tongue into her mouth. Jake kissed her several more times as she tensed up and went into an orgasm underneath him.

He was almost there, too. Every muscle in his body seemed to be moving in coordinated action, focused on fucking Jessica and getting off, regardless of whether she was his sister or an unrelated super model. Jake had to have her, and his mind flicked back to memories of the two of them together as children in one last desperate attempt to avert him from his path.

It had the opposite effect. Nostalgia washed over Jake, along with platonic sibling love, and bizarrely, it pushed him deeper into his arousal. He let out a groan and slammed into Jess one last time, and then his cock began to explode white, hot, sticky cum deep inside of her.

Something happened at that moment that caught the both of them off guard. The Christmas tree was set up in the corner of the room, and without any warning, it tipped away from the walls and fell down to the ground with a loud crash, breaking ornaments and pulling the plug for the lights out of the wall.

Jake was still thrusting when he heard the footsteps coming towards them from the stairs. There wasn’t any time for him or Jess to grab their clothes, or to do anything other than shift positions under the blanket to make it a little less obvious what had been going on.

“Rats! I was hoping that we could make it through at least one holiday season without this thing coming down.” Teresa shook her head as she walked into the living room and over towards the tree. She seemed to hesitate as she walked by the couch, and Jake felt all of the guilt and shame he’d been holding back crash down on him.

“Do you two want to help me put the tree back up?” Teresa spoke slowly, and each syllable seemed to carry a hidden meaning. She was just like her daughter when it came to how she would cryptically imply things, and Jake’s face blushed as he fully understood her meaning.

“Uh, we’re really comfy where we are, mom.” Jake looked up, and first saw his mom’s disappointed face, on the verge of complete and utter disgust, and then Jess’s, which was turned away from it all. Teresa sighed and shook her head, and then looked like she was about to cry.

“I’ll have your father take care of this when he gets home,” said Teresa. “I’ll let you two get back to just whatever it was you were doing.”

“Mom, it’s not…” Jake’s words trailed off as he realized that he didn’t know what to say. Teresa quickly walked to the stairs, and then back up to her room, and the reality of what had just happened began to dawn on him.

Jessica wouldn’t meet her eyes. It irritated Jake a little, especially knowing just how much of it had been initiated by her.

“I have to lie down, I think.” Jessica pulled on her clothes and smoothed out her hair, still looking away from her brother.

“Sis, we should talk about-“

“There’s nothing to talk about!” said Jessica. “Nothing happened, Jake. Nothing.”

She walked the same route upstairs that her mom had, at almost the same pace. Jake slowly pulled his clothes on, feeling as though he had just destroyed the very foundation of his family’s mental wellbeing all for the sake of getting off.

The floor in front of the fallen tree was sprinkled with shards of broken ornaments. Jake went into the kitchen and got the broom, and then began sweeping it all up. He dumped the refuse into the garbage, and then stood the tree back up, working to tighten the stand on the bottom and make sure that it was sturdy and secure. A couple of ornaments were out of place, and he did his best to make it all look as it had earlier that morning.

It was a small thing, but it was all that he could do.


CHAPTER 4

Jake felt nervous and uncomfortable as he made his way up to his mom’s room. More than any time before in his life, he wished he could go back into the past and change what had happened. The memory of the illicit, intense sex was still vivid in his mind, though now it was mixed with enough shame to last a lifetime, along with the image of his mom’s disgusted face looking at the two of them.

He stood outside in the hallway for a moment before softly knocking on her door. Jake heard the sound of movement from behind it, and then it cracked open an inch, and his mom peered out at him.

She didn’t say anything, but from the look on her face, Jake could tell that she was still upset. He was surprised when she took him by the hand and pulled him into her room, shutting the door behind them.

“Mom, I’m so sorry. I just want to explain what happened…before.” Jake paused as he looked at Teresa. She had changed out of the clothes she had been wearing and had on a short red silk robe. It was open in the front, revealing the cleavage of her large, gorgeous boobs to him.

“I know what was happening, sweetie,” she said. “I’m not completely oblivious.”

Jake blushed, and felt his hands begin to clam up. His mom crossed her arms, and then sat down on her bed.

“Do you find me attractive, Jake?”

He was sure that he had misheard at first, but his mom untied her robe and pulled it open a little more, revealing her bra and breasts underneath.

“What?”

“Sweetie, just answer the question.”

Jake could only stare at his mom. Her face was gorgeous, and her breasts were perfect. How could he not find her attractive? The very idea of what she was asking him and the situation they were in made his dick heat up, and begin to grow hard. But it also made him sick, even sicker than fooling around with Jess had felt.

“You’re my mom…how am I supposed to answer that?” Jake turned and stepped closer to him, and it felt like every inch closer he got only made him more excited, and horny.

“I know what happened between you and your sister, and it was wrong,” said Teresa. “So I’m going to give you a fitting punishment, young man. Now answer the question.”

She slowly slipped the robe of her shoulders and let it fall to the bed. All she had on underneath was a tiny bra and white, lace panties. Her hair hung down and shielded a bit of her chest from his eyes, but there was still enough skin showing to drive Jake wild.

“Fine…yeah mom, I find you attractive,” said Jake. “You are an attractive woman. There, I said it. Is that your punishment? Making me feel like a pervert?”

Teresa smiled, and then patted the bed next to her.

“Come and sit down next to your mommy,” she said. “We need to have a little talk.”

He hesitated for a moment, and then slowly walked over. The room was silent, and his heart was pounded in his chest so loudly that he thought for sure that she could hear it. Jake sat down, and began to feel nervous as his mom scooted in closer to him.

“What do you want to talk about, mom?” Jake’s voice wavered as he put form to his words. Teresa’s expression was one of secret enjoyment, as if having the effect on him that she did made her immensely pleased with herself.

“I think you’ve been a very bad boy today,” she said. “If your father found out about this, he wouldn’t know what to do.”

“Mom please…you can’t tell him.”

“If I don’t tell him, I’m going to have to punish you.” Teresa ran her hand up her son’s thigh, and Jake gasped as it continued right on up and came to a rest on his now rock hard erection. “I’m going to punish you, sweetie, for being such a naughty, dirty boy.”

“Oh god, mom,” said Jake. “Why are you-“

“Shhh…” Teresa pushed him down on the bed, and then brought her large breasts against his face as though she was trying to physically silence him. Jake could smell her perfume, and felt almost intoxicated by it.

Something inside Jake snapped. The part of his brain that usually second guessed things short circuited. He ran his hands across his mom’s lower back, and let them come to a rest on her soft, supple butt.

Teresa kissed her son on the cheek in the same loving and motherly way as she always had. Jake’s eyes caught hers, and he felt like he was daring her to do more. His cock was pushing up between her legs, and with slowly, metered confidence, his mom pulled his shirt up and over his head.

“You must feel so guilty for what you did, honey,” said Teresa. “Mommy can help with that.”

She let her fingers dance across Jake’s bare chest, and hot electricity shot through his body. He reached up and struggled to undo his mom’s bra. After a few failed attempts, she smiled at him, and did it herself.

“Is this what you want, you dirty boy,” she whispered. “To see mommy’s boobs?”

They were big and perfect, dotted with small nipples that called out to his mouth to suck on. Teresa smiled at him, and then slowly began working his pants down and off him. Jake’s cock was achingly erect, and dripping with precum. Teresa pulled his boxers down immediately after, and began to gently fondle it.

“Mom…please,” said Jake. “Let me do it…”

“What? What is it that you want to do, honey?” Teresa was clearly having a blast toying with him. She wiggled out of her panties and then crouched with her pussy a couple of inches over his cock, smiling and licking her lips as she looked at him.

Jake reached up and took her by the hips in an attempt to pull her down and onto his member. Teresa squealed girlishly and swatted his hands away.

“No, baby, you have to say it,” she said. “Let mommy know just what a bad boy you are.”

“Mom…I want to fuck you.” Saying the words out loud made all of the terribly guilty emotions that Jake had been feeling a hundred times worse. It also made him crave her even more, and forced him to confront the reality of just how illicit the situation really was.

He was on the verge of doing something that was taboo, and completely forbidden. This went far beyond what had happened with Jessica, and he wanted it even more. Teresa finally seemed willing to indulge him, and slowly began to lower herself down on him, his cock making contact with her soft, seductive folds.

“Ohh, yeah,” moaned Teresa. “You’re a big boy, aren’t you Jake?”

“Oh god, mom.”

She slid down further, letting the first third of Jake’s cock enter her. He could feel his mom’s pussy stretching to accommodate him, and shivered with illicit pleasure. Jake brought his hands up to her breasts and began to grope at them, feeling like he was entering another world, a world full of limitless, evil pleasures.

“Oh baby,” whispered Teresa. She dropped further down, and then pushed back up. Her cunt was wet and warm, and Jake felt his shaft being coated with her sex fluids. He flexed his hips up and speared deeper into his mom, and then began to feel the power of his situation.

“That’s right mom, I am a big boy,” he said. Jake grabbed onto Teresa by the waist and began to bounce her on his cock, slowly at first, but then increasing in speed as she began to moan.

“Oh, don’t talk like that sweetie,” said Teresa.

“What’s wrong mom?” Jake grabbed one of her breasts and squeezed it tight with his fingers, eliciting a girlish squeal from his mom. “Am I too grown up for you to handle?”

“You…I’m teaching you a lesson,” whispered Teresa.

“Is that so?” Jake flipped his mom down onto the bed. Her legs were locked around him, and he easily shifted so that he was on top of her, and totally in control. Teresa gave him a look that was a mixture of surprise and motherly concern, and then began to bite her lip as her son started pumping his cock into her.

“Oh no!” cried Teresa. “Jake, you have to let mommy…you have to let her lead!”

Her objections only turned him on further. Jake started slamming his penis into her, letting his hips bang into his mom’s crotch hard enough to make lewd slapping sex noises. It was almost like he was playing out a drum rhythm, with his mom’s moans and squeals adding to the mixture of instruments.

“Mommy’s going to be my slut from now on,” said Jake. “Just like Jessica.”

“Oh god, no!” said Teresa. “That’s…so wroooong!”

She started to cry out, and then tense up. Jake watched her go into an orgasm, and was sickened, repulsed, and incredibly turned on by the sight. She was his mom, and he was fucking her senseless. It almost didn’t seem real to him.

To his cock, however, it all made perfect sense. He let it slide almost completely out of her pussy, and then pushed it in right up to the hilt. He was using his mom to get off as though she were an inanimate sex toy, one that took care of him, and used to tuck him into bed, and still told him that she loved him every night.

He pumped faster, and began to kiss one of her breasts and suck at her nipple. Teresa was still overwhelmed with the pleasure of her orgasm, and didn’t realize until too late that Jake was almost at his limit.

“Sweetie, no,” she whispered. “You…you can’t cum inside me!”

She didn’t get the words out inside. Jake let out a moan and then pushed his cock into her as deep as it would go as it began to spasm and explode out hot, sticky seed. It felt unbelievable good to cum inside his mom, and even though his mind began to clear and he felt a little disturbed by the situation, he didn’t regret a thing.

For a moment, the only sound in the room was of the two of them breathing. Then Jake heard something that made him jump up immediately with surprise.

“Jake, Teresa, I’m home!” The front door could be heard closing, and Jake realized that it was his dad. He threw his clothes on in such a hurry that he completely forgot about his boxers and socks. His mom pulled on her robe and tied it tightly around her, blushing fiercely and trying to straighten out her wild sex hair as much as she could.

They stepped out into the hallway at the same time as Jake’s dad made it up the stairs. He was smiling, but his expression shifted to one of mild suspicion when he saw the two of them.

“Oh, hey,” he said. “Is Jess back yet?”

“Yes! She’s in her room.” Teresa spoke in a rushed voice, and was still breathing a little heavy. Jake’s dad looked from one of them too the other, and then scrunched his forehead.

“What were you guys doing in there?” he asked.

“We were…getting a present wrapped,” said Jake. “Don’t ask anymore, we don’t want to give anything away.”

Jake’s dad laughed and patted him on the back.

“Ooh, I’m excited, I know what that means,” he said. “Well feel free to take as much time wrapping as you guys need. I don’t want to spoil the surprise!”

Jake looked at his mom, and then grinned at his dad.

“Alright dad,” he said. “We will.”
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CHAPTER 1

The woman was at least ten years older than Kato, probably closer to fifteen. That hadn’t factored into his decision making process when it came to picking her up for the night, but as the two of them walked along the street toward his apartment, he was strangely excited by the age gap. She was tall, almost as tall as him, and had no trouble keeping up with his long strides.

“Just one drink, and that’s all!” said the woman. Bailey, her name was Bailey, Kato reminded himself.

“Of course, we’ll be quick about it. My place is right up here.” He gestured to an ungated condominium complex ahead of them. His was on the second floor, on the end closest to the street, and he led her up to it.

Kato had found Bailey outside of one of the few clubs in Westbrook. It was a little past 2 AM, and all of the people out for the night had started to head home. He had flirted with Bailey, grabbing her attention as she walked by him, and fate had taken it from there.

It had been a convenient meeting, the kind that Kato liked. Though he looked mature for his age, at 18 years old, it required subterfuge for him to actually get into clubs. He had a fake ID, but preferred to not use it unless it was necessary, and to instead keep a modest, low profile.

“You live here?” asked the woman. The two stopped right outside his apartment, and Kato unlocked the door with his key. As they stepped into the light of his living room, the woman was able to see the details of his face clearly for the first time.

“You’re so young!” said Bailey. “Jeez, you’re almost the same age as my son! Isn’t it a little past your bedtime?”

Kato smiled. She was at least a little drunk, and now he could make out more of her features, as well. She had nicely sized breasts for her thin frame, and too much makeup on her face.

“Have a seat,” said Kato. “I’ll pour us some wine.”

He shut the door behind them, and then gestured over to his couch. Kato’s apartment was a neat, modern styled one bedroom, the type of place that would better fit a thirty something professional living in Los Angeles or New York.

He pulled a bottle of pinot noir out of the cupboard, along with two long stemmed wine glasses, and then walked over and sat down next to Bailey. She seemed a little confused, as though she was beginning to be unsure of why she was there.

“We are not going to have sex tonight,” she said. “You’re too young! I would feel like some type of prowler.”

“Is that so?” Kato set the glasses and bottle on the polished stone coffee table in front of him, making a small but audible clinking noise that rang out through the room.

He locked eyes with the woman, and brought his hand up to her cheek. Bailey, her name is Bailey, he reminded himself again. She was blushing, and tried to look away at first.

“You’re…so young, though…”

Kato let his thumb rub across her lips, which were soft and full. He leaned in and kissed her, and let his fingers dance underneath the bottom hem of her halter top.

Despite her objections, Bailey responded eagerly as Kato moved the situation forward. Her tongue danced with his as he kissed her more deeply, and she kicked off the high heels that she had been wearing, each of them dropping down onto the polished wood floor.

She smelled nice. It wasn’t just the perfume, either, though Kato did have to concede that she had picked a good one, and wore it better than most women. Bailey smelled clean, and fresh, almost like a virgin nun, newly committed to wearing the habit.

But she was clearly not a nun, and Kato was reminded of that by the way she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled herself in closer against him. She was older than him, true, but age made no difference to Kato. All he cared about was what a woman could do for him.

He leaned back and pulled his shirt up and over his head, and heard Bailey let out a small gasp as she caught sight of his defined six pack and arm muscles.

“Oh wow…” she said. “Maybe I did make the right choice tonight, after all.”

Kato didn’t waste any time, and pulled her shirt off her in one fluid motion. Underneath it were her breasts, contained only by a small black bra, which Kato tugged down on until her pink nipples popped out above the top.

“You can take that off, you know…”

Kato wasn’t listening. The woman was wearing a tight pair of jeans, and he unzipped them and pulled them off her, holding onto her midriff and using more strength than was actually necessary. His own pants were next, and he moved in a rush. Kato felt himself being taken in by the same intense, animalistic need that had compelled him to go out hunting for a woman in the first place.

“Slow down sailor, we have all night!” Bailey was giving him a bemused look, but Kato didn’t care. This was his favorite part.

He dropped his boxers down, exposing his large, rock hard member. The woman’s eyes locked onto it and widened, clearly expressing a little concern over whether or not his thing would actually fit inside her.

Kato ripped Bailey’s panties off her, and then positioned himself between her legs. He pinned her arms against the couch and placed several quick, passionate kisses on her neck. His cock teased at her entrance, sizing it up and slowly beginning to part her folds for access.

“Oh god…” moaned Bailey. “It’s so big. Oh god!”

She cried out as Kato pushed inside of her. Usually he was gentle at the start when it came to sex, but it was late in the lunar cycle, and his fury was beginning to influence him. He could feel her cunt rapidly beginning to moisten as he jammed his cock deeper into her, having zero qualms about being rough.

Aside from his heavy breathing and the occasional, almost primal sounding grunt, Kato was silent during the sex. He kept her arms pinned down the entire time, though it was clear that there was no need. It was a trait that came out along with his other side, wanting to be savage in the way he fucked, taking women instead of joining with them.

“Kato!” cried the woman.

The room was full of noise, the sound of her cries and moans mixed with the sound of Kato slamming his rod into her. His couch was large, and he had bought it specifically for that reason. He groped at the woman’s breasts, licking them, and then kissing her face, and biting her lip and neck.

He leaned back, grabbed her by the waist, and then began his sexual onslaught for real. Kato’s endurance knew no limit, and when it came to the rough, powerful emotions of carnal desire, he gave his body permission to use all of his sexual strength and stamina on his partner.

“I’m cumming! Kato, I’m cumming!”

Again, he wasn’t listening. Kato’s selfish, inward focus during sex was only offset by how easy it was for him to get women off, almost as if by accident. He continued pounding away at Bailey’s pussy, letting the pleasure building in his crotch slowly intensify.

She collapsed back into the couch, clearly exhausted, but Kato was far from done. He pulled out of her and brought his cock to her face. Before she could say anything he had slid it into her mouth, taking full advantage of those soft, luscious lips he had noticed earlier.

He pumped his member in and out, holding her head in his hands and being just as rough as he had been before. It felt incredibly good, and a couple of seconds of it was all it took to set him off. He pulled out and let his hot, sticky seed blast onto the woman’s chest and face, letting out a satisfied growl as he did.

Instantly, Kato felt his desire and fury begin to fade. The sex had been exactly what he needed. He sighed, and then stood up from the couch and walked over to the large window in the front of his living room. The moon hung bright in the sky, only a few slivers away from being full, and he knew it would be time within the next few nights.

“Mmm…that was nice,” said Bailey. “Forget about what I said before. You are all man.”

Kato walked back over and pulled his wallet out of his crumpled pants on the floor. He took out several hundred dollar bills and handed them to the woman.

“Cab fare. You should get going.”

Bailey looked at him, and then at the money, and then back at him. Her eyes narrowed into a glare, and she threw the money on the floor.

“Are you serious? I’m not a fucking prostitute!”

Kato crossed his arms, his face set in a cold, neutral expression.

“It’s not for the sex. It’s for you to forget that you were ever here.”

Once it became clear to the woman that he was being serious, and was not interested in her continued presence, she left, taking the money with her. Kato pulled on his boxer briefs and poured himself a glass of wine. He looked out through the window at the moon again, and caught sight of his own reflection in the glass.

His canine teeth were extended and out, and his eyes had a red, hungry gleam to them, just as they had when he’d woken up that morning. He took a sip of his wine, and then focused in on his breathing, willing the beast within him to relax, and come to a calm state. He looked again, and saw a regular human staring back at him, his tan skin, curly black hair, and brown eyes fitting what he remembered of his profile.

For Kato, it wasn’t just about maintaining the look of a typical person. The urges had become more severe over the course of the last week, even more so than they usually were at that point in the month. It had become difficult for him to live a normal life, and to keep himself under control.

That was all he wanted, and yet it was also the one thing that managed to always be just out of his reach.  Whenever the beast got the best of him, he would become an animal, fighting and fucking as though it was all that he cared about. It was his struggle to confront, and his alone.

He lifted his wine glass up to his lips, and realized that it was already empty. Instead of pouring another he set it down on the kitchen counter, and then headed into his room. Kato sat down on his bed and stretched out, suddenly feeling very tired. Tomorrow was a new day, a new beginning, and a new chance at the happiness that seemed ever so elusive.


CHAPTER 2

Kato was up early the next morning. The apartment was quiet, which he liked. It was one of the advantages of living alone. He pulled himself out of bed, took a shower, and then dressed with quick and efficient movements.

He had always been much more of a night owl than a morning person, but he also wasn’t the type to begrudge the process of getting up, either. As Kato passed by the full length mirror in his bedroom, he double checked one last time to make sure he wasn’t showing any obvious signs of his transformation, and then headed into the kitchen.

The clothes he had chosen were modest, a clean pair of jeans and a tailored black long sleeve shirt. All of the minor luxuries Kato was able to afford stemmed from his own intelligent handling of his inheritance money, giving him enough passive income through investments to throw thousands of dollars around at whatever he felt like he needed.

Yesterday had been a Sunday, and he’d spent most of it at the gym, followed by a couple of hours getting things ready for the new week. Ingredients for breakfast had already been laid out, and it only took him a couple of minutes to prepare some eggs, bacon, and sausage for himself.

Kato cooked all of his meat before eating it. The few other lycanthropes that he had met, back when he had embraced a vagabond lifestyle that let him be more open about his abilities, had thought it a strange quirk. Kato enjoyed the taste of cooked meat, and abhorred the associations that came with eating it raw.

He chewed his food slowly, going through one of his breathing exercises as he did. It was always during the base, primal actions that he would lose control. Fighting, eating, and sex, all of them were risky for him to do in public, especially this deep into the month. Kato’s focus, now that he was living among humans as a human, was to keep himself in check. It was challenging in practice, and only became harder in situations where a single slipup would lead to immediate discovery.

Kato finished his meal, and brought his dishes to the sink. Then, after slinging a simple messenger bag over his shoulder, he headed out, locking the door behind him. He walked down the stairs and out of his apartment complex, watching the fall leaves slowly drift down to the ground in front of him as he walked over to his bike.

One of the few possessions of his father that had come down to him, aside from money and vague photos, had been a classic Yamaha XS650 Special motorcycle. He had spent years in his early teens restoring it, and started riding before it was even legal for him to do so.

The black gloss paint had a mirror slick sheen in the sun. He climbed on top of it, disengaged the kick stand, and started it up. It had been rainy for the past few days, and riding was made even more dangerous by the distaste Kato had for the typical motorcycle safety equipment and gear.

He sped down the road, going the speed limit only when trapped behind cars in the same lane, and enjoying the way the cool air whipped at his hair and face. After a couple of minutes, he reached his destination.

Westbrook Union High School was surprisingly large, at least considering the small population of the city it served. It was the only high school in the area, however, and drew in students from many of the neighboring towns and communities.

Kato found a spot for his bike in the student parking lot. It was his first day at WUHS. For most of his life, he had jumped from foster families to group homes, back to foster families, until he finally managed to achieve legal emancipation on his 16th
 birthday. He had never been at a single school for more than a year or two tops, and though he was new to Westbrook, the area already gave him a certain comfort.

He dismounted from his bike, slipped his helmet into the locking saddlebag that he had specially ordered and installed, and then walked towards the main entrance. Students were flocking in from every direction, laughing and talking to each other. Kato smiled at the gentle naivety of it all, and headed inside.

A couple weeks ago, he had stopped by the main office to officially enroll and get everything set up. The principal was an attractive woman in her mid-forties, and she had been welcoming, but a little nervous. Kato was used to having that effect on people. He was charming, but in a way that revealed nothing. He would choose his words carefully, but say a lot with them.

She had given him a tour of the school and shown him where his homeroom and locker would be, along with a basic class schedule that covered the requirements he had left. Kato walked through the halls, feeling the gazes and glances of the other teenagers as he went by. He stopped at his locker and dropped his bag off in it, ignoring the way most of the people in the hall were paying rapt attention to him out of the corners of their eyes.

His destination was room 214, on the second floor. The bell rang before he had made it more than halfway, and suddenly the halls were empty. Kato didn’t rush, and continued walking at his even, metered pace.

Everyone was sitting down in the room when he came in. A short, attractive, brown haired woman was writing something on the chalkboard. She was wearing a skirt that hung surprisingly high on her thighs and a blouse that was cut surprisingly low. The outfit showed off her nice figure, with big breasts and a bodacious butt.

“It’s poor form to be late on your first day, Mr. Lancer.” She turned and looked at him, and Kato could see a sharp intelligence flowing out of her beautiful green eyes.

“Well it’s as you said,” replied Kato. “It is my first day, Mrs…”

“Ms. Vega,” said the woman. “I’ll be your homeroom teacher.”

She wrote something else on the board, and Kato smiled. She was a pleasant surprise, not at all what he was expecting out of a small town school. Something about her demeanor gave him a sense of great strength within her, but also great vulnerability.

Ms. Vega left him standing awkwardly in front of the class for another minute while she finished putting up a lesson plan on the board. Finally, she turned towards the group of students, about twenty of them total, and cleared her throat.

“Alright class, this is Kato Lancer. He’s an exchange student who is going to be joining us for the rest of the year. Kato, would you like to introduce yourself to the class?”

Most of the teenagers in the room were either bored or smiling at him with delinquent mischief on their minds. Kato surveyed the room, and then slowly stepped over to where Ms. Vega was standing. He intentionally positioned himself a little closer to her than he needed to be, and waited for the moment to hang before beginning to speak.

“My name is Kato. My family…has travelled around a lot. Hopefully I end up sticking around here for long enough to get to know some of you.”

Somebody in the back of the room whispered something, and the whole room broke into laughter. Kato caught eyes with the boy who had made the offending remark, a muscular blond fellow, and watched as he spit something onto the empty chair that was clearly meant to be his.

“Alright, enough class,” said Ms. Vega. “Have a seat Kato. I’m sorry about this bunch, they can be a little rambunctious at times.”

“No apology needed, Ms. Vega.” Kato walked over to his desk slowly, letting silence return to the room before he made his move. He met eyes with the muscular boy again, and said nothing for just long enough for everyone in the room to get a sense of what was about to happen. Then, he grabbed onto his chair and pushed it into the floor as he moved it roughly across the tile, making a loud, high pitched screeching noise as he did.

“I see you’ve taken a liking to my chair,” he said, staring at the blond haired boy and furrowing his brow. “How about you switch with me, and get nice and comfy in it?”

The muscular boy seemed surprised, and looked to the other guys to the front and back of him before standing up and jutting out his chin at Kato.

“I like the chair I have just fine,” said the boy. “Is that a problem for you, new guy?”

“Brett! Kato! Both of you have a seat!” Ms. Vega yelled at them in a surprisingly loud voice, but the attention of the room remained glued to the face-off between the two teenagers.

“It doesn’t have to be a problem, if you’d give me your chair,” said Kato. “But otherwise…”

He offered Brett a smile that said far more than any of his words could. The muscular boy turned back to his friends once more, as if drawing the necessary confidence from their presence, and then lunged fist first at Kato.

Kato had known that the attack was going to happen before the boy had even clenched his knuckles. It took more effort for him to keep himself under control and his inner beast restrained than it did to deal with the teenager.

He stepped to the side, dodging the swing with ease, and then spun and twisted his shoulder into Brett. The muscular boy shifted through the air and catapulted over Kato’s desk, landing in a crumpled heap on the ground. From the perspective of almost everyone in the room, it looked as though Kato had just gotten lucky with quick reflexes, and Brett had been unlucky with his angle and approach.

The room broke into laughter, and Kato heard a couple of the boys who had previously been supporting Brett voicing their approval of him. They were all fools in his mind, but they were Kato’s classmates, and in order to live any semblance of a normal life, he knew that he’d need to make nice with him.

“Enough! Brett, are you okay?”

Ms. Vega was making her way down the aisle towards the two of them. The defeated boy’s nose was dripping blood, not a lot, but enough to be visible. What caught Kato’s eye, however, was the expression on his teacher’s face.

She was looking at him skeptically, like an all knowing authority figure that understood that there was more to the situation than meets the eye. Kato tried to play it off by shrugging his shoulders and shaking his head innocently, but Ms. Vega was smart, and clearly not fooled. The bell signaling the end of homeroom and the beginning of first period rang, but Ms. Vega held her hand up and began dictating to the class before anyone could leave.

“Brett, head to the nurse’s office. Kato, why don’t you hang out for a couple of minutes and talk to me about your new situation here at Westbrook High?”

He nodded to her, and leaned against the top of one of the desks as the rest of the students rushed out of the room, leaving him alone with his attractive female teacher, one of the most formidable women he had dealt with in a very long time.


CHAPTER 3

Ms. Vega sat behind her desk, and Kato sat in Brett’s chair, the one that had instigated the entire encounter. She was leaned forward just enough to offer him a faraway glimpse of her cleavage, and twirled a pencil between her fingers.

“Kato, you seem like a very smart, capable teenager.” She paused, and took both of her hands and folded them into a steeple.

Kato didn’t say anything, and instead just leaned back and waited for her to continue.

“I want you to understand something. I don’t put up with alpha male, macho bullshit in my homeroom. If you come to school with that kind of attitude, it’s going to lead you into serious trouble.” Ms. Vega shot him a severe look, and Kato got the feeling that she was giving him a lecture that she had rehearsed many times over on other students.

Kato had also heard similar lectures before, throughout middle school and what little bit of early high school he had stuck around for, back when he was in the foster system. He found it amusing and slightly nostalgic to hear his new cute, young, rather intelligent teacher going through the motions with him, and not realizing just what lie behind his unassuming brown eyes.

“Ms. Vega, I don’t go looking for trouble,” he replied. “Usually it finds me on its own.”

She smiled at his response, in a self-amused, slightly condescending way. Kato wrinkled his brow and smiled right back at her.

“Kato, Westbrook might seem like a small, peaceful city to you, but it’s not as though people don’t get hurt.” There was emotion in her voice, and suddenly she sounded very serious. “Even take Brett as an example. He seems like a punk, but he knows people. People that you don’t want to get on the bad side of.”

“Yeah, I’ll definitely take that into consideration, Ms. Vega.” Kato stood up from his desk, and with his usual slow, confident gait, started for the door.

“Why is it that you transferred midyear? It’s already November, doesn’t that seem a little late to be switching schools?” Ms. Vega looked at him and started up with her questions as he passed by her desk. He turned towards her, letting his eyes really meet hers, and seeing both the curiosity and mild apprehension on the tiny woman’s face.

“It was time for something new,” said Kato.

“Where did you go to school before this?” asked Ms. Vega.

“Somewhere far away from Westbrook.”

His quick and vague responses seemed to be having the opposite effect. His teacher was tapping a pencil on her desk and biting her lip, and she looked at him as though he was worthy of all her attention and then some. Kato stepped closer to her desk, and the smell of her flower scented perfume floated into his awareness. She was beautiful, and the more he talked to her, the warmer the room began to feel.

“Tell me about your family, Kato.” Ms. Vega didn’t ask, but still managed to seem polite, and genuinely intrigued by the young man standing before her.

“It’s just me, Ms. Vega,” said Kato. “Now, would you mind telling me why exactly you’re so interested, to the point of making me late for my first period class?”

“It’s...I mean, I take an interest in all my students.” Ms. Vega blushed slightly, her cheeks reddening in a fashion that made her look very cute and flustered. “You’re new here, Kato. I need to get to know you if I’m going to help educate you.”

“I’m sure the records and information I gave the principal would give you more than enough to go on,” said Kato. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to get to the gym.”

“I’ll show you the way.” Ms. Vega stood up and walked around her desk before Kato could object. She passed in front of him on her way towards the door, looking right into his eyes, so close that Kato could have grabbed her and pulled her in close against him. His inner beast seemed to well up momentarily, and he had to force himself to take a deep breath, and relax.

He slowly followed behind Ms. Vega, and waited for her to drop her own pace back in order to fall in line with him. He looked over at her and smiled.

“What’s your name, Ms. Vega?” he asked. “Your first name.”

“It’s Kari.” She spoke quietly, with an undertone of embarrassment. “But to you, it’s Ms. Vega.”

“Of course, of course,” said Kato. He continued walking, and then stopped dead in his tracks as they rounded the corner.

They were in one of the wings of the school, off to the side, in a place that Kato hadn’t seen during his tour. His senses had always been more heightened then those of a regular human, and he could smell something on a locker nearby that pulled in his full attention.

Ms. Vega kept walking for another step or two, and then turned and looked back at her student. The look on Kato’s face was intense and foreboding, and after a second he turned towards her and crossed his arms.

“Ms. Vega…do you know whose locker this is?” Kato recognized the general smell of it. It was the smell of a creature he had not encountered in a very long time.

“Hmm…If I remember correctly, it’s Gabriel’s.” She put a finger on her lip and looked upwards. “Yes, actually, I’m sure of it. He’s always there at the end of the day when I head through the halls to the teacher’s lounge. Gabriel Nemas.”

“Gabriel Nemas…” Kato repeated. He smiled, and chuckled to himself. This was a curveball, something from left field that he hadn’t expected, much less bothered to have a plan for.

Gabriel Nemas’s locker smelled like a vampire. Kato’s nose very rarely led him astray, and this time, he was absolutely sure of it.

“I don’t think he’s here today,” said Ms. Vega. “In fact, I haven’t seen him since early last week. Why are you so curious about him?”

Kato turned from the locker and shook his head. The boy was someone he would have to deal with eventually, but there was no use thinking about it until that time came.

“No reason,” he replied. “Come on, let’s keep going.”

The double doors of the gymnasium were at the end of the hall. Kato could hear the sound of sports being played from within.

“Thanks, Ms. Vega.” He turned and started towards the door, and was surprised when his teacher grabbed his arm and held him back.

“Wait. Kato, I can tell that there is something inside you…some memory or experience or burden that you’re carrying. I just want you to know…you can share with me, if you want.”

Kato looked at her and smiled. He thought about the mysterious deaths of his parents, back when he was still a child, too young to understand what was going on. He thought about his experiences in foster care, all of the times that he’d fought with other kids, and run away, and been picked back up. He thought about all of the mental and physical abuse that he had endured, all the while smiling that same smile.

“I appreciate your concern, Ms. Vega, but it’s really none of your goddamn business.”

He pulled his hand away from his teacher, watching as her face shifted into a crestfallen heap, and then stepped back towards the door. Kato wasn’t heartless, and a tiny part of him mirrored the emotions that Ms. Vega was feeling. But he knew that there was no other way.

“I’m your teacher!” Ms. Vega yelled at him, her voice wavering with emotion. Kato was glad that it was just the two of them in the hall. “Kato, I’m going to help you!”

He just shrugged, and shook his head.

“I’ll see you later, Ms. Vega….Kari.” He watched her face scrunch up as he used her first name, and then turned and pushed his way through the gym doors before she could say anything else.


CHAPTER 4

The gym was alive with activity as Kato made his way into it. For the second time that day, he was late. All of the other students were changed into gym clothes, and were split into two groups on either side of the gym.

A game of dodgeball was under way. Kato’s blood pounded at the raw, aggressive nature of it, with foam balls flying thick through the air and teenagers laughing and crying out as they were hit. He knew that he’d have to work even harder than usual to keep himself in check, and to not give in.

“Are you…Lancer, Kato?” The teacher was standing by the door, a tall, thin man wearing a pair of plastic rec specs over his glasses. Kato nodded to him.

“I’m Mr. Daniels, first period gym teacher. Head into the locker room and change,” he said. “Here’s your locker number and its combination. There should be some clothes already in there, if you need them.”

Mr. Daniels handed him a small slip of paper, and Kato headed off around the edge of the gym, towards the men’s locker room. The students on the floor didn’t seem to pay much attention to him, which he found refreshing compared to the nonsense that had gone down during homeroom.

The smell of the locker room was a little overwhelming, a mixture of sweat, bodily fluids, and powerful disinfectant. He searched down identical rows of lockers until he had found his, and opened it up. There was a bag within it containing a one size fits all set of gym clothing, a t-shirt, shorts, boxers, and socks.

He changed into them and was pleasantly surprised by how they hung on his frame. After locking up his original clothes inside the locker, he took a deep breath and tried to clear his head. The last thing he needed to do was to get worked up, he reminded himself. Making it through each school day was about patience and control for him, and he needed to maintain.

Kato walked back out in to the gym right as Mr. Daniels was in the process of blowing his whistle and setting up teams for a new game. He ran over to where all of the students were congregated, recognizing a couple of faces from his homeroom class.

“Alright, last game for today, I want to see everybody putting in energy,” said Mr. Daniels. “Kato, throw on a blue jersey, you’ll be on the far side of the court.”

Kato found one in a bag to the side of the gym, and then ran over to join his team. The rules of the game were simple enough to pick up, and boiled down to throwing the balls at the opposing players and dodging any that were thrown at him. If he caught one, whoever threw it was out.

There were a number of bleachers running alongside the gym, and Kato noticed a couple of girls in cheerleading outfits sitting halfway up, having a quiet meeting. Some of them were looking down on the game, and Kato caught the gaze of one as he looked up, a busty blonde girl with a flirtatious smile.

Mr. Daniels blew his whistle again, and the game kicked off in a flurry of activity. The balls had been set up on the center line of the gym, the divide in between the two halves of the court that neither team could cross.

Most of Kato’s team mates charged forward in an attempt to get to the balls before the opposing team. About a quarter of them were struck easily by shots from their adversaries. Kato watched it all from the back of the court, not bothering to charge along with them. He found the effort that the rest of the students were putting in more than a little funny.

A ball flew across the gym, aimed for his chest. He knew that it was coming before it had even left the hand of the boy throwing it. Kato watched it out of the corner of his eye, lifting his hand and catching it without even changing his facing direction. It was soft, and made of foam, and he looked at it for a second before tossing it under hand to one of his nearby teammates.

“Thanks! You have good reflexes, man!”

Kato just smiled.

It only took the other team a couple of minutes to learn that Kato was the person that they should save for last. Every time a ball was hurled his way he caught it as though it was a pitch from a boy learning to throw a baseball for the first time. Mr. Daniels was looking on, checking his watch every couple of minutes.

“Alright, when you get out, you can head to the locker room to change,” he said. “I want to see everybody putting in energy in these last few minutes! That means you too, Kato!”

Kato smiled, and cracked one of his knuckles. He felt eyes locked onto him, and realized that the blonde cheerleader girl was still watching him. When he looked up and again saw that sexy, flirty smile on her face, one of his opponents decided to launch a sneak attack.

The ball came closer than the last one, but Kato spun with seconds to spare, wrapped his fingers around it, and then hurled it forward at one of the players left on the other side. He had not taken the weight of the ball or the force he could muster with his arm into account, and it flew across the gym in a flash. When it struck the unfortunate teenager he’d been aiming for, the boy was knocked flat onto his butt.

“Whoa! Nice arm!” yelled one of the girls on the bleachers.

Kato wasn’t listening. The throw had excited him, bringing his heart rate up and his inner beast out. His body felt light and full of energy. He ran across his team’s side of the gym, picking up two fallen balls and then pegging them at new targets, who couldn’t manage to dodge in time and were easily knocked out.

The gym was mostly emptied out by this point. Kato was the only player left on his team, and across from him, there were three students left, all holding onto dodgeballs and whispering about how they were going to take him out. They made their move in unison, each of them rushing forward and hurling their payloads at Kato simultaneously.

He caught a ball in each hand and used one of them to slam the third back at the other team, knocking one of the players out with a hit on the leg. Kato felt his canines beginning to protrude as he launched the other two back and easily finished the game.

“Alright, good work,” said Mr. Daniels. “Good energy Kato.”

There was a whistle from the bleachers. Kato turned and saw the blonde cheerleader waving shyly at him as she made her way over to the girl’s locker room with the rest of her friends. Mr. Daniels called Kato over.

“Help me pick up the balls, Mr. Lancer,” he said. “You show up late for my class, you stay late.”

The locker room was empty by the time Kato made his way into it. His next period was lunch, and he was already getting used to being late. He pulled his locker open and started changing into his regular clothes, when the sound of light footsteps behind him drew his attention.

“Hey there,” said a girl’s voice. “Uh, the shower in the girl’s locker room is broken. Mr. Daniels said it was fine if I used the one in here, as long as it was empty…”

It was the blonde girl from earlier, and as Kato turned and looked at her, he felt his primal, animal-self begin to get a little excited. She was pretty, the type of girl that could easily be one of the top contenders for prom or homecoming queen. Kato smiled at her, and felt a mischievous slant develop in his eye that he knew so well.

“It’s not empty,” he said. “I’m here.”

The girl slowly stepped closer to him, twirling her long blonde hair between two of her fingers and pushing her chest forward.

“You’re the new guy, right? I saw you playing dodgeball out there. You have quite a bit of strength and stamina!”

“Yeah, I noticed you watching,” said Kato. “It was an intense game.”

“I know, the way all of those balls were flying, and the speed of it all…I’m surprised that you could keep up with it.”

The two of them stared at each other, and Kato could feel his heart beating faster. There was a drive inside of him, and it made it so that all he could focus on was her pretty face, soft eyes, and nice curves.

“I’m Amy, by the way,” said the girl. She stepped in very close, and held her hand out.

“Kato.” As their fingers touched, electricity raced through his body, and the girl licked her lips.

“It’s kind of dangerous for you to take a shower in the boy’s locker room, don’t you think?” He smiled at her and spoke with a sensual confidence. “Being naked, in enemy territory…It’s almost like you’re begging for something to happen.”

Amy blinked her eyes at him several times in quick succession.

“If I didn’t know any better, I would think that you were suggesting something, Kato…”

He felt the beast inside of him begin to override his willpower. The dodgeball game had put him into an impulsive state, and now his logical half wasn’t the only one in the driver’s seat. He stepped close to Amy, feeling the heat coming off her body merging with his own.

“I am suggesting something, Amy.”

The two of them were suddenly against each other, pulled in by overwhelming erotic urges. A voice in Kato’s head was screaming for him to be careful, to focus on his breathing, and to make absolutely sure that his canine teeth and eyes didn’t begin to show as he dropped deeper into a primal, excited state.

He wasn’t listening. He kissed Amy and began to tear her pretty maroon cheerleading outfit off with little regard for the seams of the fabric. He was still only in his boxers, and after a moment, Amy was wearing nothing but her bra and panties.

The room was set up with aisles of lockers, and Kato pulled her back behind the furthest one and set her down on the bench there. Amy pulled her bra off, revealing the big, soft boobs underneath, and Kato had his cock out in a second.

He didn’t bother to take her panties off, instead just pulling them slightly to the side and thrusting his hard member up into her tight, pink pussy. Amy bit her lip, letting out an almost inaudible moan as he began to fuck her.

The pleasure was almost overwhelming for Kato, only multiplied by the surrounding sleaziness of the locker room, and the fact that they could be caught at any time. He slammed into the girl with intense, animalistic force, hearing the bench strain underneath them and the sound of skin slapping against skin.

He realized too late that his inner beast was coming to the forefront. His canines were slowly but surely extending, and the red tint that the world always seem to take on as the primal rage built up within him began to work its way across his vision. Kato still couldn’t stop himself, and grabbed at the girls breasts like a madman as he continued to fuck her senseless.

“Amy, you’re late for the group meeting!” A female voice called into the locker room from the edge of the door. Kato was instantly pulled back to reality, and he got off the girl and slipped his boxers on over his erection.

“I…I just need to pull my clothes on, Mrs. Donovan!” Amy’s face was bright red as she clumsily began to get dressed. Kato crossed his arms and looked away from her, a little disappointed in himself for letting his urges get the best of him.

Surprisingly, the teacher had no qualms about walking into the boy’s locker room, and she came all the way down to the last aisle, turning the corner and looking upon the scene just as Amy was smoothing out the wrinkles in her sleeveless cheerleading shirt.

“Amy, head out and join the rest of the squad on the bleachers.” Her voice was stern and unyielding. She was an attractive woman, tall and skinny, with a nice chest and medium length blonde hair.

“I’m sorry! Mr. Daniels told me-“

“You aren’t in his class right now, you’re in my cheerleading practice,” replied the woman. “Now go.”

Amy hurried out of the locker room. Kato was expecting the woman to go with her, but she hovered for a moment longer, looking at him and smiling in a way that was a little disarming.

“My name is Mrs. Donovan, the school nurse and cheerleading coach. I haven’t seen you before, so I’m assuming you’re a new student at the school.”

“Yeah, today’s my first day,” he replied. “Kato Lancer.”

He reached his arm forward and shook hands with the woman. Kato could tell that his confidence had caught her interest, and she began to smile a little differently at him as she continued.

“Look, Kato, I know what was going on in here. You obviously are grown up enough to know how to handle yourself, but that type of thing can’t be going on in school. Especially not here in the locker room.”

“I understand, Mrs. Donovan.” Kato still hadn’t entirely settled down from the encounter with Amy. His cock was half erect, and he saw the woman glance down at it and lick her lips.

“I understand what you’re going through, and I want to help. If you need anything Kato, I’m always in my office. You can come if you need anything, even if it’s just to talk, or to have a place to…unload. I’d be more than happy to have you come, anytime.”

“Okay,” he said. “You know, I just might do that.”

There was a pause in the conversation. The locker room felt hot, and Kato had to restrain his urge to push forward against the attractive nurse, and finish doing with her what he had started with Amy.

“I’m glad that you understand, Kato,” said Mrs. Donovan. “Now you should be getting to your next class.”

She turned and walked out of the locker room, her butt sashaying from side to side with every step. Kato quickly pulled on his clothes, double checked the mirror to make sure that his inner beast was contained, and then headed to his next class.


CHAPTER 5

The second half of Kato’s day went by much more smoothly than the first half. He ended up missing all but the last five minutes of his lunch, but he didn’t mind. The lunar cycle had shifted his tastes almost exclusively to high quality protein, the kind that would be totally unavailable in a school cafeteria.

Next was History, followed by Math, and then a study hall. Kato was able to forget for a moment that there was anything out of the ordinary with him, and even found himself being challenged by some of the material. He used his free period to read and do homework, and it felt structured, and strangely satisfying.

The final bell of the day rang out, and Kato was done. The halls were even more packed than they had been before that day, and it took him several minutes just to reach his locker. When he got to it, he was surprised to see Ms. Vega standing in front of it.

“I was hoping we could continue our conversation from earlier today, Kato.”

He sighed, and shook his head. Ms. Vega moved out of the way as he reached to spin the combination into his lock.

“Ms. Vega, you should go find a student to bother that’s actually troubled,” he said. “You’re just wasting your time on me.”

His teacher was leaned against the locker next to his, staring at him as if all his secrets would be revealed if she just examined him closely enough. Her breasts were leaned forward towards him, and though he could easily look down the tiny older woman’s shirt, he chose to swing his locker door open and block her out of his view, instead.

“Kato, would you be opposed to me making a home visit?”

He had pulled his messenger bag out of his locker, and after hoisting it over his shoulder he shut the door and spun the lock.

“I already told you, Ms. Vega, I live alone.”

“I know, I’m just concerned!” She crossed her arms and stomped one of her feet on the ground, acting almost like a little girl that was frustrated that she wasn’t getting her way. “I’m your teacher Kato, and if your living situation isn’t up to the school’s standard, changes have to be made!”

“Look, I’m in a rush. I’ll see you tomorrow, Ms. Vega. Trust me, there’s no need to worry.”

Kato could see how upset the woman was. He didn’t understand where she was coming from, but he also wasn’t heartless. He offered her the most reassuring smile he could muster, and then gently rubbed her shoulder.

Ms. Vega’s face blushed a little bit at his touch. All he meant by it was to calm her down, and hopefully get her to relax a little about the situation, but as soon as Kato’s fingers had made contact with his teacher’s body, it felt as though there was something else behind it. His heart beat a little faster, and the two of them shared a moment, looking into each other’s eyes and becoming incredibly aware of just how small the distance was between them.

“I don’t give up easy, you know, Kato.” Ms. Vega smiled back at him, and her eyebrows lifted up as though to suggest something beyond her words. Kato shook his head, and then broke away from her, joining the mass of students in the hallway.

He made his way out of the school, and headed for the parking lot. There was a small crowd of rough looking teenagers collected right around where he had parked his bike, which didn’t surprise him as much as it should have.

“Kato!” He turned and looked over his shoulder and saw the cheerleader, Amy, running towards him. “They’re looking for you, don’t go over there!”

Kato nodded, and then kept walking towards his bike.

“Why don’t I save them the trouble of looking, and cut right to the chase?”

There was someone else behind him, too. Kato realized that Ms. Vega was still following him. She kept herself at a distance, just far enough back so that it wasn’t completely obvious. But he knew she was there.

“Here’s the punk I was talking about!” Brett was at the center of the group, fully recovered from the incident in homeroom that morning. “I think this guy could use a lesson or two in how to be respectful as a new student.”

“Brett, knock it off,” yelled Amy. “He’s not a bad guy, honest!”

“Shut the fuck up, slut.” Behind Brett were five other guys, some of them looking far too old to be high school students.

Kato had never been a fan of intimidation tactics, and he felt himself wanting to put the façade of being normal aside and tear through them with all the strength and ferocity that the lunar cycle would allow. But he knew that he couldn’t, and forced himself to stay at least somewhat calm as he walked over to the group.

“I don’t have time for this shit,” said Kato. “If you want to try something Brett, then please, get on with it already.”

“Bitch! I will fuck you up!” The jock was screaming, straining his voice and attracting the attention of more students. Kato knew he would have to act fast if he wanted to end it without creating a giant scene.

“Hit me, then,” he said. “If you think you’re man enough to take me on.”

Brett rushed forward and drew his arm back. Kato had to give the boy some credit. He was brave, in a foolhardy, get himself killed later on in life kind of way.

The punch that the boy threw never made contact with its target. Kato caught it in his palm in mid strike, smiling as Brett’s face shifted from anger to confusion.

“Sorry about this,” said Kato. “It’s self-defense.”

He squeezed Brett’s hand within his own using just a fraction of his strength, and Brett let out a pained cry. When the boy drew back, several of his fingers were visible deformed and broken out of shape. Kato cleared his throat and then walked forward, and this time the group parted and allowed him access to his bike.

“Wait! I’m coming with you!” The girl, Amy, was running up behind him. Kato sighed. He wanted to tell her to take off. He knew that he should tell her to stay away, for her own benefit. But he felt as though he’d already caused enough pain for one afternoon.

“Have you ever ridden on a motorcycle before, Amy?” Kato watched as she shook her head, and then handed her the small extra helmet he had in one of his back saddlebags. “Just hang on tight to me. Really tight.”

Brett and the group of thugs had taken off, and Kato could see that Ms. Vega had watched the entire thing from the edge of the school’s sidewalk. He tried not to notice, and then helped Amy out with the strap of her helmet.

“Those guys are just jerks, Kato,” she said. “I know you’re not a jerk.”

“Thanks Amy, I appreciate it. I’ll drop you off at home.”

“No, come on Kato! I want to talk to you more…” The girl climbed onto the bike behind him and ran one of her hands across his chest. “I want to talk to you alone.”

Kato felt his inner beast getting riled up as the girl pushed her soft breasts against his back. He’d managed to keep it contained throughout the fight, but somehow, the sexual fun that Amy was hinting at was enough to set him off.

“Alright,” said Kato. “I live on my own. We can talk for a little bit back at my place.”

He looked back over at the school, and noticed that Ms. Vega had disappeared. She was the other confusing woman in his life that would need to be dealt with gently. Kato put his own helmet on, made sure Amy was secure, and then started his bike up and slowly made his way out of the parking lot.


CHAPTER 6

Kato felt different as he made his way down the road, towards his apartment complex. He was used to change in his life, sometimes even drastic change. But this time it was presenting in an unusual way, taking a form that threatened to tear him out of the patterns and habits he had built up over the course of many years.

The part of him that had really loved traveling, and living free, and heading out into the deepest woods on a full moon, it seemed to be coming into direct conflict with his human self, the part of him that had pulled him back into school, the part of him that longed for the ordinary.

“Is it very far?” Amy asked. Kato could barely hear her over the growling vibration of his motorcycle, but she pulled at his side incessantly until he made an effort to listen.

“Just up ahead,” he replied.

It was as Kato pulled into the bottom parking lot of his apartment that he realized that they were not alone. A car had followed them from the school and parked in the visitor’s section, which was directly across from his place, at a slightly higher level up the sloping hill that the road ran along.

Kato took off his helmet and helped Amy with hers. He had a feeling that he knew exactly who it was, and did his best to disregard the intrusion. The doors on the car didn’t open, and he didn’t expect them to. Ms. Vega would wait for him to finish with Amy before making her presence officially known.

He brought Amy up and into his apartment. He didn’t know exactly what to make of the girl, but at least for the moment, she fit right into what he needed to be doing. His inner beast impulses welcomed her, and as she walked through the door and into his den, Kato admired her young, busty, girlish body.

“Oh wow, do your parents pay for all of this?” asked Amy.

“Not exactly,’ said Kato.

Amy walked over to his bed, and then sat down. There was curiosity in her eyes, along with gentle concern.

“Kato…just why is it that you made such a big splash on your first day at school?”

Kato smiled, and then slowly stepped over and sat down next to her. She was wearing a sweater, along with a short skirt.

“It’s just how things go when it comes to me. I have…a way with people.”

Amy chuckled, and then playfully tried to punch his shoulder. Kato caught her hand, and held it as she looked at him.

“You caught Brett’s hand just like that, but he was punching you at full speed…” Amy looked at him seriously. “Just how is something like that possible?”

Instead of answering, Kato slowly moved forward. The room was silent, and it seemed to amplify the heat as he gently slid his hand up her sweater. He moved it all the way up to her chest, and felt her pulse with his palm.

“Your heart is beating so fast,” said Kato. “Are you scared of me, Amy?”

“I…I…”

Kato leaned in and kissed her before she could stutter out and answer. He pushed his tongue deep into her mouth, and began to paw at her body like a horny dog. Amy let out a soft moan and collapsed back onto his bed.

He reached over and lifted up her sweater, freeing her of it and exposing her nice breasts.  As Kato moved to take off his own shirt, he caught a glimpse of the scene outside through the window in the front of his apartment. Ms. Vega’s car was still parked in the visitor’s lot, in a spot that would allow her a clear view of the action if she was so inclined to watch.

“Oh Kato…” Amy reached up and began unbuttoning his jeans. Kato felt his beast taking over, and began ripping off clothing, his own and hers.

Kato pushed himself onto Amy, the two of them clad only in underwear, and began kissing her passionately and groping roughly at her body. He found the way Amy was squealing and moaning to be sexually intoxicating, and relinquished a bit of control to his primal side.

“You were so ready to have me take you in the locker room earlier today, Amy…” Kato slipped her panties down as he whispered the words, breathing his hot breath against her ear.

“Oh god, Kato…I’m not like that.”

“I think you are, Amy,” Kato pushed the head of his cock into her entrance, and felt her warm, wet juices dripping onto him. “I think this is what you’re all about.”

He pushed deeper inside of her, about halfway, and heard the girl let out a pleasured cry. Kato was in a different kind of mood. He wanted to be evil, and let his bad side have its way with the girl. It felt amazing to be inside of her, as though he had snuck his cock into a sanctuary.

“From now on, this is how it’s going to be, Amy.” Kato slowly began thrusting, feeling his hard cock stretching the young girl out. Amy moaned and pulled herself tightly against him. “I’ll take you anytime I want, wherever I want!”

“Kato, oh…fuck, Kato!” Amy began to cry out as he increased his pace, pushing into her hard and letting his cock do the talking. It felt almost like he was on a hunt. Amy was his prey, and he was toying with her.

She was tight, and each time Kato would pull out of her, he would have to thrust forward with a good bit of force in order to get his large cock all the way back in. Amy was alternating between biting her lip and biting his shoulder in an attempt to stifle her cries.

Kato moved over on his bed, and then roughly shifted Amy over with him by the legs. He grabbed her waist with one hand and her butt with the other, and began slamming into the girl with all of the energy and strength that he could bring to the table.

“Kato! Oh god Kato, I’m going to…you’re going to make me…” Amy tensed up and began to cry out, her cunt tightening around Kato’s cock as she went into the throes of an orgasm.

He didn’t stop, or even slow down. The bed below them was squeaking relentlessly, but Kato was too overtaken by an animalistic lust to even notice. His cock only wanted one thing, and he was going to get it.

The world through Kato’s eyes began to take on a reddish hue, and he realized that if he kept going, his canines would extend and there would be no hiding his true nature. Amy still had her eyes shut, delirious with pleasure, but Kato knew he had to find a way to finish, fast.

He let his hips switch to autopilot, pumping his cock into the girl at an even, tantalizingly pleasurable pace. Kato would push all the way in, letting his dick completely fill her up, and then take it almost all of the way out, before slamming it back in and repeating the process from the beginning.

Soon, he found himself reaching the point of no return. He pushed into Amy’s cunt quickly, knowing that there was no stopping what was about to happen. Through the corner of his eye he could see out the front window, and was surprised to notice Ms. Vega standing next to her car, boldly looking in on what was happening.

That was too much for Kato. The thought of his pretty little teacher watching him fuck a cheerleader, like some type of horny, perverted voyeur, set him off. His cock exploded, and he blasted streams of white, hot sticky cum deep inside Amy’s tight pussy.

The red hue faded, and Kato felt himself calming down, just in time. Amy looked up at him and ran her hands through his hair, smiling.

“Does this mean that we’re girlfriend and boyfriend now?”

Kato sighed, and managed to restrain a smile. He got up, pulled on his boxers, and walked over to the kitchen area.

“Amy, I have to…work, tonight,” he said. “I can get you a drink, or a snack for the road, if you’d like.”

She seemed to get what he was saying, and quickly began pulling on her underwear and getting dressed.

“No, that’s fine,” she said. “I’ll just…see you in school tomorrow, I guess.”

Her hair was a tangled, wild mess, but Amy did a much better job straightening it out than many of the girls that Kato had bed. She also brushed off her sweater and adjusted her skirt, and then walked over to him.

“Hey,” said Kato. “Thanks for having my back when those jokers came at me after school. That meant a lot to me.”

“I barely even did anything, I mean, I just thought they were being jerks…” Amy looked at him with doe eyes, hoping for something more. Kato found himself wishing that he could give her more. But he knew he couldn’t.

“Alright…Well, thanks anyway.”

“I should get going...Bye, Kato. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?” Amy pulled him into a tight hug, and Kato let her.

“Yeah, of course,” he said. “Bye Amy.”

She walked slowly to the door, waving to him one last time before stepping out it. Kato watched her leave through his window, and then headed back into the kitchen to fix himself some food.

The sun was setting, and Kato could feel his body telling him what it wanted to do. The reddish hue returned, and he muttered a curse word. Usually having sex would buy him at least a few hours of not having to fight his transformation on a night this far into the month. This time, it didn’t seem to be the case.

His head was pulsing to the rhythm of his heart, increasing the intensity of the red hue with every beat. He suddenly found himself craving fresh, raw meat, and breathing fast. Kato coughed and it sounded very wolf like, along with noticing course, grey hairs sprouting out of his skin.

He was distracted, too distracted to notice until it was too late. The door to his apartment was cracked open. He’d forgotten to lock it after Amy had left, and now the face of Ms. Vega, his homeroom teacher, was peering in through it.

Her expression was a mixture of disbelief and horror. Kato felt much the same way, along with a good amount of anger at himself for not being more careful.

“Hey, Ms. Vega,” he said, after several silent, loaded seconds. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

Kato watched as Kari Vega’s eyes rolled up into her head. She collapsed forward onto the polished wood floor of his living room, like a marionette whose strings had been cut all at once. He sighed and slowly walked over to her. He had been so close to fooling himself into thinking that he could settle down, and live a normal life.

END
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CHAPTER 1

“Mom, are you home?”

It was a lazy summer afternoon and Sean had just arrived back at the house after playing around at the basketball court. The house seemed quiet, and he could feel the effects of the new AC system his step mom, Tessa, had bought at the start of the month. He walked into the kitchen and absent mindedly searched through the fridge for something to eat.

Sean had just graduated high school the previous week, and his mind was a full of thoughts of college in the fall and making the best of his last summer at home. He was 18 years old, and his main concerns, by far, where very typical for an 18 year old. High school, for the most part, had been a relatively fun experience for him, with the exception of his disappointing prom experience. His date had been attractive, but the night had ended in a much less exciting manner than he had expected.

“I’m here, Sean. Just getting out of the shower,” he heard Tessa shout from upstairs. It had just been the two of them for the last couple of weeks, as Sean’s dad had been on a business trip that had been extended through the summer. The situation was not ideal for Sean. At 36 years old, his step mom was young, much younger than his biological mom had been, who passed away during child birth.  The gap between Tessa and his dad was so large that he sometimes wondered about exactly why the two had gotten married in the first place. But those thoughts were typically short lived, and the three of them had lived happily as a family for the past 7 years.

“I have a favor to ask you, can you come up here?” she asked.

Sean made his way upstairs. He was wearing only a thin tank top and light, baggy gym shorts. The game had been a blast, and Sean had worked up quite a sweat. All of people on the court were mostly the same ones that had been his teammates throughout his high school basketball career, and it felt almost nostalgic to be playing with them after graduation. It might be one of the last games they would ever get to play together, he thought.

As he walked around the corner and into the hallway, he almost ran headfirst into his step mom. She was clad only in a towel and Sean couldn’t help but absorb them image into his mind. Damn, she looks amazing, he thought. Tessa was about five foot four, and a total bombshell. Her breasts were big and perfectly shaped, and seemed to always manage to draw the attention of all the men in the room. She had a classical hour glass figure, with her hips and butt expanding out in a way that was just seductive, especially considering the athletic, toned nature of her body.

The only thing she was wearing was a towel, and Sean had to fight to keep himself from ogling the ample amount of cleavage spilling out of the top. He felt a rush of blood go straight into his cock as he looked at her, realizing at the same time that the towel was one of the smaller ones and not nearly big enough to cover more than the essential areas. It just barely made its way all around her, revealing part of her leg in much the same manner as a slit cut dress, and he could see hot shower water and left over soap dripping down the side of her uncovered flesh.

“What is it, mom? Anything I can do for you?” A strange tension seemed to hang in the air. It had been around since Sean’s dad had left on his trip, and it was mostly familiar to him. However, talking to her now, with her tits almost popping out of her towel and him reeking of sweat and pheromones, it made it feel like the air was charged with electricity.

“I didn’t realize you’d be up so quick,” she said. “Do you want me to go and change, first?”

“No, just tell me now,” he said. She was so hot in just a towel, and even though it made Sean feel incredibly guilty, he wanted to see her like that for a little while longer.

“Okay, real quick. I got an offer to be on a game show!” she said, triumphantly.

“That’s awesome!” Sean was happy for his step mom. Tessa had been an aspiring actress for over a decade, and roles that suited her were far and few between. Callbacks were common enough, and she would even get job offers relatively frequently. But at her heart, she was a stay at home mom, and usually the strict schedule of housekeeping and home making that she kept herself to ran counter to the time investment the directors would need.

“I think it’s going to be a relatively straight forward, one day affair,” she said. “But there is one catch…”

“Go ahead, lay it on me,” said Sean.

“It’s a family game show, I can’t do it solo.” she said. “I guess it’s kind of like Family Feud, except it only airs online. It’s going to be live streamed though, and it’s still filmed in front of a live audience.”

“Wait, what are you saying, exactly?” Sean asked. “Do you want me to be on it with you?”

“Well yeah, if it’s not too much trouble!”

Sean was instantly skeptical of the idea. Sure, Tessa had been the only mother he had ever known, but it was hard for him to imagine himself on a game show, being the center of so much attention. He had always been more of a quiet, lead from the back kind of guy.

“I’m not sure about this, mom,” he said. “It sounds like it would be kind of hokey. Family game shows always are.”

“Not this one,” said Tessa, intent on convincing him. “The description the producer gave me actually sounds kind of outrageous. It’s called ‘Limitless: Breaking Boundaries and Exploring Forbidden Territory’. Apparently there is even a shock warning that airs before the streams on their website.”

“Well in that case, it sounds too extreme. You honestly want to take a chance on something like this?”

“Oh come on, it won’t be that bad. You can even watch some of the past episodes on their site to prepare, if you don’t mind paying for a monthly subscription,” she said. “Will you do it or not?”

Sean wanted to say no. All of the logic in his head was telling him to say no. But something about his step mom and the way she was asking so earnestly, almost like a little girl pleading for a pony, seemed to run right over his objections. And on top of that, she was still wearing the towel, and her exposed and dripping wet body made it extremely hard to think straight.

“Alright,” he said. “I’ll do it…”

“Yay!” His step mom threw herself forward and wrapped her arms around him. Sean could feel her huge, soft breasts pushing against him, and felt his dick rapidly begin to grow hard. He reciprocated the hug, wrapping his arms around her, and felt her warm, soft flesh mash against his body. He focused his mind intently on not allowing himself to get an erection, but it seemed to have the opposite effect.

“This will be fun, I promise,” said Tessa. “Let’s just go on the show and see what happens!”

As he went to sleep that night, Sean to the opportunity to look deeper into the background of the game show. Something about the set up just didn’t sound right to him. The title seemed to suggest it was anything but family friendly, and he had a nagging feeling that his mother may have been tricked into agreeing to something that would go a little further than intended. He booted up his web browser and typed in “limitless game show”.

The first result was a link to the official website. Immediately upon scanning the front page, he knew something was seriously wrong. There were pictures of women in bikinis scattered all over the page. The banner across the top was emblazoned with the words “Adults Only”, and on the right side of the page was a member registration form with a price set at $9.99/month.

“She’s signed herself up for a porno,” he whispered to himself quietly. And that was, to him, exactly like it seemed like. This was some type of perverted soft-core deal, taking advantage of bored housewives and making them think they were going to be stars. He’d seen similar set ups before. Porn directors were desperate to come up with the latest new gimmick, and it seemed like the idea of an innocent mother doing inadvertently sexual stuff on a game show was too enticing for them to pass up.

He clicked on one of the free trailers and watched the video that began to play. Attractive looking women in their mid-thirties were showcased doing a variety of different, semi erotic tasks, and he had to admit, it was kind of arousing. The last segment appeared to be a dance contest, with each scantily clad, attractive older woman dancing and grinding against a younger man wearing only underwear. It was at this moment that Sean realized where the name came from, and exactly what kind of role he would have to play tomorrow.

“Fuck,” he said quietly. “I can’t do this.” He slammed the screen of his laptop down, feeling a wave of guilt wash over him for even seeing the stuff on the website. He knew he had to put a stop to this as soon as possible, and got out of bed quickly. He was only wearing an undershirt and a baggy par of boxers, and could feel his cock, still excited from the illicit video. He did his best to conceal it, and then got up and headed for the door of his room.

“Sean, are you awake?” Tessa had apparently also been on her way to see him.

“Yeah mom, I’m awake,” he said as he opened the door.

She was wearing a thin nightie. It was baggy, but seemed to cling around her chest in a way that made the outline of her breasts totally visible, complete with the bumps of her perky nipples showing through.

“I just wanted to thank you for agreeing to do this with me,” she said.

“Mom, I think you should reconsider doing this!” he said, his concern showing through in his voice. “There is some really weird stuff on their website.”

“I know honey. I took a look at it earlier,”  she said, taking her arm and putting it on his chest reassuringly. “I don’t think it’s as bad as it looks, and this is a great chance for me to get myself out there.”

“No really, I-“ He started to push the point, but she cut him off.

“We’ve always been close, and if it gets too uncomfortable we can just walk away. I love you honey, and I really want us to do this and have fun with it.”

He silently looked at her, conflicted.

“There is also a cash prize for whichever duo wins in the end, I’ll let you have all of it,” she said.

Sean groaned. She knew that he had been looking for a summer job, mostly unsuccessfully, and could use all of the money he could get.

“Okay mom, let’s do it” he said after another moment of thought.

“Thank you honey, thank you so much!” She hugged him again, and he felt his erection slip forward and push up against her stomach. Let’s hope nothing like that happens tomorrow, he thought to himself.

The studio wasn’t more than an hour away from their house, and they pulled into the parking lot outside of it the next day. It looked legitimate enough from the outside, Sean thought. It was a nondescript building with a small sign on it that read “Limitless Productions, LLC”. The two of them climbed out of Tessa’s car and walked in through the main entrance.

“Hello.” A man in a casual looking suit greeted them from behind the front desk. “Are you here for today’s filming?”

“Yes,” said Sean.

“Sign in here and have a seat. Somebody will be by to get you shortly.”

After about five minutes of waiting, an attractive woman wearing a very professional looking blouse and skirt combo came into the lobby, seeming to apprise the two of them as she extended her hand.

“You must be Tessa Douglas,” she said, shaking Sean’s mother’s hand. “My name is Kathy. I’ll be your personal production assistant for the afternoon. Let me know if you have questions or concerns about anything. And this is your son?”

“Yeah, hi. My name is Sean.” he said.

“Awesome! Alright, I’m going to get the two of you down to the wardrobe section. The casual clothes you’re wearing now are fine, but we’ll have to fix up your hair and put some make-up on you, for the sake of the stage lights.”

“Alright, can I just ask one thing really quick?” Sean was still a little skeptical of the whole operation. “Is this really going to be filmed in front of a live audience? And do we have to sign anything beforehand?”

“Relax Sean. I’m assuming you saw our website.” Kathy began leading them through the door that she had come from and down a hallway, walking quickly. “That’s all for promotional purposes, you are in safe hands here. Our show is about pushing boundaries, that much is true, but more in a comedic and fun sense than anything really outrageous.”

Sean breathed a sigh of relief. It did seem like their operation was pretty official. Maybe he had overreacted. It would be great if that was case, for his mom more so than him.

“Here we are,” said Kathy, stopping in front of what appeared to be a dressing room. It said “Douglas Family” on a plaque hanging on the outside of it. “Let me know if you guys have any questions, like I said. I’ll be buzzing around nearby, and I’ll bring you guys backstage in about an hour. Just focus on relaxing and breathing, you’ll both do fine.”

She opened the door for them and they stepped into their room. A woman with a pony tail and glasses was already inside.

“Hello, I’m Stacy. I’ll be your make-up maestro for the day,” she said. “Just sit back, take it easy, and I’ll have you two ready in no time.”

She was not exaggerating. It took very little time for Stacy to apply Sean’s light coat of make-up. She was wearing a very low cut shirt and he had to do his best to avoid staring into her ample cleavage. Stacy caught him peeking at one point, and laughed.

“See something you like, handsome?” she cooed at him, playfully massaging his thigh. His hormones were already raging from the night before, and he felt his dick quickly begin to lengthen.

“Sean! Behave yourself!” Tessa yelled at him.

“Mrs. Douglass, relax. He’ll probably be getting some decent views on the set, anyway. I don’t know what the two of you were told, but this show can get a little crazy.”

For the first time that day, Sean saw a small sliver of worry pass across his mom’s face. It was quickly suppressed, and she looked over at him and smiled.

“I’m not overly concerned,” she replied. “We are both in it to win it, right Sean?”

“Yeah mom,” he said. “Let’s make it happen.”


CHAPTER 2

True to her word, Kathy was back in about an hour to bring them backstage. Sean couldn’t help but notice just how awesome of a job Stacy had done on his mom’s make-up and hair. She looked almost like a new woman, or at the very least a much younger and sexier version of the already quite pretty woman she started out as. He did his best to push the thought out of his mind. Backstage for a show like this was by far the last place he wanted to start realizing an illicit attraction to his step mom.

The lights were out. Sean could hear the obvious noise of a large studio audience sitting out in front of the stage. Well, at the very least Kathy was telling the truth about that, he thought. He looked to his right and noticed several stage hands whispering and passing index cards to a clean cut middle aged man in a sharp looking suit. And that must be the host, Sean thought. All of the sudden, the stage lights turned on

“It’s time to play Limitless!” A seemingly ethereal voice boomed from off stage. “Give it up for Chet Baker, everybody!!!”

The man in the suit proceeded to walk out onto the set. The audience broke into a loud applause, and Sean watched as the host came alive and began waving and smiling to the people. With the lights on, he could now see that there were two sets of other contestants standing backstage with them. Each of them seemed to have a very different style, but it looked as though the ages of each person in the pairing were close to being the same.

“Hello, and welcome to Limitless. In today’s episode, we’re going to have three mother and son pairs competing for a grand prize of $25,000 dollars. Let’s bring them out!”

Kathy nudged Sean and Tessa forward with a smile. Well, looks like it’s too late to back out of this now, he thought. The two of them were greeted to thunderous applause as they came out onstage along with the other players. They found their way to the game stand in the center, which said “Douglass” on the front.

“Let me introduce our three teams. To my left, we have Derrick and Kendra Johnson.”

The crowd applauded. Sean looked over and saw a muscular blond haired teen around the same age as him. His mother was an attractive woman with nice breasts, dressed in a casual pink t-shirt and yoga pants.

“To my right, we have John and Dana Yoo.”

Again, the crowd applauded. These two appeared to be much more serious to Sean. They both wore glasses and had on official looking dress clothes. The mother, Dana, was a very small woman with nice facial features and modest curves.

“And last but not least, we have Sean and Tessa Douglass!” The host said, gesturing to them.

The crowd clapped, and for a second, Sean felt incredibly out of place. Just what the hell was he doing there?

The host began explaining the rules.

“We’ll get know them a little better later on in the show, but for now, we’re going to bring all the groups out for our first game, ‘Limitless Dance Off’. If the six of you will please step right over here, onto the dance floor”

“For this first round, no sheets or screens will be used. Everything you do will be seen and observed by the crowd. The rules are simple. Dance with your partner until the song ends, and the team that the crowd thinks has the hottest and sexiest moves wins the round.”

Sean did a double take as the rules were explained. He was expecting it to be raunchy, from what he had seen on the site, but this just seemed weird. He looked out into the audience, and saw that most of them had smiles on their faces. They must just be taking it as a joke, he thought.

The three teams walked out to the dance floor, and the song started up. It was a club song that he had definitely heard before. He watched as the other groups began dancing, and pulled his mom over so they could get started as well.

“I didn’t know it was going to be quite like this honey,” she whispered to him as they began moving.

“It’s okay mom, let’s just do our best,” he said.

He looked over at John and Dana, and was somewhat relieved to see them stumbling with their movements. They must not do a lot of dancing, he thought to himself. He then turned towards the other group and was surprised to see Derrick pushing up hard against his mother, grinding against her.

“We have to step it up, mom!” he whispered to her. She seemed a little hesitant as he pulled her up against his crotch and then began imitating the style of Derrick and Kendra. Soon enough, the Yoos were following along too, Sean noticed, albeit with a little less grace. He saw Dana Yoo’s face, and her cheeks were blushing bright red. Sean couldn’t see his mom’s face from the angle but had a feeling that she was in a similar state.

Derrick seemed to progress further, and began massaging his hands against the bottoms of his mom’s breasts. Between watching the lewd dance movements of the two of them, and grinding against his own mother, Sean was having trouble staving off both the guilt and arousal. He could feel his hard cock grinding into his mom’s butt, and wondered how much longer the song was going to go on for.

He looked back over at John and Dana Yoo, and saw that they had also progressed to the same groping movements that Derrick and Kendra were doing. John also appeared to be whispering something into his mother’s ears. The scene was incredibly erotic, and Sean felt his own hands start to wander up his mother’s stomach and toward her breasts.

“Sean, what are you doing?” she whispered back to him.

He ignored her, but at the same time felt like he was crossing over into forbidden territory. It felt wrong, but at the same time he wanted to win, and his hard cock seemed to be affecting his ability to think straight. Maybe just for a second, to keep up with the other teams, he thought.

His hands started massaging his mom’s breasts. He felt his cock rubbing against her butt even more intensely, and began pushing into her from behind as though he was dry humping her. The crowd watched silently, and Sean couldn’t tell if they were aroused or feeling judgmental. It was difficult for him to focus on anything other than his hard cock. He kept thrusting against his mom’s butt and began rubbing her nipples to the beat of the music. Tessa seemed to be trying not to enjoy it, but Sean could tell from the movements of her hips that she was starting to relent. This is about as close to fucking as two people can get with clothes on, he thought to himself.

Suddenly, the song stopped. “That’s the end of our first round! Give it up for all of the contestants on stage!” The host boomed out as he pointed them back to their game stands.

The crowd broke into applause. Sean felt like he was suddenly being brought back to reality, and looking around, it seemed like some of the other players felt the same way. Kendra had turned away from Derrick, who seemed to be apologizing with his body language. Dana and John were both beet red, eyes downcast. Sean looked over at his own mom. Unlike the rest, Tessa seemed to be more focused on the next round than what had just happened. She must really want to win, Sean thought.

“Alright, the votes are in!” The host had a card in front of him and Sean could hear a drumroll in the background. “The winners of round one, as determined by the audience, are the Johnsons!”

Sean heard the audience break into a rumbling applause. He looked over at Derrick and Kendra and saw them hugging each other and celebrating. They are so happy, thought Sean. It’s like what happened during the last round was completely out of their minds. He turned towards his mom, and was somewhat surprised to see a disappointed look on her face.

“We’ll do better next round, mom,” he whispered to her. “Now we know just how this game is played.”

She gave him a serious look. “It’s not about that. I…I had no idea this game was going to push things so far.”

“Come on mom, I came here to do this for you,” he said, feeling guilty that he was now the one talking her into it. His cock was throbbing, and he was genuinely excited to see what the next round would entail. “Let’s try to do our best, okay mom?”

She gave him a weak smile, and rubbed his leg encouragingly. He almost shivered at her touch and had to focus on keeping his dick in check.

“Alright, we are now going to move right on to round two!” The host was back at the front of the stage and Sean could hear the show’s theme music playing softly in the background.

“This round is called ‘Limitless Licking’. I’m going to have all three of our teams step over right over here. Sons, you sit in the chairs provided, and mothers, you can either sit on the floor or stand nearby.”

Sean’s heart immediately started racing. This seemed like it would be a little more intense than the last round, and he wasn’t sure how he felt about it. He looked over at his step mom and saw a look of deep confusion locked into her face.

“Alright, now if I can have my sexy stage hands come out and provide the screens,” the host gestured off stage and three attractive women in bikinis carried out large silk screens, placing one in front of each team, blocking Sean’s view of the audience and, he assumed, their view of him. Lights from the back of the stage flicked on from directly behind them, aimed low and towards the audience.

“This is the first of the silhouette rounds. All the audience can see is your outline. Will have some music to set the mood, can we play a little preview of it?”

A song began playing and it sounded, at least to Sean, like something ripped directly from a porn movie. The crowd picked up on the joke and broke into laughter.

“I think you can see where this is going,” the host continued. “Mothers, your job is to simulate, as realistically as possible, a hot and steamy oral sex session on your sons. Keep in mind that the screen blocks any direct view of what is happening. It’s up to you and your partner to decide just how to fake it. Again, we will be having the audience serve as our esteemed judges. Let’s get it started!”

The porno music began playing. Sean looked at his mother, dumbfounded. She seemed like she was debating the situation over in her head.

“Come on mom,” he whispered. “It’s just pretend.”

His quickly hardening cock seemed to run contrary to that statement, but he smiled playfully and winked at his mom. She seemed to snap out of her confusion, and crouched down on her knees in front of him.

“Just unzip my pants, and pretend like you’re taking out my, well you know,” he said, realizing that he was quickly becoming embarrassed.

Tessa slowly unzipped the fly of Sean’s shorts. By this point, is cock was already rock hard, and it needed no invitation, poking out through the flap of his boxers and directly into his mom’s face.

“Whoops, sorry mom,” he said. He was mortified at the thought of his mom getting such an up-close view of his hard on, but also filled with a strange sense of arousal.

“It’s okay, honey,” she said. “Now what is the best way for us to make this look convincing?”

Sean looked over at the other groups. John and his mom seemed to be even more uncomfortable in the situation than they were. His cock was out, but his head was turned far away from his mother, who was dutifully on her knees in front of him, staring at his hard member thoughtfully. Well that’s no problem to outdo, thought Sean.

He turned and looked towards Derrick and Kendra and was shocked by what he saw. Derrick’s mom appeared to be stroking him off. Her face was just inches away from the head of his cock, and the pleasurable look on Derrick’s face seemed to imply that something more than just pretending was ensuing.

Sean looked back towards his mom, and saw her reaching one of her hands gingerly towards his cock. He took her hand and brought it to the base of his shaft, feeling hot electricity shoot through his crotch as her fingers made contact. His mom’s face was very apprehensive, but she slowly began to stroke. It felt amazing to Sean, but the feeling was laced with guilt. It’s just pretend for the show, he reminded himself.

John and Dana had also progressed further. Dana had her hand on John’s dick, and was now bringing her tongue up and down, not making direct contact with the shaft, but trying to appear as if there was for the crowd. Sean reached his hand out and cupped his mom’s cheek, bringing her face closer to his erection.

“Open up wide and just put the tip of is in your mouth,” he whispered. “You don’t actually have to suck, or even let it touch anything, just make it look like it is.”

“Like this?” His mom asked. She opened her mouth up wide and brought it down over Sean’s cock. He could feel the heat of her breath as she did, but true to his suggestion, no actual contact was made between her cock and his mouth.

Sean looked back over at Derrick and Kendra and almost lost it when he realized what they were doing. Kendra was bobbing up and down on her son’s cock, lips making full contact. The slurping noises where enough to assure him that it was for real. Derrick had his head tipped back in ecstasy. His hand was on the back of her head, gripping her shiny blond hair and pulling her up and down at a nice tempo. His cock was going deep inside, and probably pushing against the back of her throat. It was incredibly arousing for Sean to watch and he found his own hand meandering up to the top of his mom’s head.

“What are you doing?” Tessa tried to say. The act of forcing the words out caused her tongue and lips to close on Sean’s cock, pushing him deeper into the red zone.

“We’re going to lose,” he said. “It needs to look more realistic.”

He slowly began pulling her head up and down on his cock. Her lips were still as wide apart as she could get them, but the movement was hard to account for and his cock rubbed freely against the inside of her mouth.

“Close your lips, just for pretend,” he said. “It will make it more convincing.”

Tessa did, and between the crimson red of her cheeks and the way she had her eyes clenched shut, Sean could tell that she was mortified by the act. He continued pulling her head up and down, feeling her begin to suck and use her tongue to massage the base of his shaft. It felt amazing, he thought. He slowly guided his mom’s head all the way up to the top, and then all the way down to the bottom, watching his cock disappear inside her mouth.

“Yeah, that’s it mom,” he said, forgetting for a moment that it was all just an act. “Keep going, keep going.”

Sean felt guilty, but he was enjoying every second of the illicit blow job, and had to fight off the fog of hot, sexual desire In order to think straight. He looked over at the other two groups. John and Dana seemed to be floundering, and still attempting to make fake oral sex look realistic without crossing into taboo territory. Derrick and Kendra, on the other hand, had reached a fevered pace. Sean watched as Derrick bobbed his mom’s head up and down, faster and faster, and finally, pulled his cock out and released a stream of semen in her face.

“Ohhhh, mom,” cried Derrick, totally lost in the fantasy.

“Derrick no, you said you wouldn’t!” his mom whispered back. After taking the first splash of cum right in the face, she had turned away, and the next few shots landed in her hair and on her blouse.

The music stopped. Just in time, thought Sean. He had been on the verge of having a very similar outcome. His mom pulled her lips off his cock with a pop, and wiped away a strand of pre cum that had been left on her lip. With some difficulty, he managed to stuff his rock hard tool back into his pants. The other groups were quickly dressing and recomposing themselves, too, and Sean watched as Kendra pulled some tissues out of her purse and wiped off as much of her son’s cum as she could. She had an angry look in her eyes, and Sean couldn’t help but wonder what his own mother would have done if he had finished in the same way.

“That went too far, Sean!” Tessa whispered to him. “I am your mother, don’t you ever do that to me again!”

He looked at her, feeling a mix of shame and guilt, but also felt righteous in the knowledge that she had asked him to come on this show in the first place.

“Hey, this wasn’t my idea. I’m just trying to win, would you rather we leave here after all of this with nothing?”

Tessa didn’t reply.


CHAPTER 3

“That’s the end of round two, and boy, was it something,” announced the host. “The audience has voted and their decision is right here in my hand. The winners of round two are…Tessa and Sean Douglass!”

The audience broke into applause. Sean rubbed his mother encouragingly on the back, and noticed her fighting back a small smile. She does want to win, regardless of whether or not she’s willing to admit it, he thought.

“Alright, moving right along, we are going to get into our third and final round, ‘Limitless Lap Dance’. Before we begin, I’m going to have to ask all three of our sexy mothers to head backstage for a quick costume change. “

Sean looked over at his mom. She looked apprehensive, but followed the directions of the host and walked backstage along with Kendra and Dana. The host took a couple of minutes to run a special raffle, bringing one of the audience members on stage and awarding them free tickets to another show. When it ended, he was back at the front of the stage.

“Let’s bring the moms back out and see just what they’ll be wearing for the ‘Limitless Lap Dance’” he said.

Tessa, Dana, and Kendra walked back on stage. The outfits they had changed into were incredibly revealing lingerie two pieces, with bras that seemed to cover almost nothing and show off massive amounts of cleavage, and tiny skirts that clung tightly to their hips and barely went down to hip level. Sean gaped at his mom as she slowly walked over. Her breasts bounced seductively with every step she took and seemed like they wanted to pop right out of her top. It was the same case with Kendra, and Sean noticed that Derrick was rubbing an erection through his pants as she walked back over to his table.

“Alright, I will now have all of the contestants head back behind their respective screens,” said the host. “You’ll notice that this time, there are beds in place of the chairs.”

Sean led his mom over to their screen and took a seat on the bed.

“Each team will be attempting to showcase the most convincing lap dance for the crowd. Again, you’re behind the screen and only your silhouettes are going to be showing through. It’s now or never, this could decide the game. Make it look as realistic as possible.”

Sean looked up at his mom. He had never seen her wearing such sexy clothing in his entire life, and his dick was already rock hard in anticipation. Tessa’s face was resigned and determined, and she wiggled her hips back and forth slightly as she waited to begin.

“Alright, let’s get it started!”

A song began playing loudly over the main speaker, and it sounded to Sean like something that would be right at home in a strip club. His mom stepped forward and put her arms on his chest.

“Mom, you don’t have to-“he started to say.

“Shhh, it’s ok baby. I know this is weird, just lie back and try to enjoy.”

He did as he was told, his erection pushing up against his shorts. She leaned herself against his crotch, running the full length of her body down his rock hard cock. It felt amazing, and Sean had to force himself to stifle a moan.

Tessa continued on in a similar fashion for several seconds. As Sean looked over at the other groups, he realized with a shock that they had totally disregarded any notion of just pretending. Dana was massaging John’s erection through his pants as she danced up against him with her body. Kendra wasn’t so much giving Derrick a lap dance as she was rolling around with him on the bed, the two of them grinding their hips against each other.

Sean reached forward and grabbed his mom’s butt with both hands. It felt soft and supple, and he pulled her onto his lap, feeling his hard dick press against her flesh. He realized that she wasn’t wearing any panties and almost came right there in his pants. He started lifting her up and down on his cock, the feeling becoming so pleasurable that it became hard to focus on anything.

Looking back over to John, Sean saw that he had his hand under Dana’s skirt. He must be making a similar discovery, thought Sean. The woman’s face was rife with pleasure, and her hand was stroking John’s package through his pants wildly. Sean turned to Derrick and Kendra and gasped at what he saw. Kendra’s bra was off, and the only thing covering her large breasts were a few strands of her long blond hair. Her skirt was pulled up to her waist, and the head of Derrick’s dick was knocking at the entrance of her warm and wet pussy. He was whispering something in her ear, and the two of them slowly began to pick up intensity, having illicit and taboo sex right there on stage, only hidden by a thin screen from the gaping eyes of hundreds of people.

Sean realized that he had pulled down his own shorts and was stroking the base of his cock to the scene. His mom was leaned over, and the angle gave him a perfect view of her inviting pink cunt. All logic discarded in the haze of hot sex, he grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto his lap, feeling the warmth and wetness of her pussy as he entered her slowly. She was incredibly tight, and seemed to be hesitant at first.

“Sean, I don’t know…” she whispered, in a half concerned and half sex charged voice.

“It’s okay mom, it’s just for the show,” he said. The pleasure shooting through his cock was indescribable. He was fucking his mom, and it felt more amazing than anything he had ever experienced. “I’ll just go for a little bit and we’ll stop.”

Sean meant it when he said it, but the sensation began to take over. His animal instincts kicked in. They didn’t care that it was his step mom. His dick couldn’t discriminate against her warm, tight cunt, and he wasn’t interested in stopping until he had sprayed a white hot load of cum inside her. He twisted her down on the bed, shifting himself on top of her, and began to slam his hips against her.

“Oh, Sean, oh god…Sean!” His mother cried as she bit into his shoulder. He felt her melt into an orgasm underneath him. Looking around, he saw that the same thing was happening with the other teams. John and Dana were both red faced with shame as they rolled around on their bed, fucking outlandishly. Derrick was fucking his mom from the back, pinching her nipples with one hand and pulling her hair back with the other.

Sean began to thrust deeper inside his mom, pushing his long cock deep into her womb. It seemed as though Tessa was still lost in the depths of pleasure, biting her lip and breathing heavy. Sean could feel that his cock was on the verge of exploding. Somewhere inside his head, he knew that he should put a stop to it. His hips kept thrusting, but he willed himself as much as he possibly could to pull out, to pull out and not take things beyond the point of return. But he was just too caught up in the moment, and kept thrusting deep inside his mother as hot cum shot out of his cock and deep into the back of her cunt. It felt amazing, and he collapsed on top of her, exhausted.

Somewhere back on the stage, he could hear the voice of the host.

“Well folks, I uh…I’ve never seen a show play out quite like this before. The votes are in, however, and we can announce that the winners are Kendra and Derrick Johnson! Congratulations!”

Sean looked at his mom. Instead of being angry or upset she seemed to have a fierce look of determination in her eye.

“Next time Sean. We’ll practice our approach and try again.”

She slid her face down his stomach and gave his cock one final lick.

END
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CHAPTER 1

“Honey, do you want waffles or toast for breakfast?”

It was the first official morning of February break, and Jake was already awake and on his computer. The immense amount of school work that had been slowly piling up over the course of his senior year of high school was forgotten, and the only thing he had on his mind was relaxing and enjoying his time off.

“Waffles, mom,” Jake called in response. “I’ll be down in a couple of minutes.”

Jake clicked out of his internet browser, threw on a pair of sweat pants and a sweat shirt, and headed downstairs. It was early in the morning, and his body felt light and primed for the day.

Jake’s step mom, Heather, was dressed casually for the day, wearing a nice pair yoga pants and a sweater with an overly large neck hole. Heather had been a part of Jake’s life for almost a decade, and as the only mom he had ever known, she’d always been the main grounding force in his life.

“I’m surprised that you’re up so early, sweetie,” she said, not turning from the stove. “I was expecting you to sleep in until noon.”

Jake watched her as he took a seat at the dining room table. Heather was a petite woman in her mid-thirties, with large breasts and an ample butt. Jake had worked hard not to notice her sex appeal throughout his teenage years, which had been difficult given how involved his mom had been with the school and local community, and how vocal some of his friends had been about what they’d do with her if they ever got the chance.

“Yeah, well, it’s vacation,” said Jake “It’s easier for me to get up when I don’t have to worry about spending 8 hours in school.”

“Make sure you take care of all of the assignments your teachers sent home with you, Jake.” Heather turned and brought a plate over to him, bending forward and showcasing her tits for him as she set it down on the kitchen table. Jake turned his head, but his awareness was drawn to his mom’s figure out of the corner of his eyes.

“I will, mom,” he replied. “I just need a few days to recharge, first.”

“Well, take your time. It’s just going to be me and you until your father gets back from visiting your grandparents. I wish we could have gone, but there’s a school board meeting coming up and I can’t afford to miss out on the next vote.”

Jake looked down at the waffles on his plate, and then felt his phone vibrate in his pocket right as he reached for a fork. He pulled it out and saw a text from one of his friends, Katie.

“Hey. I’m coming over. Need new ideas for my next video.”

He smiled. Katie had been the girl next door for as long as he could remember, in a literal and figurative sense. Her family had moved into the house right beside his family’s back when he was in grade school, and ever since then, the two had shifted from being friends, to enemies, and twice back and forth again.

As they’d gotten older, Jake had grown up, and Katie had filled out. She was easily one of the most attractive girls at his school, with eyes and a smile that could make any man do her bidding. Jake was the first to admit that her flirty and charming nature had gotten more than a few favors out of him over the years.

“Hey mom, Katie’s going to stop by,” said Jake.

“Oh, that’s nice. Do you think she’ll want some breakfast?” Heather turned over her shoulder and looked at her son while she cooked, a posture that caused her butt to push out in a way that was inadvertently sexual and suggestive.

“Nah, she never eats anything,” said Jake.

He finished his food and headed into the living room. Ten minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Jake went over and opened it, and Katie stepped inside.

“Good morning Jake!” Katie pulled off her jacket, revealing a white blouse along with a short skirt underneath, clothes that were far too thin and insubstantial for the cold weather outside.

“Hey Katie, come on in,” he said. “I’m watching Friends on Netflix.”

“Wow, how exciting.” She gave him a sarcastic smile, but followed as he walked over to the couch and sat down. Katie pulled out her phone and tapped on it for a second, and then turned to him and clasped her hands together.

“So I’ve spent my entire morning wracking my brain for a new prank to do,” she said. “It’s actually a good deal more difficult to think of something than I expected it would be.”

“A new prank?” Jake clicked the volume down and looked over at her.

“Yeah, for my newest YouTube channel,” she said. “The problem is, everything interesting has already been done. I want to film something real, something that pushes boundaries and plays with people’s emotions.”

“Uh, well, good luck with that,” said Jake. “Honestly, I got nothing.”

Heather walked into the living room, still wearing her yoga clothes from before. She leaned over the couch and gave her son a hug from behind, ruffling his hair and kissing him on the cheek.

“Hey Katie, good to see you,” she said. “Jake told me you probably wouldn’t want breakfast, but I have some extra food left if you are hungry.”

“No thanks, Mrs. T,” said Katie. “I already had some fruit earlier today.”

Heather walked over to the closet in the living room and pulled a yoga mat out of it. Katie shot Jake a curious look as his mom walked over to a clear section of the living room and started spreading the mat out.

“Jake, do you mind if I use the TV so I can do my morning yoga?” asked his mom. “It will only take about an hour or so.”

“Well, I-“

“He’s fine with it, Mrs. T,” said Katie. “In fact, we were just talking about heading upstairs to use his computer.”

Katie grabbed Jake’s hand and pulled him over to the stairs. He was a little confused, but went along with her, looking back at his mom as she began to lie down on her yoga mat. The two of them went up to his room, and then Katie shut the door behind them.

“What’s this about?” asked Jake. “You never want to hang out in my room…”

“Jake, your stepmom is hot!” Katie smiled mischievously at him, and Jake felt his cheeks begin to heat up.

“Come on, don’t say things like that,” he replied. “It’s weird…”

“What, you haven’t noticed?” asked Katie. “Jake, she’s hot, and super lovey dovey with you.”

“She’s my mom!” Jake walked over to his computer chair and sat down in it hard. He shook his head and frowned at Katie.

“Of course she is! But she’s still totally hot. And I think she might be exactly what we need…”

Jake looked at Katie, unsure of what she was getting at. She was at her most beautiful when she was thinking, and from the look on her face, he could tell that her mind was moving a mile a minute.

“What if… okay, just bear with me on this… what if you went downstairs and offered to help her stretch for her yoga?” Katie held her hands out and gestured in the air, as though she was trying to sell him on the idea.

“Why would anyone on the internet want to watch that?” asked Jake.

“Because the title of the video would be ‘Helping Mom with yoga and kissing her on the lips’.”

Jake stared at Katie, and then began to shake his head. He felt weird, embarrassed by her idea, but also strangely excited.

“No way,” he said. “Absolutely not. It’s ridiculous, and gross, and-“

“Are you sure you don’t want to help me out, Jake?” Katie moved in close to him, and set one of her hands on his leg. She leaned forward so that her modest boobs were hanging right in front of Jake’s face.

“Well… I mean, what if we toned it down a little.” Jake felt his resolve begin to give away. This was the affect that Katie had on men when she worked her magic. He was aware of what was happening, but felt powerless to stop himself from melting to her charm.

“It’s only going to be one video, Jake.” Katie let her hand slide further, getting closer to Jake’s quickly hardening cock. “And besides, it’s just a prank. We can explain it to her afterwards, even. None of it is for real, just a harmless joke.”

“…I guess I could give it a try,” said Jake. “But no promises. I’m not sure if my mom will even go along with it.”

“Perfect! I have my camera in my purse!” Katie jumped away from him and began rifling through her bag, a broad smile spreading across her face.

Jake stood up from the chair. His entire body felt heavier, as though weighted down by sand, but an odd sense of excitement ran through his mind. He walked out into the hallway, looking over his shoulder behind him and watching as Katie followed silently.

The sound of the yoga video that Heather was watching could be heard from the top of the stairs. As Jake made his way down, he saw that his mom was bent over, her palms and the bottoms of her feet pressed tightly into the floor.

“Hey mom your, uh, your form is a little off.” Jake felt stupid saying the words, and had to force them out. His mom looked over at him from her position with a puzzled expression.

“It is? Oh, jeez… can you help me out with it?” Heather wiggled her butt and smiled at him. “Just move me to where you think I need to be.”

Jake felt his heart begin to beat faster as he moved in closer. He didn’t dare to look back over his shoulder to see if Katie was filming, for fear of giving the two of them away. Instead, he leaned in, and let his hands touch either side of her waist.

“Am I off back here?” Heather wiggled her butt some more. “Or here?”

She moved her shoulders and upper body, causing her big breasts to bounce in an almost seductive fashion. Jake felt his face heating up, and along with it, his cock shamefully began to harden with excitement.

“Uh…you need to stiffen your back,” said Jake. He let one of his hands come to a rest on his mom’s upper butt. It felt soft, and he wondered for a moment what it would feel like to push his crotch up and into it.

“Like this?” His mom shifted position, pushing her butt even more under his hand, and smiled at him.

“Uh…yeah,” said Jake.

“More! You need to do more!” Katie was whispering to him from the bottom of the stairs, and Jake hoped that his mom wouldn’t hear. “Touch her chest! And kiss her, that’s the money shot!”

Jake felt his face heat up. He wanted to get the filming over with as soon as he could. It wasn’t just that it felt awkward and unnatural for him, it also was really exciting, almost thrilling. His body was reacting to touching his mom as though she was just another woman, one that was unusual, and off limits, but still very much a woman.

“Jake, come on, sweetie,” said Heather. “Where else should I stiffen up?”

“Oh, uh… you need to lift your shoulders a bit, mom.” As Jake spoke, he let his hand come to a rest on his mom’s breast. She didn’t react, and he felt blood rush straight to his cock as he gently massaged it under his hand. It was so soft, and so perfect, and he found himself wanting to press up against her.

“Stiffen up my shoulders… are you sure?” Heather turned and looked at him. Jake’s crotch was near her face, and he could feel and see a bulge beginning to poke out, as if it wanted to push up against her cheek.

“Oh yeah mom, that’ s perfect.” Jake wanted nothing more than to slide her down on the yoga mat and roll around with her. His mom looked up at him and smiled, and he felt his lips being drawn instinctively to hers. She looked perplexed as he slowly closed in, but once their lips met, Jake felt her body responding to his.

He kissed her passionately, forgetting about the prank in the moment and enjoying his mother’s taste. One of his free hands groped at her breasts, and he felt his mom run her fingers through his hair. The moment felt like it went on for an eternity, and then the two of them finally parted.

Jake felt like he had just woken up from a bad dream. His mom was looking at him, clearly confused and embarrassed, and all he could think about was his hard, throbbing cock.

“Well… I should get back to my yoga now.” Heather spoke slow words, each laden with emotion and sexual potential. “Thank you for all of the help, Jake.”

“Uh… yeah, no problem mom.” Jake was cringing on the inside and berating himself with the harshest of words as he stood up and walked across the living room and towards the stairs. Katie was sitting on the bottom one, grinning like an evil mastermind.

“Nice work,” she said as the two walked back towards his room. “You felt up and kissed your own mother! As though it was the most natural thing in the world!”

“Shut up! It was your idea!” Jake’s cheeks felt hot, and his mind was still full of thoughts that went beyond the yoga.

“I’m just teasing you, that was perfect,” said Katie. “The footage we got is… beyond what I was expecting. It was weirdly hot, watching the two of you. It looked almost like you were enjoying it.”

“I, I wasn’t!” said Jake. “I swear, it was all just an act!”

“Whatever, it doesn’t matter. I’m going to head home and edit this into a video ASAP. It should be up tonight, and I can tell you what the reaction is.”

Jake stared at his friend as she gathered her stuff from his room. He’d almost forgotten that it was going to be a YouTube video. He found himself hoping that his mom never caught wind of it, and never saw the part she’d played in it. Then again, it had been both of them that had shared the kiss.

“Anyway, I’ll talk to you later, Jake,” said Katie. “Thanks again.”

She walked over to him until she was a little closer than she should have been, and then leaned in and kissed him. Jake kissed her back, and felt his cock spring back to life. Before he could do anything about it, Katie had pulled away and left the room, and all Jake had to keep him company were his confusing, embarrassing thoughts.


CHAPTER 2

Jake went through the next few hours in a walking daze. It was hard for him to understand what had happened between him and his mom, why it had happened, and just what it meant. He thought about Katie, and felt a little like she had taken advantage of him and his feelings towards her.

For the most part, Jake managed to avoid his mom, mostly staying in his room and only popping out for quick trips down to the kitchen to grab food. She left to run errands about an hour after she finished her yoga, and Jake was glad for it. He had no idea just what, if anything, he could say to her about what had happened.

It was closing in on dinner time when Jake got another text from Katie. The sun had set outside, and the only thing he could see in the window of his room was his own face and surroundings reflected back. He pulled out his phone and took a look at it.

“I’m outside your house. Come meet me!”

Jake sighed, and then walked out into the second floor hallway. He could hear his mom making dinner, and it was easy enough for him to head downstairs and out through the front door without interacting with her. There was  a car parked a couple dozen feet down the street from his house, with loud pop music seeping out from the closed off inside. He walked over and the back window unrolled.

“Get in, Jake.” Katie was smiling at him, and Jake felt his heart start to beat a little faster as he looked at her. He felt powerless to resist, and walked over to the other side of the car to join her.

The second he had sat down in the other backseat, girlish laughter broke out in the car. Jake recognized two of Katie’s friends sitting in the front, girls from his high school that managed to be as attractive as they were catty.

“So, what’s up?” asked Jake. Katie was still smiling, almost like she had an important secret. She licked her lips and then put her hand on his shoulder.

“The video, Jake,” whispered Katie. “It’s gone viral…”

“Insanely viral!” said one of the girls upfront. “I saw it on reddit before you’d even sent it to me, Kate.”

“Wait, what?” asked Jake. “I thought it was just going on your channel?”

“That video tripled, if not quadrupled the size of my channel in just a couple of ours, Jake!” Katie was beaming, clearly very happy with the situation. “Thank you, Jake. Thank you, thank you, thank you!”

“Uh, no problem… I mean, I guess,” he said. “Wait a second though, so everyone has seen a video of me kissing, er, playing a prank, on mom?”

The girls upfront began laughing again in high pitched tones, and Katie’s smile deepened.

“Relax, you can’t even tell that it’s the two of you in the video,” said Katie. “Well… maybe you can a little, but that’s not important!”

“I still can’t believe just how far you went with it,” said the girl in the driver’s seat. “You are a pervert, Jake! That kiss you gave your mom was insane!”

Jake felt blood rushing to his face, and shook his head.

“It was just pretend,” he said, not believing the words even as they left his mouth. “Just a show for the camera, that’s all. It’s a prank, remember!”

“Most people couldn’t do that kind of thing with their mom, even as a joke,” said the girl. “But I watched the video, and you almost seemed to like it. Were you… oh, shut up Sabrina, of course I’m really going to ask him… did you have a hard on when you kissed her?”

“Allison!” Katie yelled at her friend from the backseat and then turned towards Jake apologetically. “I’m sorry, Jake. My friends can be obnoxious, sometimes… well, almost all of the time, actually.”

Jake felt as though he had never been more ashamed in his life. He had known the video was a bad idea, and found himself wanting to go back in time and stop it.

“Whatever, I don’t care,” he said. “Anyway, I have to head back inside. Mom is just finishing up with dinner.”

As he turned to open the door, Katie grabbed his hand and stopped him. Jake turned back to her and saw a very determined, yet slightly embarrassed look on her face. Suddenly, he felt like he knew exactly why she had called him outside to meet her.

“Jake… is there any way I could convince you to make another video?” Katie leaned towards Jake and batted her eyes at him, tipping her chest forward in a way that showed of her modest cleavage.

“What? No!” Jake shook his head, even as he found his eyes unable to pull away from his crush’s breasts.

“Look, you don’t understand,” said Katie. “That video got over a million views in just a couple of hours. If put another one up I could really jumpstart my YouTube channel. This could turn into something that I could make money off, support myself with. Making internet videos as a career, Jake, that’s my dream…”

Katie slid one of her hands up Jake’s thigh. He stared at her, surprised and incredibly turned on, and felt his cock slowly begin to harden at her touch.

“Katie… I don’t know.” Jake stared at her, and the only thing he could see was the raw look of sex in her eyes.

“Please, Jake,” she said. “This is such a perfect thing. I would do anything for your help.”

The pretty girl slowly began to massage Jake’s growing bulge. It felt incredible even through her clothes, and more blood rushed down to Jake’s cock, turning it into a hard rod, ready for action.

“I, I don’t even think mom would go along with it again,” said Jake. “Last time we went about as far as I think she’ll go.”

“It wouldn’t hurt to try, though, would it?” Katie began unzipping his pants, and leaned her head in closer to his crotch. Jake gave a worried look to her friends in the front seat, but Katie just smiled.

“Relax, that’s part of the reason why I had them come along,” she said. “In case you need further convincing.”

“Oh man…” Jake moaned as Katie pulled his cock out of his boxers. She had a pleased look on her face, as though she was totally aware of the power she had over him. One of her friends leaned back through the seats and set one of her hands on Jake’s other leg. He couldn’t believe what was happening.

“Katie, are you really going to…?” His words trailed off as the girl brought her mouth down to his member and began to suck. Pleasure shot through Jake’s body as though it had been injected, and he instinctively pushed his hips up and away from the seat.

“I knew this would work,” said one of the girls in the front. “You were right, Katie…”

Jake felt confused and embarrassed. He had dreamed of finally having Katie’s attention, but it was never like this. Still, it felt amazing to have her lips rubbing up and down his hard, sensitive cock, even if two of her friends were watching. Even if it was all just a sham.

“Sabrina, help me!” said Katie. “He needs more convincing.”

The girl that was looking back at them wedged herself in between the two front seats further, enough so that she could reach down and take hold of Jake’s cock. She brought her head down next to Katie’s and the two of them slowly began to lick at his dick, looking up at him with impatient looks as they did.

“Oh god,” moaned Jake. “That feels…”

It felt amazing, but his mind was too fogged over with pleasure to get an entire sentence out. Katie moved her head upward and sucked on the head of his cock, letting it pop out of her lips out of a second with a noise that was reminiscent of a little girl pulling a lollipop out of her mouth.

“This is taking longer than it should,” said the second girl. “Would it help you if we pretended to be your mom, Jake?”

The girl in the driver’s seat laughed, and Jake felt his face flush even brighter red.

“Ha ha, yeah, I bet it would,” said the girl upfront. “Just pretend that it’s your sweet, sexy mommy, Jake, and one of her friends from the book circle.”

Jake wanted to glare at her, but as Katie and the other girl moved their mouths back in and began working his cock again with their warm, wet lips, it was hard for him to keep the thoughts out of his mind. He struggled to push them away, but it was impossible. The more he tried not to think about his mother, to not imagine her as one of the girls sucking his cock, the more vivid the fantasy became.

“Oh god!” cried Jake. His cock began to explode with cum, spurting white hot jets of it onto Katie and the other girl’s faces with little warning. The two of them reacted with embarrassed anger and glared up at him, but too much pleasure was shooting through his body for Jake to care.

“Hey, I guess it did work,” said Katie, moving back to her seat and wiping her face in her shirt. “Just so you know, Jake, you owe us big time now. I’ll be by tomorrow morning, and we’re going to shoot another video.”

He looked at Katie and slowly nodded, not seeing any other way out of the situation.

“Something tells me that you won’t mind taking things a little further with your mom.” Katie smirked at him, and though it made Jake feel ashamed and a little disgusting, he couldn’t help but agree with her.


CHAPTER 3

Jake woke up to a text from Katie the next morning. He groaned when he saw it, part of him wishing dearly that he could just hit a button and eject himself out of the situation.

“I’m outside. Let me in but don’t let your mom see that I’m here.”

He walked out of his room and downstairs quietly, taking care to watch for his mom as he went. She was in the bathroom, taking a shower, or at least that was what it sounded like.

Jake opened the front door and Katie stepped in through it, grinning and holding her camera in one hand. She pointed up to his room, and Jake turned and led her up, neither of them saying anything until they had made it in and shut the door.

“Alright, let’s get this over with,” said Jake. “What do you want me to do, this time?”

“Simple. Just wait until your mom gets out of the shower, and then ask her if she wants to watch a movie with you?”

Jake looked at her and shook his head.

“How is that going to lead to anything?”

“Are you stupid or something?” Katie was still smiling, but now with more condescension in her expression. “Your family has a couch. When you start watching the movie, bring her over and have her lie down on it with you. And then, well, I’m sure even you can guess what comes next…”

Jake blushed. He felt like he was trapped, with no way out of what he was about to do. He looked at Katie’s camera and thought for a moment about calling the whole thing off.

“Jake? Sweetie? Can you bring me a towel?” The sound of Heather’s voice cut into the room from down the hall, in the upstairs bathroom. Jake froze, and looked over at Katie.

“Do it!” she said. “This… this could be even better!”

Jake stood up slowly.

“Uh, alright mom,” he yelled. “I’ll bring one in for you…”

His lower half was tingling with excitement as he walked into the laundry room and grabbed a fresh towel. Katie had her camera out and was following him with it posed for action, and Jake realized that she was already filming.

Jake stopped for a moment when he reached the bathroom door. It didn’t feel right, opening the bathroom and revealing his beautiful, naked mother for the entire internet. He looked back at Katie and shook his head.

“Just record the sound,” he said. “Don’t actually film into the bathroom.”

“What? No, but-“

“Sweetie, is that you?” Heather’s voice sounded impatient in the bathroom, and after shaking his head one last time at Katie, Jake opened the door and stepped inside.

“Sorry mom, I had trouble finding… one.” Jake felt his words trail off as he looked towards the shower.

Heather was peeking out from behind it. She was doing her best to shield her big breasts and exposed crotch from his view, but there was still more than enough skin on display to instantly turn Jake on. He slowly walked closer to the shower, feeling his cock pushing out tight against his boxers.

“Thank you, honey,” said his mom. “I feel so absent minded, forgetting a towel, of all things.”

She pulled open the curtain and reached out for it, expertly keeping her nipples hidden from view in a fashion that was almost more erotic than total nudity would have been. Jake moved in closer, until his mom’s body was just inches away from his own, and placed the towel in her hand.

“Here you go, mom,” he said. His cock throbbed as he stared at her, and his body felt hot, both from the steam of the shower and from his own burning desire.

“Perfect. Thanks, sweetie.” Heather leaned in and gave him a kiss on the cheek. It took all of Jake’s willpower to keep from grabbing her and pulling her in close to him. In that moment, he didn’t care about anything other than her nudity, her beautiful unclothed body, and how badly he wanted her.

“Hey mom,” said Jake slowly. “Do you… do you want to watch a movie after?”

Heather smiled at him. She shifted her arms, and for one split second Jake thought he was going to see her naked nipples in their full exposed glory. But she was quick, and the towel was wrapped around her body before his eyes could process what was going on.

“Sure!” she replied. “I don’t have anything planned for today. Let’s curl up on the couch, and watch something fun.”

Jake nodded and felt a broad smile creep across his face. He felt a little ashamed of how excited he was, but tried to subdue it as he finally turned from his mother and walked out of the bathroom. This wasn’t his idea, he reminded himself. It was all for the YouTube video.

He walked back into his room with Katie and shut the door. She stared at her camera’s screen for a moment, and then looked up at him.

“This is perfect, we can use it as an intro.” She had a devious look in her eyes, one that made Jake feel a little nervous, and more than a little guilty.

“Look, all I’m going to do is lie on the couch with her,” said Jake. “You can edit it however you want, but I’m not taking things as far as they went last time.”

“Of course, just lie down with her, Jake,” said Katie. “But judging from what I’ve seen with you and her that’s all it will take.”

Jake sighed, and shook his head. He didn’t want to admit it, but his cock was still hard, and only became harder as he thought about what was to come.

“Jake, do you want to pick something out on Netflix?” Heather’s voice came from downstairs. Jake took a deep breath, and then walked towards the hallway, his excitement growing with every step that he took.

“Uh, yeah mom, I’ll pick something out,” he answered.

Katie followed behind him silently, staying low to the ground. She waited until Jake had made it down into the living room and waved back to her, signaling that his mom was looking at the TV, and she could move into position.

Heather was lying on the couch. She only had on a thin nightgown, and as far as Jake could tell, she wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath. She had wrapped a small towel around her hair, and she smiled as he walked over.

“Do you want to squeeze in behind me, sweetie?”

Jake nodded. He really, really did.

He climbed onto the couch and fit himself down into a spot behind his mom. His cock was hard, and as it rubbed up against her butt, a warm, intensely pleasurable sensation began to wave over him. Jake remembered that Katie was filming, and felt a little guilty for being so turned on.

“Are you comfy, honey?” asked his mom. Jake rubbed her shoulder and nodded.

“Oh yeah mom, very comfy,” he said. His cock had shifted so that it was pushed right in between her buttocks, and it throbbed with pleasure. He wondered just how it was that she hadn’t felt it, and did his best to ignore how much it made him feel like a dirty pervert to enjoy the sensation so intensely.

Jake glanced over his left shoulder and saw Katie crouched low on the bottom steps of the stairs. She was filming the two of them with an odd look on her face, as though the sight was confusing for her, and possibly even a little erotic. He caught her eye for a second, and watched as Katie glanced away.

“Well, what do you want to watch, Jake?” His mom was angling the remote in front of his face. Jake turned to grab it and snuck a peek down into his mom’s beautiful cleavage, both of her milky globes looking almost like they had an erotic aura to them.

“Uh, yeah, how about ‘Orange is the New Black’?” Jake wasn’t really listening to himself talk. He clicked through the Netflix browser in a trance, his attention totally focused on his mom’s soft, sexy body pushed up against him. Every breath she took caused her body to shift slightly, sending waves of pleasure reverberating through him.

Jake clicked the show on, and then dropped the remote on the side table and settled into his spot next to his mom. The intro began to play, and it was almost as though the lights had dimmed in a movie theater. He was acting the part of the horny teenager, eager to feel up his date and push things as far as they would go.

“Jake? What are you doing?” asked Heather. He had begun to move slightly, rubbing his achingly hard cock against his mom’s butt, and sliding his hands up her waist.

“Oh, uh, I’m just…” Jake felt his hips taking over, pushing him against her harder, and faster. “Just trying to get more comfortable, mom.”

“It is a pretty tight fit, here on the couch,” whispered his mom. “I… I think I need to get more comfortable, too.”

Jake felt his mom shift underneath him. She moved up towards the end of the couch, just far enough so that his cock slid in between her thighs. Her legs clamped together, sandwiching Jake’s cock in between her luscious legs, and giving him a taste of the outskirts of paradise.

“Is that better for you, sweetie?” Heather turned her face back to him and whispered the words gently, as though she fully understood what was going on, but didn’t want to openly acknowledge it. Her cheeks were red, and her body felt hot against his.

“Oh yeah mom, that’s so much better,” said Jake. “I can hug you tight like this…”

He was ashamed, but it felt like his body had been taken over by a demon that was bent on only one thing. His hands slipped up his mom’s stomach and came to a rest right below her big breasts, cupping them on the soft bottom edge. He pushed his crotch forward against her rhythmically, letting his cock slide against her legs and essentially be jerked off by her thighs.

A sound came from behind them, from the direction of the stairs. Jake looked over his shoulder and saw that Katie had crept a little closer. She was staring into the screen of the camera, and her pretty mouth was hanging wide open. On top of that, Jake noticed that she was rubbing her crotch with her free hand, openly touching herself to the erotic scene she was witnessing in front of her.

Jake began to hump his mom harder and faster, doing little to make it seem like anything except what it was. He was dry fucking her, and it felt amazing. His mom’s body was so soft and hot, and his cock craved more of her. He let one of his hands grope her breasts openly, and heard his mom let out a little gasp as the other one pulled up her gown and then slipped down his pants, allowing his hard member to touch her naked skin.

Jake realized that he was going to fuck her. He was going to fuck his own mom, and something about the reality of it was too hot to turn away from, even with all his willpower and the knowledge of Katie filming the two of them. His mom apparently realized it too, and suddenly turned around on the couch so that she was facing him.

“Jake, sweetie…” She looked at him, and then started to look up, over his shoulder.

Jake leaned in and kissed her, stopping her from seeing Katie and exposing the truth of what was going on. His cock pushed against his mother’s soft folds, and he felt the wetness waiting for him. His mom let out a moan, and then did something unexpected.

Heather reached her hand down and wrapped her fingers around her son’s cock. She looked at him with a strange mixture of emotion in her eyes, everything from embarrassment, to confusion, to arousal.

“Honey, you can’t,” whispered Heather. “Mommy is off limits.”

Jake realized that she was just shifting his dick away, moving it carefully, as though it were heat seeking missile on target to her hot, horny cunt. Jake felt his cheeks begin to heat up as he stared at his mom, and really began to understand just how wrong what he was about to do had been.

“Mom, I, oh…” Jake was still focused on the sensations flooding his body. His mom was slowly moving her hand up and down his shaft, and whether she realized it or not, she was giving him a hand job. Jake grabbed her breasts and leaned in to kiss her again, and Heather continued jerking him off.

“Honey, we should just watch the show.” Heather was pumping his cock up and down even faster. Her face was bright red, and Jake realized that he’d never seen her so embarrassed in his life. He felt the same way, but his intense need to cum felt like it outweighed anything else.

“We… we are watching the show,” whispered Jake. “Oh yeah, mom… oh, god.”

“I, I have to stop!” Heather pulled her hand away, and Jake felt cold disappointment hit him like a brick wall. He couldn’t help himself, and reached down and began jerking his own cock.

“Mom, I, I…” He didn’t know what to say. His body was on autopilot, and before he understood what was happening, he had pushed closer against his mother.

“Jake, oh sweetie!” His mom had never looked so sexy and erotic to him, not in his entire life. He was on top of her, pushing his cock in between her legs, pushing it closer, and closer…

Jake heard a noise from behind them, and glanced back to see that Katie had set the camera down. She was seated on the stairs, her legs spread wide and her hand down her pants. A horny look was on her face, and she was biting her lower lip as she rubbed herself off.

“Mom!” Jake pushed forward, through his mom’s tightly squeezed thighs, and felt the head of his cock enter her wet, warm pussy. Heather had the look of a deer caught in the headlights on her face, but her expression quickly shifted to one of a horny woman, a horny cougar that was eager to be fucked, regardless of by who.

“Oh god!” His mom wrapped her arms and legs around him, inadvertently pulling him closer, and letting Jake push his cock deeper inside of her. It felt mind numbingly good, and his entire body felt like it was about to explode from the sensation.

“Mom! I… I can’t stop!” He felt ashamed, and embarrassed, but his cock was the one in control. Jake’s hips began to move, slowly and steadily, and he pumped his cock into the woman that had raised him and taken care of him for his entire life.

“Jake…” moaned Heather. “You… you’re so big, now.”

She kissed him on the cheek, and then on the forehead. They were the same kisses that she had given him as a kid, and the strangeness of her kissing him like that in the midst of the illicit sex only made everything feel much hotter, and much more forbidden.

“Mom… I’m all grown up!” Jake began slamming his cock into his mom. The sound of their bodies slapping together was rhythmic, almost like the beat of a drum, slowly speeding up.

He pulled down her gown and exposed his mom’s big, perfect breasts. Jake’s hands automatically began to knead them, and he sucked on one of her nipples without a care in the world. Heather ran her hands through her son’s hair and tightened the grip of her legs around him, as though she was hugging him after he’d been away from home for a very long time.

Jake heard moans from behind them. He knew what it was without even looking. Katie was getting off to the scene. She was getting off on watching him fuck his mom. They were all getting off, and this had been her plan from the very start.

“Jake, oh god, honey!” Heather was moaning, and began to shiver. She shut her eyes tight and looked away, almost as though the idea of her own son causing her to climax was too much for her to bear.

Jake thrust into his mom as deeply as his cock would go, feeling her tight cunt contracting against him, and sucking him in deeper. He couldn’t stop himself now. It didn’t matter how much energy he had, or if they were being filmed, or what would happen afterwards. Jake couldn’t stop, not without having unloaded inside of her, the woman who was so close to him, and yet so forbidden.

He slammed his cock into her at top speed a couple more times, and then felt his cock reach its limit. He began to cum, spraying a white hot load of sticky seed deep into his mom’s pussy, and pushing the full length of his dick into her, so that all of it went as far back into her as it would go. The pleasure of it was overwhelming, intense, and mixed with terribly strong emotions.

Everyone in the room was breathing heavily. Jake slowly regained awareness of what was going on, what was really going on. He looked back over at Katie, who was fixing her shirt and blushing fiercely. He waved his hand to her, shooing her back upstairs, and she slinked off into hiding.

“We can’t tell your father about this,” said his mom. “Oh god, we can’t tell anyone about this!”

“I know mom, I know,” said Jake. “We’ll just, we’ll pretend like it never happened.”

Their bodies were still against each other, half naked, as though contradicting the very idea that they could put the incident out of their minds and move on. Heather shook her head and rolled off the couch, straightening out her night gown and folding her arms.

“I… I’m going to clean the kitchen,” said Heather.

“Okay mom,” he replied. “I’ll be upstairs.”

Jake hurried up to his room. Katie was sitting on his bed when he got there, with a look on her face that was just as conflicted as Jake felt. The camera was sitting next to her.

“Jake,” she said. “I’m not going to put this online.”

“Thanks…” He’d almost forgotten the plan that the two of them had agreed to in the first place.

“But Jake, I…” Katie blushed, and pushed a strain of hair out of her face, as though she was having trouble getting the words out. “I want to see you guys… do it again…”

Jake stared at her.

“What?”

Katie stood up, and walked over to him, close enough that she could whisper and still be heard.

“I won’t post the video online, Jake, but only if you, well, if you fuck your mom again. And… you have to let me watch.”

END
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CHAPTER 1

“Oh yeah, baby! Just like that!”

The woman on Jeremy’s computer screen was getting pounded. A large and muscular man was on top of her, thrusting in and out. Jeremy had his hand wrapped around his hard cock and was stroking it to the scene, slowly building in intensity.

He had been aching for release all weekend. As a senior in high school, the first week back had presented him with some hard problems. It wasn’t the students that worked up his hormones, but some of his older female teachers, who seemed to perfectly embody the class and appeal of confident, sexy older women.

The porn video he was watching reflected this preference. The actress on the screen was in her mid-thirties, with nice breasts and a nice body. She could handle herself between the sheets, and Jeremy found himself working his cock even harder as she moaned and writhed underneath the male lead’s onslaught.

“Jeremy, can you do me a favor?” called his step-mom, Stephanie, from the hallway.

Jeremy groaned, and quickly paused and minimized his video. His step-mom always seemed to have the worst timing, especially since it started to be just the two of them around the house. Jeremy’s dad was the captain of a fishing boat, and would often be at sea for weeks at a time.

“What is it, mom?” he asked, hoping that she wouldn’t come in.

As if on a contradictory time cue, Stephanie slid open the door and walked into his room. He didn’t even get a second to cover himself up, and felt his cheeks begin to heat up as his mother set her eyes on his fully erect member.

“Oh…I didn’t realize that you were…” Stephanie began to speak, almost in a daze.

Jeremy’s mom was an attractive woman, with a nice face, trim waist with curvy hips, and large, incredibly well formed breasts. She was standing in his door way still wearing her night robe, which she had only loosely tied and covered just down to the middle of her thighs.

“Sorry mom!” he cried. “I was…uh, just…”

For some reason, looking at her seemed to make his cock pulse with excitement. Her eyes were locked on his hand, which was wrapped around his thick, fleshy tool. She licked her lips slightly, and all Jeremy could do was watch and think about how soft her mouth must be on the inside.

“I just wanted to ask you if you wouldn’t mind raking the leaves,” she said. “Please, sweetie, it would be a big favor to me.”

Jeremy felt himself becoming incredibly embarrassed, but also strangely aroused at the same time. His mom hadn’t said anything about his situation, about how he was literally in the middle of masturbating. Just what did that mean?

“Of course mom, I don’t mind,” he replied, his hand beginning to slide up and down his hard rock as if in defiance of his mom’s parental gaze. “I know just how hard of a job it can be for you sometimes.”

“Thank you honey,” said Stephanie. She smiled at him, and then uncrossed her arms. The movement caused her robe to billow open slightly, and Jeremy could just barely make out the edge of one of her perfect, pink nipples.

“I’ll find a way to reward you, if you do a good job,” said Stephanie. She punctuated her words by first leaning forward, flashing even more of her tits to her son, and then pulling up the bottom hem of her robe and giving him a look at her panties.

“Thanks mom, I can’t wait to get it,” he said. “I’ll do a good job, and then come to you. For the reward.”

He was blatantly stroking his cock now, almost up to the speed he had been going at for the video. Stephanie just stood there, watching her son with a very conflicted look on her face.

“You are a good boy,” said Stephanie. “I’ll make sure your reward is something you’ll enjoy.”

“Oh yeah mom, I’m glad,” he said.

Stephanie was also growing bolder. She had stepped closer to him, and completely untied her robe. It swung open freely, giving him an almost complete view of her tits. The situation quickly began to boil over for Jeremy, and he felt the cum begin to build in his balls.

“Don’t stop,” said Stephanie. “I mean, if you’re doing something on the computer, you don’t have to stop and rake the leaves right away. You can keep going.”

“Okay mom,” he said. “Don’t worry, I don’t think this should take long….Oh, oh yeah!”

His cock began to explode out cum. He had turned his chair to face his mom when she first came in, and as a result, his seed splattered towards her, almost as if blown by the wind. The first stream landed on his mom’s bare leg, but the others fell short. Stephanie seemed to snap back to reality and gave him a look that was a mixture of horror and confusion.

“I…I have to get ready for my class later,” she said, quickly turning and leaving his room. “Just take care of the yard honey!”

The speed at which his mom left his room made Jeremy feel deeply ashamed and guilty. He had taken it too far, and was a little surprised at himself. It was almost like he had completely lost control. Something about seeing his mom in a sexual light was more alluring than any of the porn videos he watched.

Jeremy closed the door to his room and took a moment to think.


CHAPTER 2

Jeremy spent a couple of minutes in his room, collecting his thoughts, before he finally went downstairs. His mom was nowhere to be seen, and he was thankful for that. The guilt over what had just happened was weighing down on him.

He typically was a well behaved teenager. Jeremy had never acted out much before. He was focused for his age, and got good grades in high school. He had already been accepted to a nice college and was counting on some scholarships to ease his financial burden for the next year.

In the end, he decided that the best thing he could do to smooth things out with his mom was to fulfill her request and take care of the yard. He headed outside and grabbed a rake out of the garage. Leaves had carpeted the grass all along the trees that bordered their property, and Jeremy got straight to work.

Things had always been rather tense between Jeremy and his step mom. She had married his dad at a young age, and was essentially the only mom he had ever known. However, the fact that she was much younger than his father at only 33, and the fact that she was a very liberal and open minded woman, seemed to compound and make it difficult for Jeremy to respect her as the motherly parental figure that she was to him.

He focused his mind on the task at hand, trying to flush out any intruding thoughts related to what had just happened. It seemed so bizarre to him. Why hadn’t Stephanie looked away? He had been so bold and reckless with it, figuring that it would have scared it off, but in the end it was almost like…she had enjoyed it.

There had been a couple of times when things had seemed a little strange between the two of them since Jeremy’s father had left. Stephanie had a bad habit of dressing very suggestively, both around the house and out on the town. Jeremy sometimes wondered just why it was that she felt the need to show off, even when her husband wasn’t present.

Stephanie was a yoga teacher, and she taught at least one class every day of the week. This often forced her into wearing tight yoga pants and work out shirts around the house, which as much as Jeremy hated to admit, looked incredible on her. He felt as though his wandering eyes were in part, due to that.

Jeremy shook his head and tried to bring his attention back to the raking. There were a ton of leaves, and he was only getting started on the side of the house. He focused on moving them to a central pile, remembering the falls of his youth when Stephanie had raked them for him, and he had jumped in, splashing the pile about as a carefree kid.

He looked up and towards the house, and almost had to do a double take. The windows on the side he was facing mostly provided mundane views of the kitchen and living room, but there was one that showcased the bathroom, typically curtained, that was open and visible to him.

Stephanie had just stepped out of the shower. Water was running down her body, and dripping off her hair and her breasts to the ground. She reached for a towel hanging off the wall and began to dry herself, every movement seeming to shake her body in a way that made the action seem provocative and illicit.

Jeremy couldn’t help but stare. He kept moving the rake, almost in a façade of plausible deniability. A cover story if his mom happened to look out the window and catch him spying on her like a pervert.

She turned towards the full length bathroom mirror, which, luckily, was perpendicular to the window. The towel was set aside, and Stephanie began cupping her breasts and turning to get a better angle, sizing up her own sex appeal without the slightest inkling to the fact that her son was doing the very same thing.

Jeremy’s hand shifted from the hard, wooden shaft of the rake, to his own hard shaft. He couldn’t help it. The same feelings that had overwhelmed and possessed him earlier that morning were striking again, in full force. He was lusting for his own mother, and though he knew that it was wrong and deviant, it was too powerful of an urge for him to resist.

Stephanie twisted in front of the mirror and lifted up one of her legs. Jeremy noticed that his mom had a small, well maintained triangle of pubic hair, unlike many of the porn starlets that he had wasted so much of his own time and seed watching on the computer screen.

She began to rub at her womanhood, leaning back against an open wall of the bathroom. Her eyes were closed, which was lucky for Jeremy. He had pulled his own cock out, right there on the lawn, and was stroking it to the sight of her.

It was hard for him to resist. The idea popped into his head that he should go inside, and “accidently” stumble into the bathroom. It seemed to flimsy to stand on. As much as the thrill of seeing his mom as a sexual creature was beginning to influence him, there was still a voice in his head deriding his urges.

He did give in to the te3mptation to get a better view, however. Jeremy walked closer to the house, crouching directly outside the window. From his new angle, he was even better hidden, and though there was a window in between them, he was only feet away from his naked, masturbating mom.

The hand around his cock began to pump faster. Jeremy couldn’t hear anything through the window, but he was relatively sure that his mom was moaning with pleasure. He wanted to feel her, rub her tits, slide a finger inside her, and be there. He wanted to take his mom, but for now all her could do was jerk his cock to the sight of her.

After a couple of minutes, his mom began to orgasm, leaning forward and breathing heavy. Jeremy’s didn’t take long to arrive afterwards. He tried to rush it, seeing that his mom was grabbing her towel again and wrapping it around herself, but didn’t manage to ejaculate until after she was covered up and leaving the bathroom.

He breathed heavy for a moment, the reality of how sick what he had just done was settling on him. Then, he quickly tucked his tool away and picked up the rake. Regardless of anything, his mom had asked him to clean up the lawn, and he was still obligated to make her proud.


CHAPTER 3

“Alright honey, I’m leaving for my class.”

The sound of Stephanie’s voice pulled Jeremy out of his work. She was wearing her yoga attire and was headed for the car. Jeremy felt his eyes looking her up and down. Somehow, in this outfit, she seemed even more compelling.

“Can I come with?” asked Jeremy. “I feel like after all this raking, my body could use it.”

Stephanie smiled at him.

“How about we make a free yoga class your reward for finishing raking leaves?” she said. “I have to get to the gym a little early to set up, just meet up with me once you’re done, okay?”

Jeremy nodded, and passed the rake from one hand to another.

“Alright mom,” he said. “I’m looking forward to it.”

“Awesome! I’ll let the people at the front desk know to let you in for free.”

It didn’t take Jeremy long to finish raking after that. The idea of being at his mom’s yoga classes had always been strangely exciting to him, but he had never summoned up the courage to actually tag along for one before.

He changed into a pair of baggy sweatpants along with a t-shirt, and then got into his car and drove to the gym, which was only a few minutes away. As promised, the girl sitting at the front desk let him in for free.

Stephanie’s class was in a room towards the back of the facility. When Jeremy walked in, he was almost overwhelmed by the feminine energy in the room. Eight women, most of them attractive, were sitting quietly on yoga mats. His mom was at the front of the room, and waved to him.

“Hey,” he said, feeling a little silly for breaking the silence. “I uh, don’t have a yoga mat.”

“There are some extra ones in the storage closet near the mirror,” said his mom. Somehow, she sounded much more authoritative and relaxed than she usually did.

Jeremy found one of the spare mats and spread it out on a clear spot on the floor. There was a thin, attractive blond woman to his right, and a slightly plump but incredibly busty woman to his left. He felt his cock tingle in excitement when he began to think about how much eye candy would be provided.

“Thank you all for coming,” said Stephanie, drawing everyone’s attention to the front of the room. “We will start off by just controlling our breathing.”

All of the women in the room began to take deep, measure breaths. Jeremy followed along, feeling his lungs expanding and pulling in air.

“Alright, now just lean forward, and let your hands drop down to the mat,” his mom said. “Let all the stress and emotional pain you carry drop with it, and flow down into the floor.”

Jeremy leaned forward. He couldn’t resist sneaking a peak at the skinny woman, who was just enough in front of him for her butt to be visible. It was small, but toned and nicely accentuated by her tight pants.

“That’s good,” said Stephanie. “I’m going to dim the lights, and we’ll move forward with the practice.”

The lights were on a toggle, and his mom lowered them down enough to set the appropriate mood in the room. She walked back towards the front of the room, her breasts bouncing slightly with every step. She wasn’t wearing a bra, Jeremy realized.

“From here, we will shift into downward facing dog,” said Stephanie. “Allow your hands to make contact with the ground and walk your feet back, pushing your heels down into the floor and elongating the back of your legs and spine.”

Jeremy followed her instructions the best that he could. His form was still terrible, however, and after a moment his mom came over.

“Like this,” she said, placing one of her hands on his leg. An electric thrill seemed to shoot through him. Stephanie helped shift his posture, and then let her fingers glide up on the inside of his thigh, coming very close to his cock. Jeremy felt it begin to harden in his pants, and realized that it would be incredibly awkward to pop a boner in a yoga class.

His mom walked back towards the front of the room, and joined them in the position.

“Next, we are going to drop our chest down, arching close to the ground, and then pull back up into our downward facing dog,” she said. The movement she demonstrated involved her swooping down, and the low cut work out shirt she was wearing was ill equipped for it. Her breasts pushed outward, showing off her cleavage as her beautiful boobs threatened to pop right out.

Jeremy copied the movement in time with her, as did the rest of the class. The plump woman at his side was breathing heavy, and let out a small moan as she dropped down. Her body was actually quite nice, and he imagined how soft it would feel to touch, and rub up against.

He tried to push the thoughts out of his mind as he began to get more and more excited. It was almost impossible, however, and soon enough, his cock was rock hard. He just couldn’t calm it down. Everywhere he looked there was something else to tease his eyes.

“Now we are going to turn to the side for a plank,” said his mom. “Allow your shoulders and legs to stay aligned, and lift one of your arms up into the air, if you can.”

Jeremy did his best to hold the position, but quickly found himself beginning to shake and lose his balance. His mom tiptoed over, not disturbing the silence of the class with her movements. It was dark in the room, and she bent down low towards him and whispered in his ear.

“Like this,” she said, moving her arm across his body. Her hand clipped his hard cock as she did, and Jeremy thought he caught her smiling out of the corner of his eye.

His mom fixed his posture, and then did something else. Her hand roamed down, across his chest, across his stomach, until finally, it wrapped around his hard cock through the fabric of his sweat pants. Jeremy gasped when he felt his mom make contact.

“You have to focus on your breathing for this one,” she whispered. Stephanie began to jerk his dick off, slowly and quietly. The room was just dim enough that the other students couldn’t make out what his mom was doing, or at least that was what he hoped.

Her breath was hot against his neck, and he felt his cock pulsing with pent up sexual energy. Stephanie was calm and gentle about it, rubbing his engorged member in a deliberate way that made it seem even more illicit. Jeremy followed her advice and focused on his breathing, the sensation shooting up from his crotch being almost overwhelmingly pleasurable.

Something about the atmosphere and nature of the class made it seem okay. This was his mom, doing a very bad, dirty thing to him, but here, it was okay. She was just releasing his tension. His cock quivered in her hand, and Stephanie increased her pace.

Jeremy felt the pressure build, and his cock exploded into his pants, launching out his load at his mother’s command. It was just in a nick of time, too. Some of the other students had dropped out of the pose and turned their attention towards them.

Stephanie rubbed his chest one final time, and then moved back towards the front of the room.

“Next, we will shift into a standing position, chair pose,” she said.


CHAPTER 4

The rest of the yoga class was mostly a cool down, and Jeremy was glad for it. He went through the movements as calmly as he could, burning up on the inside with conflict over what had just happened. The group ended by lying down on the floor as Stephanie walked all of them through a relaxation exercise. Finally, everyone sat up, and Stephanie smiled at them.

“May all of you have a week full of positive energy,” she said. “Namaste.” She brought her hands together and bowed slightly towards them.

“Namaste,” the class replied.

Jeremy quickly rolled up his yoga mat and made a beeline for the door. His face has hot with embarrassment, and all he could think about doing was getting out of there.

He had a change of clothes in his bag, and after noticing the stain on the side of his leg, he decided to swing by the locker room and take a shower. It was empty inside, which was normal for a weekday afternoon.

The showering area was open, without any curtains or dividers to separate one showerhead from the next. Jeremy picked one close to the door and stripped out of his clothes, turning the water on and stepping under it.

After playing around with the temperature knobs for a little bit, he managed to get it set to a decent level. It was much hotter than he usually would set his showers too, but he felt like he needed it. His cock was still sticky from the blast he had pumped out before, and the water seemed to wash away his sin.

It wasn’t his sin though, he reminded himself. His mother had engaged him. It was her hand that had made him cum, and though part of him had been yearning for it, and loved the feel of her touch, it still felt wrong.

She was his mom. There was a certain trust that Jeremy had in her that was almost sacred, and it seemed as though Stephanie was being almost flippant with it. She was taking advantage of it when it served her, and disregarding it whenever she got an urge that ran contrary.

Thinking about just how crazy the day had been began to excite him. It was strange, as much as his mind wanted to distance himself from the powerful , illicit lust he was feeling, his cock seemed to thrive off it. His member began to lengthen and harden as he remembered the electrifying feel of his mother’s hand wrapped around it.

“Jeremy?” he heard a familiar voice call. “Is it just you in here?”

He turned towards the door, his cock now fully erect and ready. Stephanie was standing at the edge of the shower, wrapped in a tiny towel that seemed like it only just barely managed to make it all the way around her body. There was an open slit on the side where he could clearly see her part of her naked butt, and her tits were threatening to pop the fold out of the fabric.

“Mom, what are you doing?” he asked her. His cock was almost trembling with anticipation as he watched her standing in the locker room.

“The women’s shower is full,” she said. “Do you mind if I take a quick one in here?”

There were two voices screaming inside Jeremy’s head at once, but only one of them managed to be heard in the end.

“No, that’s fine,” he said. “Come on in.”

His mother smiled at him, and then slowly pulled the towel off her body. Jeremy had seen her naked before, but it had been through a window, not up close. His mom’s tits were absolutely perfect, and he couldn’t help his cock from growing even harder at the sight of them and her curvy hips.

“Thanks,” she said. “I hope you enjoyed the yoga class.”

Stephanie stepped into the shower and closer to Jeremy. He felt his legs moving towards her, almost involuntarily.

“I did mom,” he said. “I enjoyed it a lot.”

“I’m really glad you came,” she said.

The two of them were only inches apart now. Stephanie had stepped under the same shower stream as him, and steam rose up from her body as the hot water rained down on her.

“I’m glad I came too, mom,” said Jeremy.

As if a starting pistol had gone off, the two of them were suddenly against each other. Jeremy was kissing his mother’s lips passionately, his tongue flicking into her mouth and his arms wrapped around her. Stephanie was pushing her hips against her son, seemingly desperate to feel him inside her.

“Oh god!” she cried. “Jeremy, I need you, please…”

He pushed her up against the wall of the shower roughly. His mom grabbed him by the cock and pulled him forward, rubbing the head of it against her folds. Jeremy grabbed his mom’s legs and lifted her up, getting into position.

“Mom,” he said. “How is this…are we really going to?”

“Just do it, Jeremy!” she cried. “Please, fuck your mommy.”

Her answer was almost like an aphrodisiac to him. He lowered her body down, impaling his mother on his long, thick rod. She moaned and ran her hands through his hair, and he began to rock his hips into her.

The water was still raining down on them, and it made the situation feel even hotter. Jeremy felt as though he was hugging his mom, but in a new way. He had memories of the two of them cuddling on the couch or in bed from in his youth, and this felt almost like that, but deeper, and closer.

Stephanie was crying out in ecstasy, sounding almost like a possessed woman. She had both of her hands on Jeremy’s shoulders and would push in whichever way allowed her to get deeper on his cock.

Her cunt felt amazing to Jeremy. It wrapped around his dick much more tightly than he would have expected. She was wet and ready, and her juices served as the perfect lube for his member.

“Fuck me hard, Jeremy,” Stephanie whispered into his ear. “Please fuck mommy, and cum inside her.”

Jeremy felt incredibly guilty, and tormented, as though he had crossed over into forbidden territory. But there was no going back now. He was going to do just what his mother asked. He was going to do it so well that he would make her proud.

He began ramming his hips into his mom as hard as they would go. With every back stroke, his cock would almost leave her pussy, and a small gap would form between Stephanie’s back and the wall. And then when he pushed forward, she would be slammed back, and his dick would delve deep into her, and he would feel her all the way up to the very base of his shaft.

Soon enough, his mom began screaming louder as a powerful orgasm began to wrack her body. She almost collapsed on top of him, her body going weak as the pleasure overtook her. But Jeremy wasn’t done, just yet.

He kept pumping, moving at his own rhythm now. This was him doing it. Before, his mom had been teasing him, or exposing herself, or just plain taking advantage of his teenage hormones. But this was fully under his control. He was fucking his mom, and he was doing it because he wanted to, and because he loved her, and because he just couldn’t control his own sexually urges.

His cock began to tense up, and he pushed deep inside his mother’s cunt one final time. He began to explode, and his cum shot deep inside his mother’s cunt. Every blast seemed to be more pleasurable than the last, and he was aware that the final boundary had been crossed.

Jeremy lowered her down to the floor of the shower, and for a moment the two of them just let the hot water of the shower rain down on them. Finally, Stephanie looked up at him and smiled.

“Do you want to come to class again next week?”

END
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CHAPTER 1

It was cold in the house when Jeff woke up, far colder than it should have been. Of course, that was going by the old standards, the standards he had developed back when the bills were paid on time, and there was still an abundance of money under the roof.

Jeff was a senior in high school, and he lived with his step mom, Madison. The two of them had been supported by Jeff’s dad, Bill, but when he was laid off from his well-paying factory job, all of that had collapsed like a poorly constructed tent.

Bill had taken off to the Midwest, hoping to find a job working in the oil shale, or at a factory that had managed to weather the recession. That left Jeff and Madison mostly alone to fend for themselves, which meant doing everything they could to scrape together enough cash to get by.

“Honey, are you up?” asked his mom. Jeff opened his eyes and saw her standing in the doorway to his room, wearing a tiny night gown. If he hadn’t already felt the cold, one look at her would have revealed it to him, with her hard nipples pushing out against the thin fabric of her gown.

“Yeah, I’m up,” he said. “So how long before we lose the electricity, too?”

“I’m so sorry honey,” said Madison. “Your father is going to figure something out. Until then, we just have to hold tight.”

Jeff climbed out of bed, feeling as though the cold was sucking all of the heat right out of him. It didn’t help that he was only wearing a pair of boxer briefs, which didn’t do much to conceal the hard branch of morning wood he was supporting.

Madison didn’t seem to notice, or at least pretended not to. She walked over to her son and wrapped her arms around him, pulling him into an embrace.

“I love you, honey,” she said. “We’ll get through this. We just need to watch out for each other.”

She felt so warm against his chest, and so soft. It was hard for Jeff to ignore just how good the sensation of having his hard cock pressed against her stomach was.

“I know we will mom, I’m not worried,” he said. “And I’m glad that you decided to stick around instead of following after dad.”

“Just because your 18 doesn’t mean you’re all grown up,” said Madison, ruffling his hair. “Besides, I was more than happy to stay behind and look after my sweet boy.”

Madison was a gorgeous woman, with medium sized breasts and a figure that was curvy in the sexiest of ways. It had been hard for Jeff to accept the fact that she was his step mom for a while, but over the years, he had come to love her.

The two of them continued to hug each other, and Jeff tried not to think about how sexually charged the embrace was. It felt good to have her against him, in a way that overstepped the bounds between mother and son. He tried to push the nasty thoughts out of his head, admonishing himself for letting them in.

“Okay, I should head downstairs and make breakfast,” said Madison. “It’s just going to be cereal this morning, but I still want to set you up with something.”

“Mom, it’s fine, I love cereal,“ he said.

The two of them continued to hug. Jeff began, almost unconsciously, to rub his package against her. It felt so incredibly good, and after a second or two of it he realized that he was on the brink of cumming.

“I love you, honey,” said Madison. She finally broke away from him and turned and headed out of his room.

Jeff took his time getting dressed. For a minute, he considered sitting down at his computer and taking care of his erection, but threw the idea out as being too perverse to do with his mom in the house. He ended up just throwing on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt, and then breathing steadily until his lower half had relaxed.

His mom was on the phone when he made his way downstairs, and he could tell just from her tone of voice that it wasn’t good.

“It’s the middle of winter, how can you ask us to leave?” she said, pacing around the kitchen. “We will have the money in a couple of days, just give us more time!”

Jeff sat down at the dining room table. He felt powerless, just listening to one side of the conversation.

“You’re a cruel bastard, you know that Frankie?” Madison slammed the phone down, and set her hands on her hips. “Oh, I’m sorry sweetie. Everything has come apart…we didn’t pay rent this month, and the landlord…he’s threatening to evict us.”

“Mom, it’s okay, let me call him and talk to him,” said Jeff.

Jeff’s conversation with the landlord went even worse. He ended up arguing with the man from several minutes, until the ultimatum was finally issued: either they pay up by the end of the day, or pack their stuff up and leave. He set his phone down, discouraged and angry.

“Mom, we have to go, I think,” he said. “If we wait the weather could get even worse.”

They had only lived in their current apartment for about 9 months, ever since moving into it as a cheaper alternative to their old one. Luckily, this meant that there wasn’t an overwhelming amount of collected household items to move, at least not too the degree that they couldn’t get it out in one day.

“I know sweetie, I know,” said his mom. “Don’t worry, we’ll drive to your Aunt Debra’s and stay there for a little while.”

“Doesn’t she live in Seattle, mom?” asked Jeff.

“We’ll make it sweetie,” she said. “And we’ll rent a storage unit in town and put everything we can’t take with us away in it.”

“Alright mom,” he said. “We’ll make it work.”

It took the two of them less time than expected to pack the first load into the car. There was an outdoor storage lot on the other side of town, and slowly but surely, they loaded most of their stuff into it. Jeff found himself being thankful of the fact that his mom drove a minivan for the first time in his life.

The last load was clothes, blankets, and bedding. As they were unpacking it, Madison grabbed a couple of heavier blankets and some cushions and set them off to the side inside the van.

“Are those going in too?” asked Jeff.

“No honey, we’re going to need some of this stuff for the trip,” she said. “Jeff…we might not always have the money to stay in a hotel.”

Jeff felt a little strange thinking about what that meant. The two of them would be sharing the floor of the minivan, in the cold of winter. It was hard for him to imagine how they would even manage to stay warm under the circumstances.

“If that’s what we have to do, then that’s what we have to do,” he said. “I’m not worried mom, as long as we’re together we’ll be fine.”

“That’s right honey,” said his mom softly. “That’s right.”

They finished by the mid-afternoon. Madison had packed a bunch of what was left in the refrigerator into a lunch for them, but neither of them were hungry, and decided to eat it later. All they had with them were some basic electronics, blankets, and other things that they’d need on the trip. The apartment was empty, and as they looked at it from the outside, Jeff somehow knew that it would be the last time he’d see it.

“Let’s get going, honey,” said his mom. “We have a lot of ground to cover.”


CHAPTER 2

The start of the trip was no different from many other drives that Jeff had gone on with his mother. They talked about the weather, and his dad, and listened to the radio. It wasn’t until they stopped for gas on their way to the next town over that Jeff really began to think about their situation.

“We’re going to have to budget this very carefully,” said his mom. “We’ll only have enough for gas, food, and maybe one night at a motel.”

Jeff nodded.

“I’m fine with that mom, but we’re cutting it a little close, don’t you think?” he asked. “Is there any way we could get dad to send us some funds? Or something?”

Madison slowly shook her head.

“It’s just not going to happen. Your father has nothing, and is struggling just as much if not more than we will be.” She gave him a forced smile.

“Alright,” said Jeff. “I’m sure we’ll find a way to manage.”

They munched on the lunch that Madison had prepared as they continued on. The first part of the trip was a couple of hours of interstate driving, and the two of them took turns. Jeff felt like he was leaving more than just his hometown. It felt like he was leaving his old life behind, and would be heading off into a new situation, totally different from anything he could predict.

He was glad that Madison was there. Even though the relationship between the two of them sometimes felt strange and tense to Jeff, having her along with him made it a lot easier to keep going. She was his mom, and she was looking out for him, even though things looked bleak.

“Do you want me to take over?” Jeff asked her. His mom had been behind the wheel for the last 90 minutes, and she seemed to be in a world of her own.

“Oh, what?” she said. “Oh, no that’s okay sweetie, I have it covered. Thanks, though.”

She reached her hand over and rubbed Jeff’s thigh. It was an action that excited him much more than it should have, and he had to work to keep calm and contained.

“You know, I used to go to the drive in when I was a teenager in a van like this,” she said.

It was hard for Jeff to listen to her. All of his attention was focused on his mom’s warm hand, and the tiny amount of distance in between the edge of her fingers and his hardening cock.

“Oh yeah? How was that?” he asked her.

“You’re a teenage boy, you must know what I’m talking about,” said Madison. Her hand went up and down along his inner thigh, driving Jeff wild with frustration.

“No mom, you’ll have to tell me,” he said. “I have no idea.”

“Well, when young men and young women end up in an enclosed space like that, in the dark…” Her fingers seemed to pull even closer to Jeff’s package as her words trailed off. “Things can happen. I had so many different boys all try to make the moves on me like that, it was unbelievable.”

“And did any of them ever succeed?” asked Jeff.

His mom glanced toward him quickly, her face blushing bright red.

“That’s, that’s not an appropriate question, young man!” she said after a moment. “Cool your jets!”

“I just want to know what happened, mom,” he said. “You’re the one who brought it up. Did any of the boys touch you, or try to do more than that? Did you go along with it?”

“There was one time…” she said, softly. “Oh, I shouldn’t be telling you this.”

Madison’s palm came to rest right on top of Jeff’s cock, as though she was so lost in thought that she’d also lost track of her hand.

“My last boyfriend in high school, let’s just say that me and him really enjoyed one of the drive in movies we saw.”

Her answer caused Jeff’s cock to ache for attention. He tried to force the sick thoughts out of his head, reminding himself that she was his mother, and was and would always be off limits.

“Oh, there’s a rest stop up ahead,” said Madison. “Perfect. I think…I think we might have to spend the night here, sweetie.”

Jeff looked over at his mom and saw that she was serious.

“I’m not opposed to it, but we’re going to have to be careful,” he said. “It’s the late fall, it gets really cold out at night.”

“I know honey, but we’ll find a way to make it work.” She turned on her blinker and pulled her car over into the lead off lain. There were two separate parking lots on either side of the facility, one for passenger cars and one for the larger trucks, trailers, and overnight campers. Madison pulled into the second one and parked.

The sun was setting on the horizon, and for the first time that day, Jeff felt tranquil. It was such a strange reaction to have to the events the two of them had been confronted with, but he looked over at his mom and smiled.

“Alright, I’m going to head inside and head to the bathroom,” she said.

“I’ll come with,” said Jeff.

The two of them got out of the van and headed over to the entrance of the rest stop. It wasn’t until they had made it inside that Jeff realized just how many truckers there were hanging out in the lounge area and around the bathroom. One of them was sipping from a cup of coffee, and whistled as his mom walked by.

“Boy howdy, you are fine looking!” he said. “How about you join me in the cab of my truck for a while?”

“No thanks,” said Madison. She started to walk towards the bathroom, but the truckers burst into laughter, and she turned back towards them.

“How about you take a ride on my pole?” shouted another. “You can suck it clean when you’re done, if you want.”

“Is this your son here?” asked one of them. “Damn, you are a serious milf. I wouldn’t believe that you even had kids if it hadn’t have been for the evidence.”

Jeff’s mom glared at them, an action that somehow made her look much more cute and sexy than she already was.

“For your information, I’m taken,” she said. “This is my boyfriend.”

She turned away from them and walked into the women’s room, leaving Jeff alone with a bunch of truckers staring at him in awe. One of them walked over and clapped him on the back.

“Well done there, youngin’,” he said. “She must be a wild thing in the sack.”

“She’s not-“

“Have her suck you off good tonight for the sake of my thirsty ass,” said one of them. “I bet her lips must feel great wrapped around your cock, god damn they are so fine and juicy.”

Jeff was mortified at the situation, but his cock seemed to be enjoying the mental images the words of the truckers were putting in his head, twitching and hardening as he pictured his mom on her knees, sucking at his tool.

“Ready, sweetie?” He turned, and saw his mom walking towards him. She caught him totally off guard by leaning in and giving him a kiss on the lips. Jeff was totally speechless.

“You boys have a good night, now,” she said to the truckers as the two of them walked back outside.

The second they sat back down in the minivan, Jeff turned towards his mom.

“What was that?” he asked.

“I’m sorry sweetie, it was spur of the moment,” she said. “I was worried about what ideas those guys might get into their heads if they thought I was here unattached.”

Jeff just shook his head.

“You could have told me in advance, or something,” he muttered. Madison just smiled.

“Come on, let’s get the back set up for us to sleep in.”

It didn’t take all the much effort to move everything left in the minivan forward into the front. The back seats collapsed down, creating a sleeping area for them that was about the size of a queen sized bed.

“Perfect,” said his mom. “With some blankets and pillows, this could actually be pretty comfortable.”

“Let’s hope it’s also pretty warm,” said Jeff. He could see his breath on the air, and was more than a little concerned about the possibility of one or both of them ending up with hypothermia before the night was through.

“It will be fine,” said Madison. She had finished laying down the blankets, and after taking off her shoes, she climbed into the minivan. Jeff started to follow her, closing the door behind them, and then stopped in mid-step.

His mom was stripping out of her clothes. Her shirt was already off, giving him a clear view of her bra clad breasts which seemed to be overflowing from the tiny garment. She started wiggling out of her jeans, slowly bringing them down off her and exposing the flesh of her legs.

“What are you doing?” he asked, feeling his cock responding to the scene very differently than how he wanted it to.

“Just trust me, the inside of the bed will be warmer this way,” she said. “Come on, you do it too. We’ll catch colds, otherwise.”

Jeff could tell just from the look on his mom’s face that she wasn’t backing down. He turned as much away from her as the tiny area of the inside of the van would allow, and began to undress.


CHAPTER 3

“Are you comfy, sweetie?”

Jeff was under the covers next to his mom, and comfy would not be the word he would have used to describe his predicament. He could feel his mom’s body heat, and knew that she was close enough for him to touch, if he wanted to.

“Is this really okay, mom?” he asked her. “I could always sit upfront, and let you have the back.”

“Honey, don’t be ridiculous, it’s fine,” she said. “I’m your mother, and you’re my son. There is nothing weird about us sharing a bed for one night.”

The loaded silence that followed seemed to directly contradict her assertion. Jeff sighed, and turned away from her in the bed.

“I’m glad you’re here with me Jeff,” said his mom. She slid closer to him, and cuddled against his back. Jeff, in turn, did his best to act like he didn’t have a raging hard on.

“This is a tough situation mom, I understand,” he said.

“We can get through it together, sweetie,” she said. “By the end of it, I think we’ll be closer together than we ever have been before.”

He didn’t say anything, but he could feel his mom’s hot breath against his neck, and it was driving him wild. Jeff turned back towards her, and looked into her eyes, lit up by a small sliver of fluorescent light from one of the lamp posts above.

There was love in her gaze, and something else. Something that went beyond the usual tender and caring look that he had seen his mom give him hundreds of times before. Their faces began to draw in closer, and Jeff felt his body coursing with electricity.

At the last second, Madison lifted up, and kissed her son chastely on the cheek. She cuddled her head against his chest for a second, and then pushed away.

“I love you, Jeff,” she said.

“I love you too mom,” he replied.

He loved her, and he wanted her. His dick was aching, and the conflict inside him was threatening to tear him apart.

“I’m going to head to the bathroom really quick before bed,” he said to his mom.

“Okay sweetie,” she replied. “Don’t take too long.”

Jeff hopped out of the van and started towards the entrance to the rest stop. He tried to adjust his erection so it wasn’t quite so obvious, expecting to run into one of the truckers again. Instead, he found something very unexpected.

Standing by the woman’s bathroom were two scantily dressed women, with fake breasts and heavy makeup. The eyed him as he walked across the room, and he noticed that they noticed his hard on.

“Hey there, baby face,” said one of them. “Aren’t you a little young to be doing delivery runs?”

“I’m just here with my, uh…girlfriend,” he said. For some reason, the lie from earlier seemed almost like it had taken on a life of his own, and he felt confused by his urge to perpetuate it.

“Really?” said the one on the right, stepping closer to him. “Is she asleep right now?”

“I, uh…”

The woman took her hand, and rubbed it against the lump in his jeans. It felt amazing, and it was exactly what Jeff felt like he needed in the moment.

“Fifty dollars and I’ll take care of you,” the woman said. “Give us a hundred and we both will.”

She pulled the low cut shirt she was wearing and flashed her breasts at Jeff. He looked at them, and strangely, all he could think of was his mother, and her tiny bra, and the fact that she was sleeping in the van at that very moment.

“No thanks,” he said, turning and walking back towards the door.

“Suit yourself,” said the woman. “You don’t know a real woman when you see one.”

Jeff laughed at her last comment. He quickly ran across the parking lot back to the van, still carrying his lust and urges with him. He opened the door to it, and lied back down next to his mom.

The situation boiled over almost immediately. Madison sleepily reached over and tried to wrap her son up into a hug, and Jeff began rubbing his hard on against her. She slowly yawned and opened her eyes, and Jeff couldn’t resist leaning in and kissing her on the lips.

“Jeff, honey, what are you doing?” she whispered. All of the shame and guilt that Jeff had been avoiding facing crashed into him, but he still couldn’t stop himself. He started rubbing his mom’s breast through her bra, and heard her let out a small, confused moan.

“Mom, this is such a tight space,” said Jeff, as he slowly pulled his cock out of his boxers. “I’m just trying to get more comfortable.”

“What?” She lifted up the covers, and gasped as she saw his exposed member. “Jeff…I’m your mom. You’re my son!”

He leaned in and kissed her again, and let his hands undo her bra in back. He pulled it off her roughly and took a look at her perfect breasts, feeling his cock beginning to drip with pre cum.

“Mom, shh,” he said. “It will be our little secret for tonight.”

He leaned her back down onto the floor, and Madison didn’t stop him. Jeff began grinding his cock against her panty covered mound, and his mom put her hand to her mouth as if she couldn’t believe what was happening.

“This is not okay, sweetie,” she said. “We’ll never be able to undo this.”

“Oh god mom, I can’t help it,” he said. “You’re so fucking hot.”

He took his fingers on either side of her waist band and lowered her panties down and off her legs. Despite her concerns, his mom’s pussy with dripping with excitement.

“Honey, we don’t have to do this,” she whispered. Her hand had wrapped itself around his cock and was stroking him off, and he could tell from her eyes that she was feeling just as horny as she was.

“Mom, I want you,” Jeff whispered. “I have to have you.”

He pushed his cock up against the entrance to his mom’s pussy, feeling her folds give way for him. She was tighter than he expected, and all he could get in at first was the very head of his dick. Madison let out a soft moan, and wrapped her arms around her son’s neck.

“Fine,” she whispered, with a strange mixture of authority and desire. “It you’re going to do it, do it.”

That was all Jeff needed. He started pumping his hips, kissing his mom’s neck and feeling lust fog over his mind. She felt amazing, soft and wet, and her pussy seemed to envelope him tightly, almost like a fitted glove.

“Oh god, Jeff,” cried his mom. “Don’t stop!”

The van was shaking, and each time Jeff would slam down into his mom the wheels would squeak and shift. Madison was bucking upwards, and had her arms hooked around Jeff as though she was hanging on for dear life.

“Mom, you feel so fucking good,” he said. “Oh god mom, I can’t believe it.”

“Honey don’t stop!” yelled Madison. “We, we’ll work it out later…just…keep going.”

With each stroke, Jeff almost pulled completely out, and then pushed the full length of his hard cock deep inside his mom. She was the woman who had raised him, the woman who’d looked out for him, and now he was taking her as though she was a willing slut, or one of the prostitutes in the rest stop.

Jeff felt guilty, but the emotion was overwhelmed by pleasure. His dick was coated with his mom’s slick fluids, and seemed to be creating heat and friction as he pumped into her faster. He felt like a primal animal, and in that moment, he was. An animal that had been overwhelmed by horniness, and pushed into doing something that was sick and perverted in order to find release.

“Jeff, I…I,” Madison suddenly tensed up and twisted, crying out. Her pussy began to contract around Jeff’s cock, and he realized after a moment that it was more than he could take.

“Oh god mom!” he yelled. His cock began to explode hot white cum deep inside her, and he kept thrusting as it did. He ran his hands up his mom’s body, letting them rest on her tits as the world came back into focus. The two of them had just had sex. Jeff had fucked his mom, he’d fucked her in the back of a minivan, without any protection.

“I can’t believe this,” said Madison angrily. “You are grounded when we work all of this out, mister.”

Jeff just smiled at her.

“We’ll see about that,” he said.

END
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CHAPTER 1

The morning did not hold any major significance to Julius.

It was Sunday, the last day of his survivalist camping trip, and he was tired. It had been two long weeks of hands on nature adventuring, and his body felt as though it had reached the point of exhaustion.

The summer was drawing to a close, and Julius was ready to enter his senior year of high school. His trip had actually been a way for him to blow off steam in preparation for it. He wanted to take the last of his time in secondary school more seriously, and was sure that nothing short of perfection would be enough to meet the expectations of his dad and step-mom.

Julius pushed through the trees, following the same, almost undetectable trail out that he had taken in. He had always had a penchant for being out in the woods. It was a place untouched by civilization, separated from modern society and much closer to the world of the past, and he loved it.

As he made his way the last few feet back to the small parking area off the side of the worn dirt road he had taken his car up, he heard a noise. Turning around, he realized that there was another hiker approaching from a different trail across the road. She stepped out from behind a throng of leaves, and Julius got his first look at her.

The woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, and was dressed in a rugged top that highlighted her generous cleavage and a pair of tight, incredibly short jean cutoffs. Julius immediately found himself having to fight the urge to check her out. Her breasts were large, as she bent over to brush some dirt off her leg, he snuck a guilty glance at one of her briefly exposed nipples.

Strangely enough, she turned to look at him, and he found her stare to be just as focused and invasive as he imagined his own to be, if not more so. She walked over slowly, almost as if she was an animal sneaking up on its prey.

“Hey there,” said Julius. “How’s it going?”

“You…you’re alive?” said the woman, in disbelief. “How is that possible?”

“I don’t know, I mean…the forest isn’t really too bad when you have food and supplies.”

She walked over and grabbed his hand, and Julius just watched, totally confused and thrown off guard. She smiled at him, and then set her hand on his chest. It felt warm, and Julius could feel himself getting a little excited at her touch.

He saw that there was a wedding ring on her hand, and it only seemed to make the situation seem even weirder. The woman leaned close to him. Julius’s first reaction was to pull back, but it had been weeks since he’d been around a woman, and she had such a pretty face…

The two of them kissed. The woman seemed to have a passion within her that went beyond simple infatuation. She pushed her tongue into Julius’s mouth and pulled his hands onto her breasts, as though she needed to be touched. He obliged her and began running his fingers across her bosom.

“Please do it,” said the woman. “I know this is a dream, but please,”

Julius’s horniness outweighed his confusion at what the woman was saying, and he pressed forward, sliding his hands slowly down her back and then pulling her top up and over her head.

She was a married woman, and they were out in the open next to a hiking trail. This was not a good idea on paper. Julius also felt a little guilty for instigating her into infidelity. But she was strikingly beautiful, and his cock was responding to what was happening and leading him towards taking it further.

He pulled her over towards his car, and then opened the door to the backseat and helped her inside. He left it open, giving her room to extend her legs out into the air, and then climbed in after. The woman quickly began taking off his belt and pulling down his pants, and he felt a hot sensation run through his member as she began to massage it with her hands.

“Please,” the woman whispered. “Put it in me.”

Julius leaned forward and kissed her, and the set about pulling the skin tight jean cutoffs she was wearing off her legs. She helped by wiggling her hips back and forth in a manner that Julius found to be almost intoxicating to watch.

Her panties caught on the fabric of her shorts and were pulled along. The woman had a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair, and as Julius began to rub his hard cock against her womanhood, he could feel its warmth tempting him to take things further.

He brought the head of his dick to the entrance of her cunt and slowly pushed in. The woman immediately began to scream with pleasure, acting almost as though she had never been fucked before. She felt amazing, and his cock was twitching with ecstasy as he went further in.

At the same time, however, guilt was eating away at Julius. This was clearly a married woman, and from the way she was acting, it didn’t seem like she was in her right mind. These thoughts seemed to battle with his lust and desire inside his mind, and the more primal elements seemed to be winning out.

He began to build up to a faster pace, thrusting into the woman with animalistic intent. The contrast between the time he had spent amongst nature, away from other human beings, to what was happening to him now seemed to be almost unreal.

The woman had wrapped her legs around his waist and was pulling him into her, lifting her hips up to meet each of his thrusts as though trying to wrestle him into submission. It pushed Julius to fuck her even harder, slamming his cock into her as she cried out underneath him.

“Oh god, yes!” yelled the woman. “Please, don’t stop. Cum inside me, I want you to cum inside me!”

She began to tense up, the motion of her hips arrested as an orgasm wracked over her body. Julius was still pumping into her, pushing deeper and faster and feeling his own limit approach. He bucked forward one last time and felt his cock explode, spraying his white hot load deep inside the woman.

Julius took a moment to breath, and then stepped out of his car and began getting dressed. The woman lied there for a minute after, her eyes looking almost glazed over, and he began to wonder if she was okay.

“Hey, what’s wrong?” asked Julius. “Are you worried about your husband?”

“When am I going to wake up?” the woman asked.

“You’re not dreaming,” he said. “I’m a real person.”

She looked at him with a shocked expression on your face. She began to blush bright red and scrambled to cover her modesty.

“That’s not possible, all of the men are…” she said, trailing off as her thoughts jumped ahead. “Oh my god!”

The woman quickly grabbed the rest of her clothes and then began running towards her own car. She got inside and drove off, disappearing just as suddenly and unexpectedly as she had arrived. Julius shook his head, confused, and then climbed into the driver’s seat. Something very strange seemed to be going on, and he wanted to figure out what it was.


CHAPTER 2

Julius felt disoriented as he drove back to his house. The small town that he and his family lived in looked the same as usual from a distance, but as he drove deeper into it, he began to get a strange feeling of something being out of place.

It almost felt as though he was coming back to an alien copy of the town, where the basics had been sufficiently replicated, but some of the finer details had been left out. As he began to see people walking on the street, he realized what it was.

There were only women around, wherever he looked. He thought it was just a coincidence at first. He’d had a similar feeling as a kid a couple of times when he had walked to school and not seen any cars or people for the entire journey. But in like in those instances, the sensation was not being proven to be unfounded.

He looked in all directions as he drove, but still didn’t see a single male. His stomach began to twist, and his palms began to get sweaty. Something was definitely up, and it was impossible for him to even speculate as to what it was. Somehow, it made him feel almost like he was in mortal danger.

Julius ran a red light at one of the few intersections in his town in a rush to make it back to his parent’s house. He forced himself to breathe, and tried to calm down. Everything would be explained once he got home. He could work things out then, and get a proper sense of what was happening.

Finally, he pulled into the driveway of the family home. It was a middle class two story house, well maintained, but nothing extravagant. He got out of his car and rushed inside, throwing the door open and scanning the living room.

“Mom? Dad?” he called. “Is anybody home?”

Julius turned and saw his step-mom, Laura, making her way out of the kitchen. The expression on her face was strange, a mixture of shock, confusion, and relief. She walked towards him slowly, tears beginning to well up in the corners of her eyes.

“Julius?” she muttered. “How on Earth…?”

His mom took her hand and brought it up to his face. It was soft against his cheek, and made him feel a little excited, to his own discomfort.  Laura was an attractive woman, with large breasts, a solid butt, and a thin waist that made her body a pleasure to look at. It made him feel like a bit of a pervert to admit, but at 34 years old, she was still a total bombshell, and certainly provided the neighborhood with an ample amount of eye candy.

She was wearing a loose summer dress, low cut in the front and short on the bottom. Julius reached his arms out to pull her into a hug, feeling the fabric of the dress against his hands and the softness of her breasts against his chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra, he realized.

“Mom, what’s going on?” he asked.

Laura sobbed into his shoulder and hugged him even tighter. He did the best he could to console her, rubbing his hands up and down her back until she was in a state to speak.

“Julius…he’s dead. Your father…is dead,” she whispered. “All of the men are, Julius. They all are dead!”

He looked at her blankly, not sure if he was correctly hearing what she was saying.

“What…How, how is that…” he started to speak, but found it almost impossible to find any words. “Mom, what are you talking about?”

Laura walked over to the couch, sat down, and then straightened out her dress. Tears were running down her face, and she looked at him as though he were a condemned man.

“There was a sickness…some type of disease, or virus,” she said. “It killed all of the men, and all of the boys. All of them! Julius…so many people have died...”

“Mom, that doesn’t make any sense,” said Julius. “It couldn’t have killed everyone. I’m still alive, and I feel fine.”

She seemed to snap back to reality, as though realizing what it meant for him to be there in front of her.

“Oh god, no, sweetie!” she cried. “We, we have to get you to quarantine! Do you feel okay? Don’t let yourself fall asleep! It always seems to happen after going to sleep!”

“I’m not tired mom, relax,” he said. “Don’t panic, we’ll figure things out.”

“Julius, I’m so…happy,” she said, stepping towards him. “I never thought I’d see you again.”

He smiled at her, and held his arms open. Laura stepped into his embrace, leaning her head against her son’s chest. Her hair was so soft, and he felt his lower half responding to the feeling of having her body so close, even though she was his mother.

Laura looked up at him, and his eyes met hers. Something outside of the reality he had once known and lived in was happening and there was no way for him to stop it, but all he could think about in the moment was how beautiful and enticing his mom’s eyes were. He felt his face drawing closer to hers, and then their lips met.

The embrace instantly seemed to heat up and become something illicit, and sexually compelling. Julius felt his hands running up and down his mom’s back, and she lifted her leg up slightly and pushed her crotch against him. His cock was quickly stirring in his pants, but before things could go any further, an alarm went off on Laura’s phone.

“Oh, uh, sorry,” she said. “That’s for the pie I’m baking. We’re having a memorial tomorrow morning at the church.”

Julius coughed, and a strange, awkward silence seemed to descend over the room. He had no idea what had just happened between him and his mom. It must just be the tension of the situation, or how relieved she was to find out that he was alive, he thought.

“Mom…” he said. “If everything you’ve told me is true, then how am I not dead?”

“I have no idea sweetie, and frankly, I don’t care,” she replied. “I’m just glad that you’re alive.”

She smiled at him, and he smiled back.

“Please, let me make you dinner,” Laura said. “With Liza still away and your father…well, let’s just say it’s been very lonely around here lately.

“Alright mom, thanks,” said Julius. “At this point, I could definitely use a hot meal.”


CHAPTER 3

Over the course of dinner, Laura explained more about what had happened to the world. It seemed that for every question of his that she answered, three more would arise that only complicate the situation further.

Nobody knew where the plague had started. Nobody knew what the precise mechanism of transmission  was, or how the disease affected the body, or even why it affected men but not women. All that was really known is that the symptoms began arising in all men seemingly simultaneously about a week and a half prior, and it only took a day, sometimes slightly longer, for it to kill.

“Was it bad?” Julius asked after hearing the details. “I mean…did dad…did he suffer? I know I shouldn’t ask, but I have to know.”

Laura gave him a look that was solemn, but somehow resilient.

“He just went to sleep, honey,” she said. “I think we’re suffering more than he did.”

The rest of their meal went by in silence. Julius finished his food, thanked his mother, and then made his way upstairs. He picked out some clothes in his room and headed into the shower. Most of the dirt and sweat he had accumulated throughout his camping trip was still on him, and what he really felt like he needed more than anything was to wash it all off.

His clothes were dirty and over worn, and it was a relief to be able to undress. He turned on the water, and after fiddling with the knobs and setting it to a reasonable temperature, stepped through the curtain.

Julius felt almost as though the entire day up to that point had just been a dream. Not a good dream, or a bad dream, but a strange and unreal fantasy that seemed to place him in a role that he had never asked for. He couldn’t but think back to when he had left his camp site that morning, and the mysterious woman that had seduced him.

He felt his cock begin to tingle as he remembered the sex. It had been so passionate and primal, as though their hormones had taken over and fucking had just been the natural destination. Julius was rubbing soap all over his body, and reached down and coated his dick with a layer of wet, soapy bubbles.

It felt awesome, and he couldn’t resist stroking himself for a moment.  His member was incredibly sensitive, and seemed to almost have a physical memory of the experience from early in the day. Before he knew it, he was pumping it with a building intensity, feeling his mind fog over with the desire to cum.

Julius heard a noise, and out of the corner of his eye, he noticed that the bathroom door had been opened a crack. The shower curtain was clear, and even though it was fogged over, it was still easy enough to see through either way.

He didn’t slow down his pace. He expected his mom to walk in, but she never did, not even after several minutes. He was still jerking himself off, when he noticed a small movement off the edge of the doorframe. Julius realized that his mom was watching him. The thought made him feel ashamed, and uncomfortable and strangely, somehow aroused.

His hand was sliding up and down his dick faster, and faster. It felt harder than it had ever been before. He was facing the hallway, and exposing himself clearly for his mother to see. The sound of each stroke made a lewd noise, and he began to feel his own deeply rooted sexual impulses take over.

“Julius honey? I brought you a towel.” His mom finally spoke up, and walked into the room. She tried to act as though she had just arrived on the scene, even modestly averting her gaze, but he knew better.

“Oh, thanks mom,” he replied. Julius grabbed the shower curtain with his hand and slid it open just enough to see out, and just enough for his hard cock and what he was doing to it to be visible to his mom. His pace intensified, and as she turned to place the towel on the rack, he caught her eyes locking on to his exposed member.

That was it for Julius. He exploded, spurting out long streams of white hot cum onto the shower floor. His mom watched on for a moment, her cheeks flushed red and her mouth slightly agape, before tossing the towel down and slowly turning to leave.

“I’ll be in the kitchen honey,” she said. “Enjoy your shower.”

He finished cleaning himself off, feeling a wave of guilt and shame flood into him. That had been one of the most strange and perverted things he had ever done, but somehow, his mind was able to rationalize it away. It was a very bizarre and unexplainable world that he lived in now, and Julius almost felt as though he couldn’t be held accountable for his actions.

After turning off the water, he dried himself off and made his way to his room, quickly getting dressed and grabbing his phone and wallet. He walked downstairs into the living room and found that the TV was on. A special broadcast seemed to airing, with the President, who according to the announcer was the woman that Julius remembered as the Secretary of Education, taking the podium

“Good afternoon, my fellow Americans,” began the president. She was an attractive woman in her early forties, with nice breasts and a very nice figure, even if it was hidden by her clothing.

“The tragedies we have experienced over the past two weeks cannot be understated. Unfortunately, it seems as though things will continue to be difficult in the coming days.” She pushed back a couple strands of her hair, and then continued.

“Many of you may have heard, either through legitimate or illegitimate sources, that the government had begun a quarantine program for men alive who were not showing severe symptoms. This is true.”

“However, it does not seem as though even the most contained and controlled environments have been spared from this terrible, unknown. Our efforts have proven ineffective, and as far as we know, there are not any men left alive in our country. The situation is still being assessed abroad, but this is likely to be the case worldwide.”

“I apologize for having to deliver such somber news, but we have survived the past few days, we will continue to survive, and create a better society for all of us. Thank you.”

The audience the President was addressing broke into applause. Julius felt light headed. He grabbed the remote and turned the screen off, feeling his heart begin to pound in his chest as the reality of the situation took hold. He was the only man left, as far as he, or anybody else knew. What did that mean for him? What did that mean for the world?

Julius felt a growing need to assess the situation on his own, outside. The idea of it gave him pause, however. There was no predicting how the people left, the women left, would react to still seeing him alive.

He headed back upstairs, and into his parent’s room. Crouching own on his knees, he pulled a box out from under the bed. It was something that his father had bought a long time ago, and thankfully, never used. He clicked the metal clasp open and lifted up the lid, and lifted the pistol that was inside up with his hand.

It was heavier than he would have expected. He played around with it for a minute, figuring out what he needed to hit to release the clip, clear the chamber, and toggle the safety. It was already loaded, but there was no bullet in the chamber. His father also had a shoulder harness in the box, and he put it on underneath his windbreaker, and slid the gun into it.

Julius put everything away and walked back downstairs. His mom was in the kitchen, and he found himself feeling slightly embarrassed as he remembered what had happened in the shower.

“Uh, hey mom,” he said. “I’m going to go take a look at the town. I know it’s rough out there, but I will be careful.”

His mom smiled at him. It didn’t seem like she was taking the bathroom incident too seriously, which he found himself incredibly grateful for.

“Call me if anything happens, and be careful,” said Laura. “And Julius?”

“Yeah mom?”

“You’re the man of the house now. Please, don’t do anything that will make a scene. You need to come back to me, honey, no matter what.” Laura had a loving, caring look on her face that made Julius feel a little strange. It almost seemed to go beyond the love of a typical mother, into further territory.

“I will mom, don’t worry,” he said.

She smiled at him, and then Julius walked out of the house.


CHAPTER 4

Physically, the town was the same. Everything was right where Julius remembered, and there didn’t even see to be any signs of carnage or the mass death that had taken place. But from the moment he stepped out onto the sidewalk, he could somehow feel a difference, a difference that had occurred deep under the surface.

He was walking towards main street, where most of the stores and attractions were. His home town was not very big, a small, average American town. It didn’t have a lot of people or things to do, and this combined with what had happened left the streets with an almost ghost like feel.

He did, eventually, pass a woman on the sidewalk. She said nothing to him, and Julius wondered at first if she had even seen him. When he made his way by, however, she did a double take, and then just stopped and stared, mouth agape.

Julius wasn’t sure what to say, so he just kept walking. There was a store up ahead that he used to work at, a coffee shop. From afar, it looked the same as it had always been. Up close, he realized that the door was closed and locked.

There were more people on the sidewalk now, and as expected, they were all women. They kept their distance from him, but even without looking he could feel that their eyes were locked on, almost like spot lights tracking an escaped prisoner from the sky.

He just smiled, and kept walking, figuring that there wasn’t much he could do or really even say to explain why he was still around. Up ahead there was a store that did happen to open, and outside was a big sign that said “Men’s Clothing – 50% off”.

Julius laughed to himself. Maybe there were a couple of perks to being the last man standing, after all. He made his way inside the store, feeling several of the women outside still watching him.

The shop was brightly lit, with racks of clothes taking up most of the floor space. Behind the counter was an attractive woman in her early twenties chewing gum and flipping through a magazine. Julius didn’t recognize her, but that was okay.

“Hello,” he said as he walked forward, figuring that there was no point in trying to be subtle if she was the only other one in the store.

“Welcome, let me know if I can help with…” The woman’s words trailed off as she looked up and saw Julius. “…anything?”

“I’m just here to take advantage of all the cheap men’s clothes,” he said. “Don’t mind me.”

He stood up and walked over to the men’s section, which had actually been slid off into one tightly packed corner in the back. The clerk followed him, keeping a small distance away but clearly fascinated.

“You…are you really a man?” she asked.

Julius nodded to her, and then turned back to the clothes.

“I am. Though to be honest, I really can’t explain how I’m still alive,” he said.

“Oh my god, oh my god!” The woman began to laugh, and jumped into the air a couple of times clapping her hands. She ran over to Julius and stood right next to him, infringing on his personal space in an almost adorable way.

“My name’s Jenny,” she said. “I…I can’t believe this,”

“Nice to meet you Jenny, I’m Julius.” He smiled at her, and reached out to shake his hand. She grabbed it, and almost flinched as they made contact. She seemed nervous, and he noticed that she was blushing and unable to meet his eyes.

“Oh, come on, I might be the last guy around, but I’m just like everyone else,” he said. “Don’t be shy.”

The woman cupped her hands over her mouth and then blushed even harder.

“No, it’s not that,” she said, stepping even closer to him. Julius saw her up close and realized that she was even more beautiful than he had initially realized. She put her hand on his chest, and it felt as though electricity was shooting through him.

“Please Julius, I want you to…” she said. “Well, if you really are the last man, then…”

Jenny took her hand and rubbed it on his crotch. She was bright red at this point, and Julius was surprised, but also found it to be endearing. It was almost like the roles had been reversed, and now this attractive woman was coming onto him with all of the grace and finesse of a 15 year old boy.

“Come on,” he said. “Follow me.”

He took her hand and led her towards the dressing room, feeling himself becoming more and more excited. This was a bonus that he hadn’t really considered, and though it felt a little wrong to take advantage of it, they were living in new, desperate times.

They slipped through the curtain, into the tiny, mirrored changing room. Jenny was close to him, and a powerful sexual tension seemed to descend on the situation as their lips began to draw closer. They kissed, and it was almost as though a deluge had broken through a dam.

Jenny’s hands shot immediately down to his waist, unbuckling his belt and getting his pants off him in a frantic rush. Julius unclasped her bra and pulled her shirt up and over her head. Both of them were rushing to undress each other to such a degree that it set an uncontrolled, rough tone to the encounter.

He pushed her back against the wall of the tiny room and began kissing her neck, and then her bare breasts. They were large, nicely formed, and incredibly compelling. His cock had jumped straight to a state of rock hardness, and his mind began to run wild with ideas of all the fun he could have with this woman.

“Here,” said Jenny. “Let me make you feel good…”

She ran her hands down his chest as she slowly dropped down to her knees, pushing her lips up against his cock. She nuzzled with it for a moment, and Julius could feel her cheeks and face wiping off the tiny pearls of precum that had already formed on the head of his dick.

Jenny licked his shaft from the base to the tip, and then carefully began to take him into her mouth. It felt amazing. Her cheeks were soft, warm, and inviting. She sucked with a force that made even more blood rush into his member, making him ache for release.

From the way she had been dressed, Julius was not incredibly surprised that the girl knew the ins and outs of sucking a cock properly. In the old world, Jenny had definitely been the type of girl that was open to this sort of thing. But now, all of the women in the world were the same. She was in the same boat as a virgin, or a nun, and the way she took to working his shaft was beautiful in its effectiveness.

His hands meandered to the back of her head, and he watched in the mirror as he began to pump his hips and push his cock further into the back of her throat. She didn’t object to being used this way. Julius took it up a notch, and began face fucking her with raw, unbridled passion. Lewd sex sounds were audible in the air, and Julius felt himself reaching his limit.

“Come out now!” called a voice. “I’m taking you into custody!”

The curtain was thrown open just as Julius’s dick began to blast out its seed. He pulled out of Jenny’s mouth and strings of white hot cum sprayed onto her face, smudging her expertly applied make up. A female police officer was standing outside, gun drawn, and eyes glued to what was the center of attention in the moment, Julius’s ejaculating cock.


CHAPTER 5

“You’re… you’re under arrest!”

It was almost comical to Julius to see this woman pointing her gun at him in such an aggressive manner. His cock still out, and it was rock hard and dripping with sex fluid. The officer’s eyes were locked onto it as though it were a weapon. He remembered the gun that was strapped to his chest and slowly raised his hands into the air.

“I don’t mean any harm, officer,” he said. “I do have a weapon, but I’m not looking to resist.”

The police woman darted her eyes to Jenny, who had a scared expression on her face along with a good deal of cum. She also raised her hands timidly, with much more fear than Julius himself felt.

There was no chance of the officer shooting him, this he knew to be true. Still, there was no real reason for him not to go play nice. If he tried to make a break for it, there would be no way he could go home, and on his own, the survival odds long term would be abysmal.

The officer stepped forward and began patting him down for a weapon. She started with his shoulders, and quickly found his holster and slipped the pistol out of it. She continued down, dropping to her knees in front of Julius. For a moment her face was right in front of his cock, and he found himself getting incredibly excited all over again.

“Alright, turn around and put your hands behind your back!” the officer yelled.

“Is this really necessary?” he asked. “Can you at least pull my pants up, Officer…”

“My name is Kendra,” she said. “I mean, Officer Kendra Kelley, acting police chief of this town.”

Her mood seemed to soften slightly, and she obliged him, grabbing the waist band of his pants and pulling them up. His cock was still stiff, and she had to carefully work it into his pants with her fingertips.

Her touch was much more arousing to Julius than he expected it to be, and he found himself wanting to go along with her, to jail or wherever she would bring him. She slapped a pair of handcuffs on him and then pulled him out through the dressing room curtain.

“Alright, I’m bringing you into custody until we can get the situation here sorted out,” said Officer Kelley. “You’ll be safe in my care.”

“Of that, I’m sure,” said Julius. “Let’s go. See you later Jenny!”

Jenny just sat there on the floor, observing the situation as though it were a hallucinogenic drug episode. Officer Kelley led Julius through the store and then outside, keeping his head pushed low and out of sight as she brought him to her police cruiser.

She pushed him into the backseat of the car. Julius found it hard to find a comfortable position to sit in. The cuffs were tight on his wrists and he could feel them limiting his blood circulation. She was serious, he realized.

Officer Kelley climbed into the front seat and started the car. Before driving forward, she turned and looked back at him. Her eyes scanned him from top to bottom, almost as though she was reconfirming that he actually existed, and wasn’t a figment of her imagination.

“You really are a man, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yeah, obviously,” he said. “Why would you even ask that? You came in on us at just the right time to get the proof you needed.”

She glared at him, and then shifted the car into gear and pulled onto the road. The town police station was only about a five minute drive. Julius didn’t see any lights shining through the inside windows. It was as if the place was abandoned, and given that most of the police force was taken out by the plague, it might as well have been.

Officer Kelley led him inside by the wrists. Julius knew that he was innocent of any crime, but he didn’t resist. There was no point. This was a different world from the one in which he had formed all of his opinions on the rights of the state and law enforcement. He wasn’t sure what the standard was, now.

Julius was brought forward, past rows of empty rooms with empty desks. There was a small jail cell in the back of the building, and Officer Kelly pushed him into it. He was surprised when she also stepped in, and then closed the door behind her. She took off his cuffs, and then leaned against the bars, looking at him and saying nothing for a moment.

“What’s your name?” she finally asked.

He looked at her for a second before answering. He couldn’t see any malice or ill will in her expression. Still, it was hard for him to get a sense of anyone’s motivations any more. The world had stopped making sense from the time he had stepped out of the woods.

“Julius,” he said. “And to answer your next question, no, I have no idea why I am still alive.”

“You must know something,” said Officer Kelley. “Did you experience symptoms? Were you just not affected to begin with, or did you get sick and then survive?”

“I left for a camping trip right before it all started,” said Julius. “I don’t know if that has anything to do with it. I’m not sick now, though, and I never was.”

The police woman sighed, and then crossed her arms. She was looking at him intently, and Julius very much began to feel as though he was being properly interrogated.

“What were you doing with that woman in the store?” she asked.

“What did it look like I was doing?” replied Julius. He couldn’t resist letting a smirk slip onto his face. Officer Kelley seemed to blush a little bit. She shook her head and glared at him.

“No, that’s not what I mean, you jackass,” she said. “You might be one of the last men left on the planet. Are you really that stupid?”

“What are you talking about?” asked Julius. The police woman had moved closer to him, and was looking at him strangely. He felt an odd electricity begin to permeate the air, almost as though the room was charged for something to happen.

“In the world we live in now, a man left alive would only have one responsibility,” she said. “And I think you know what it is.”

He looked at her blankly. Officer Kelley actually had a very nice body, though the baggy police uniform she wore did not fit her well. Julius figured that it might have been one of the left over men’s uniforms, which now served almost no purpose.

She moved closer to him, within arm’s reach. His cuffs were off, and he thought momentarily about trying to overpower her and make a break for it. It wasn’t feasible, he decided. She was still armed, and on top of that, he felt strangely compelled to stay.

“Are you willing to take responsibility for your new role, Julius?” asked Officer Kelley. Her voice had a slow, seductive tone to it that needed no explanation.

Instead of answering with words, Julius leaned forward and kissed her. Her lips were soft, and she tasted nice. Officer Kelley wrapped her arms around him and the two of them locked together in an embrace.

She was aggressive, and immediately began ripping Julius’s clothes off. All he could really do was let her. The look in her eye was one of lust, and of a woman who knew what she wanted. She pulled down Julius’s pants and boxers, and began fondling his little man.

“Mmmm, that’s right,” she whispered. “Be a good boy and get nice and hard.”

It didn’t take long, and the second Julius was sporting a healthy direction, the police woman pushed him back onto a bench running across the back of the room. She stood over him, dominant and sexually feminine. The officer slowly began to strip out of her work uniform, tantalizing Julius with every movement she made.

He saw now that she truly did have a very nice body. Her breasts were medium sized, but incredibly firm and well-shaped. She didn’t have an ounce of extra fat on her outside of her butt, which was large enough for him to get a good grip on.

Her bra and panties were the last things she removed, and then she stood before Julius, naked and exposed. It felt almost sacrosanct to be looking upon a woman who represented what remained of the authority in the town entirely naked. His cock twitched as she moved closer to him and slowly settled herself down over his cock.

Julius picked that moment to act. He reached his hands up and grabbed the woman by the hips, and then forced her down onto his hard member. She was already wet, but her tight pussy took a little bit of extra pressure to accept his rod.

“Whoa, wait,” she said. “Slow…slow down.”

Julius ignored her. He began thrusting his hips upwards, lifting the small woman in time with his beginning strokes. She felt amazing, and it made him question whether or not it was really so bad to be the last remaining representative of his gender.

“Oh yeah, that’s right officer,” he said. “It’s your turn to come along quietly!”

Officer Kelley began to squeal out loud, almost like a young girl losing her virginity. Julius was enjoying every second of it. Her cunt was squeezing him so tightly that it may as well have been a vice grip. The woman began to tense up after just a couple of solid pumps, and cried out even louder as an orgasm swept over her.

“Sorry ma’am, but I’m not finished yet,” Julius said with a laugh. He continued pushing into the woman, feeling her juices dripping down onto his crotch. She was in her thirties, maybe around the same age of his mom, and he found himself wondering just how many of the teenagers she had harassed over her career had fantasized about pumping their dicks into the hot, cougar cop.

That thought was too much for him, and he felt his dick begin to convulse, unloading his seed deep into the back of her womanhood. He let his climax take its course, and then set her down next to him on the bench.

She was still dazed from the encounter, and didn’t notice Julius quickly moving to grab his clothes along with the keys from her uniform. He unlocked the door and stepped out of the cell, closing it behind him.

“Hey, hold one,” she cried. “What are you doing?”

Officer Kelley quickly crossed her legs and covered up her breasts, seeming to snap back to reality. Julius smiled at her.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be back tomorrow if you haven’t already been released,” he said. “Next time you arrest me, make sure you at least have a charge!”


CHAPTER 6

By the time Julius made it out of the police station, the sun was beginning to set. A strange feeling began to wash over him as he made his way to the street. There was a small crowd of women, maybe eight or nine, who seemed to have gotten wind of the fact that a man was still alive and in police custody.

Most of them just stared as he made his way by, but a couple began yelling for him to stop, and one of them grabbed his sweatshirt. Julius had required his pistol on the way out, and pulled it out and fired it into the air. The shot was deafening, but it managed to push the crowd back. He waved to them apologetically and shook his head.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s going on any more than you do,” he yelled.

He continued back down the street. It took him longer to get home on foot than it would have by car, but that was okay. Most of the people in the town had gone inside for the night, and after a moment he felt himself letting his guard down and going into his head. It was nice to have an empty moment to think. It reminded him of being out alone in the forest, and made him yearn for the lifestyle.

Julius saw that his mom’s car was still in the driveway as he walked up his street. It was no surprise. There was less going on in the town than there ever had been before. Most people seemed to be just hanging around home. The women who did still have jobs continued to work, from what he’d seen, but often found that their job responsibilities had shifted massively since the outbreak.

He walked in through the front door and took his shoes off. His mom was sitting in the living room and watching TV, wearing only a thin night gown that her tits seemed to be threatening to push right out of.

“Hey mom,” he said. “I’m back.”

“Oh my god honey, I was so worried!” she said. Laura stood up and ran over to him, wrapping him in a tight embrace. He could feel the sheer material against his skin, and instantly started to get excited.

“Yeah, well, I’m fine,” he said. “Totally unharmed.”

His mom didn’t immediately break the hug, an though he tried to fight his own impulses, his cock began to grow within his pants. It seemed to spring up to its full length in less than a second, and he knew that his mom could feel it pushing against his stomach.

“Honey, you’re the last male left that anyone knows about,” she said. “There are a lot of women out there who would think about trying to…do things to you, because of that.”

“I know mom, but don’t worry,” he said, feeling his cock ache as it pushed up against his mother’s soft body. “I’ll be okay.”

“That’s not what I mean,” said Laura. “I…I think you need to find a way to take care of yourself a little better.”

Julius felt his mom’s hand rubbing up and down the length of his back. He looked into her eyes, and saw a mixture of motherly love, and something else. Her perfume smelled amazing, and though it made him feel incredibly awkward, part of him wanted to push his crotch forward against her.

“I just want to make sure that you’re not tempted into doing anything that goes against your interests, sweetie,” she said, her hand beginning to stray down his chest, down his stomach, and then, even further. “It’s okay, I don’t mind.”

“Mom!” cried Julius. She was rubbing her soft hand over his covered bulge, and it managed to feel incredibly wrong and incredibly amazing at the same time.

“Don’t worry, honey, it’s fine,” she said. “Don’t think of it a sexual thing. Just let mommy take care of you.”

Despite her words, it was hard for Julius to put aside the fact that she was his mother. She led him over to the couch, and sat him down on it. Part of him wanted to stand up and rip her tiny night gown right off, but he managed to keep controlled.

Laura sat down next to her son and went to work with her hands. She unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out through the flap of his boxers, and then began working it, slowly and steadily.

“Oh god mom,” he moaned. “That feels so amazing…”

“I know it does baby,” she said. “Remember when I used to rub your back when you were little? Remember how good it felt?”

She was moving her hand up and down his shaft, gently and deliberately. Julius had experienced hand jobs before, and had never much liked them. This was different, though. His mom’s light touch seemed to send waves of pleasure through his body. His hips angled up slightly with each of her strokes, as though trying to give her a better angle to work from.

“Just let mommy take care of you, sweetie,” whispered Laura.

She sped up, pumping her son’s cock up and down and rubbing his inner thigh with her free hand. Laura shifted her position so she was down on her knees in front of him, close enough so that he could feel her hot breath on the sensitive head of his cock.

“Oh, mom,” he said. “Please keep going mom, don’t stop! I’m gonna, I’m gonna…”

“Do it sweetie,” she whispered. “Do it for me.”

Julius couldn’t hold out any longer. His dick began to explode, tensing up in the most powerful orgasm he had experienced all day. His mom held her hand over the tip of his cock, catching his cum and then smearing it back along his shaft almost as though she was using it as lube to milk out the last few drops.

He was breathing heavy, and almost felt like he had to take a second to come back to reality and confirm what had happened. His mom had masturbated him, and he had enjoyed it, as guilty and ashamed of that fact that he was. It was hard for him to even look her in the eye.

“I think I should try to take care of you as often as I can, honey,” whispered Laura. “Anytime you get an urge, just come tell me. And no matter what, don’t let any other women…do things to you. Please?”

Julius looked at his mom and nodded.

“I won’t,” he said, hoping that he would be able to hold to that promise.

Laura walked upstairs to the bathroom to clean up. Julius zipped up his pants and then turned on the TV. A news reporter seemed to be announcing a breaking story, and he turned up the volume so he could follow along.

“We have been receiving reports of a man alive in the United States that is immune to the plague. Due to an information blockade vital for the security of the nation, we cannot release anything more than that. The President is currently in a meeting with her advisors, and we will keep you updated on this story as we learn more about it.”

Julius smiled, and turned it off. He walked up to his room and climbed into bed, knowing as he closed his eyes that his life would never again be the same.

END
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