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Rob woke up in a state of shock, his body jolted up by electricity until he was sitting bolt upright in bed. Cool air hit his bare skin as the blanket fell off his shoulders. He always slept naked, so the fact that he wasn’t wearing anything didn’t faze him. 

He didn’t have time to register the fact that he wasn’t in his bed, or in his bedroom, or his family home, before a cartoonishly triumphant tune blared—so loud his ears hurt at first.

“Oops. Had the volume set a little too high there,” said a cheerful, feminine voice. “Hello, Robbie. Welcome to Patriarchy Palace.”

“What the fuck—?” Rob, startled, checked his surroundings, his head turning and jerking in all directions. But there was no one else in the small room, so the voice must be coming from the speakers embedded into the walls of this gray, spartan space.

The female voice giggled, as if entertained by Rob’s reaction. “You must be feeling disoriented. But don’t worry. You’re perfectly safe here.”

There was something familiar about the voice, but Rob couldn’t quite place it. Besides, he was more bothered by the tone she was using to speak to him, like she was talking down at him, like he was a stupid child. 

Rob was twenty-five years old and, due to his leadership position in the family business, often had to prove that he was mature enough to make the kind of decisions he did. He hated being talked down to.

He also wasn’t stupid enough to believe what the disembodied voice was saying. He’d been feeling unsettled and unsafe for months. Ever since the rebels had overthrown the government and The Patriarch had taken over, he hadn’t been sleeping well.

As the heir of one of the wealthiest families in the country, he’d known he’d be a target, and now his worst fears were coming true.

The Patriarch was the masked, mysterious leader of the rebels—although, now that they were in power, Rob should really get himself used to referring to the group as the new government. Obviously, they were no longer rebels.

Whatever they were called, they were changing everything for the worse.

Sure, all women were now “free-use vessels for new life,” as they put it, and Rob could fuck almost any woman any time he felt like it. But he’d never had any issues getting pussy.

When the new free-use law had first been announced, some of Rob’s friends had convinced him to go out with them to find women. They’d roamed the city in their open-top cars, stopping every time someone spotted a woman they liked. They fucked housewives loading grocery bags in the parking lot of the supermarket. They went to the gym and fucked some hot yogis in tight pants, and then they spent the rest of the day at the local university. Rob’s friends had a great time. 

Of course Rob enjoyed walking into a college lecture hall, picking the hottest girl in the room, and fucking her against the wall while the lecturer struggled to get his students to focus on the lesson. That was something he hadn’t been able to do under the old administration.

But Rob had always been able to fuck any girl he wanted. Now that everyone else could do the same, it just didn’t feel the same. It wasn’t as satisfying.

In any case, that wasn’t a big deal. Not compared to the threat on Rob’s family if The Patriarch, who was known for hating rich people, decided to make an example out of them.

Rob had tried persuading his grandfather, the founder of their multi-billion-dollar family company, to leave the country, flee to safety. But the old coot had been stubborn. He’d told Rob not to worry. He’d said he had everything under control.

Under control, my ass, was what Rob muttered under his breath now as he realized that he must’ve been taken by The Patriarch’s people.

“What’s that? Do you have any questions, Robbie? I’m here to help,” said the cheerful female voice.

Rob almost laughed. Did he have question? After being woken up with an electric shock in a cramped, windowless room? He hated the way she’d nicknamed him—nobody called him “Robbie”—but he decided there were more pressing issues.

“Where am I? And who are you?” he asked, trying to keep himself calm, to keep his cards close to his chest. They—whoever “they” were—were obviously watching.

“You’re in a secure, undisclosed location. My name is Clare Collins. You may know me from a few major network reality programs. Do you really not recognize me? If you—what?” Clare paused mid-explanation. It sounded like she was talking to someone else. “Oh! The screen is still off? Jesus, fucking amateurs. Turn it on now!”

The screen that almost covered the top half of the far wall lit up, the white of it stinging his eyes. The pixels rearranged themselves to form a woman’s face, a few notches too perfect to be real—veneers, symmetrical features, lips burnished with high-gloss pink.

Her hair was blonde, slicked into a high ponytail that gave her forehead the same tension as a facelift. She wore a cherry-red dress so tight it looked like it had been painted on, with a neckline that dove south at a reckless angle. She smiled with a kind of plastic, practiced warmth.

“Hi, Robbie! Now you can see me.” Her glossy lips were wide open as she gave the camera a big, exaggerated smile. She spoke as if she was addressing a large audience. “As I said, I’m Clare Collins, and I’m excited to guide you through the first-ever season of Patriarchy Palace.”

He stared at her. First season? Is she talking about a TV show? In his brains, cogs were turning. But the conclusions they drew made no sense.

“You’ve been selected as one of the stars of this very special social experiment, airing soon on select networks and live-streamed to our premium subscribers.” Clare didn’t wait for Rob to catch up. She kept going at a steady speed, as if she was reading a pre-written script. “You and your extended family will be living together here, on a beautiful remote island, for the next several weeks. The accommodations are simple but comfortable, and the rules will be explained to you as we go.”

Rob’s eyes darted around the room, which was barely more than a cell. It had a single bed, a thin pillow, no windows, some drawers set into the wall under the screen, and a door that was cracked ajar and might lead to a bathroom. He assumed the other door, which was closed and probably locked, led outside. The walls were painted a depressing gray.

“You’re probably wondering what you’re supposed to do here,” Clare said, as if reading his mind. “Don’t worry! We’ll walk you through it. For now, you can relax. Take a look at the amenities and get to know your new home.”

Rob stood, carefully gathering his blanket around his waist. He was sure now that he wasn’t just being watched. His downfall from “heir” to “reluctant reality show contestant” was being displayed to the world, and the only thing he could do to retain whatever dignity he had left was to cover his morning wood.

He crossed the room in three steps and yanked on the handle of the door that was already slightly open. Inside, there was a tiny ensuite with a showerhead, a stainless steel toilet, and a sink. A plastic cup sat on the sink, along with a sliver of soap.

Rob made a face. Even when he’d traveled to third-world countries, he’d always made sure to stay in five-star hotels. The worst bedroom he’d ever slept in, before today, was a three-star resort that was the only accommodation on a remote island his sister had insisted on visiting.

He splashed water on his face, cupped his hands, drank, spat it out. It tasted metallic, but it was potable.

“How do you like your new bathroom, Robbie?” Clare chirped. Her face appeared on a small screen that hung over the toilet. Without waiting for his reply, she continued, “Now that you’re fully situated, it’s time for you to meet your family!”

When Rob went back into the bedroom, Clare’s face on the big screen had been replaced by a grid of video feeds, all muted. The grid was a checkerboard of rooms identical to Rob’s, each with a single occupant sleeping under the same thin blanket.

Rob recognized the faces instantly: his father, his mother, his little sister, his grandfather, an uncle, a cluster of cousins, a few aunts. Even the married couples were split up into single beds, scattered across the grid.

The dark green video feeds told him the lights were still off in their bedrooms. No one was aware they were being filmed. No one was awake.

“Are they okay?” Rob asked, squinting at the screen to check that they were moving, that they were still alive and breathing.

“Of course,” Claire said, her voice still overly cheerful but with an undercurrent of irritation. She seemed almost offended by the question. “We just wanted you to be the first one up so you can help us iron out a few things because some fucking morons were bound to fuck something up.” Clare glared at someone off-camera, but her face quickly went back to its practiced friendly-show-host setting. She giggled. “Excuse my French. Luckily, this is an adult-rated show, so we can curse all we want. In fact, Robbie, while I’m still bound by some rules... you, on the other hand, can do anything you want.”

A small frown passed over Rob’s face. He stared suspiciously at the screen. What did she mean by that?

Clare’s face reappeared, now cropped tighter so her eyes seemed to bore right into him. “Here’s the deal, Robbie. When you make a TV show, it needs to be interesting. Every minute counts. Footage gets cut at the editing stage and we only keep the most interesting bits. Are you following, so far?”  

Rob nodded, bristling at the suggestion that such a simple idea might be too complex for him to understand. 

“If a footage of you makes it into the show, you earn points. The longer it is, the more points you get. The more interesting you are in it, the more points you get. Whoever gets the most points at the end of the season wins.”

“What does the winner get?” he asked. 

“Everything. Money. Freedom. All you have to do is be interesting enough for people to keep watching.” Clare leaned in toward the screen, lips parting like she was letting him in on a secret. “Here’s a tip, Robbie. The camera loves drama. If you want to win, you’ll have to make things happen.”

He had a thousand questions. What kind of drama? What happened if they refused to play along? He doubted they would just send his family home to their mansions to enjoy their wealth. But before he could ask, the closed door suddenly slid open with a pneumatic hiss. 

“Breakfast time!” Clare trilled. “You must be hungry. Don’t keep your family waiting.”

A slice of sunlight poured in, growing bigger as the door opened fully, revealing lush green trees beyond a narrow strip of hallway and a pane of glass that stretched from the floor to the ceiling. 

Rob wrapped the scratchy blanket tighter around his shoulders and stepped into the hallway. The floor was cold concrete. The smell of bacon and bread hit him, the first pleasant sensation he’d had since waking up.

The narrow hallway opened into a room that was just big enough to contain a single long table, which was set with breakfast items. There were eggs scrambled and over-easy, pancakes stacked high with butter melting down the sides, fruits gleaming like plastic in bowls. There were pastries, bagels, yogurt, and three carafes of coffee steaming at the center. Nowhere near as good as breakfast at home, but he was hungry.

Rob saw none of the family yet, but plenty of cameras—tiny black bulbs embedded into the ceiling, a few perched on robotic arms that tracked his movement with mechanical precision.

He chose a spot three-quarters down, where he could see both ends of the table, and sat, tucking the blanket under his legs. The chair was cheap, molded plastic. He supposed they didn’t want anyone getting too comfortable.

The first arrival was his sister, Hannah, who was twenty-two years old. She shuffled in, her hair a wild halo, her body swaddled in what looked like a hotel towel.

She looked half-awake, her towel slipping at her left chest so she had to keep a hand pressed to her small tit, clutching the terrycloth like a lifeline. She moved awkwardly, rushing to her seat, hiding from the gaze of a nation of perverts.

She slid into the seat opposite Rob, fearful blue eyes tracking the cameras before she dared pour herself coffee. She didn’t speak.

Next came the rest of them, shuffling in one by one, in varying states of involuntary exposure.

Rob’s mother, Marcia, always so perfectly dressed at home, wore a sheet like a toga, her hair a bird’s nest of gray and gold, the stiff fabric looking strange on her frame, which was normally clothed only in designer items. When she stepped into the sun, he could see the shape of her body clearly silhouetted under the thin sheet.

As the other women—his aunts and cousins—straggled in, he did his best to avert his gaze.

Rob had a big, close family and he saw them all the time. And yet, this morning, something felt different. Something unfamiliar hung in the air. Fear. Discomfort. But also a kind of electric excitement.

Cassie, his twenty-four-year-old cousin, wore a towel so small and cinched so tight it made her boobs look even bigger than they were. She sat down next to Hannah and started spooning yogurt into her mouth, licking the spoon after every bite.

Aunt Lila, Cassie’s mom, wore the same itchy blanket as Rob’s, her bare shoulders peeking out at the top, exposing the smooth skin of her cleavage, drawing attention to her delicate collarbones and long neck.

The other women wore items that were either too small or too see-through to fully cover themselves.

It didn’t take a genius to see what was happening here.

Rob watched the way the cameras seemed to linger on every inch of exposed feminine flesh, ready to capture any moment of wardrobe malfunction. Meanwhile, his grandfather, the one who usually called the shots, was shivering with a blanket draped over his shoulders, too cold and hungry to pay much attention to his surroundings.

He heard Clare’s voice in his head: you can do anything you want.

He felt sick.

He didn’t know much about reality shows—that was more Hannah’s thing—but as a businessperson, he knew one thing: nothing sells better than sex. And it was becoming clear that sex was the one thing that was guaranteed to get the cameras’ attention.

He decided not to say anything. Let the others talk first. Let them reveal themselves.

Rob’s family was used to the limelight, and it showed. They had small talk at the table—how did you sleep, what is this, where do you think we are, is this even legal—but nobody talked about how they planned to approach the game, what they were willing to do to get their footage on the show. 

They’d been coached by too many PR professionals. They knew to conceal their inner thoughts in front of any kind of recording device.

After the meal, they scattered, their retreating footsteps echoing down the corridors. Most of the women said they needed a shower. They acted as if they were grossed out by the whole situation, as if the facility was covered in grime. 

Rob wondered, although he had no proof at this point, if they’d had the same realization, if they knew that showing skin was the key to getting on the screen. If that was the case, the women had a big advantage, seeing as the cameras obviously loved shots of a woman’s bare skin.

Instead of going back to his room, Rob lingered to study the layout of the house.

The Patriarchy Palace, as Clare had called it, was a space that occupied the ground floor of a glass-covered building. There were locked doors that Rob assumed led to staircases for access to other floors. 

The bedrooms were clustered in the center of the rectangular house, leaving space around the perimeter to serve as pathways. Glass walls separated the interior from the wooded area outside. Sunshine streamed in through the canopy of leaves, the trees providing the illusion of privacy.

On one end of the building, there was the dining area where Rob’s family had just had breakfast. On the other end, there was a communal living room with a low coffee table, couches enough for the whole family, and a fake fireplace that spat orange light on a loop.

He counted the cameras. There were two in each corner, one on the ceiling fan, and a tiny black speck embedded in the glass coffee table.

Who was watching them? There was the crew of the show, watching live. Clare also mentioned live-streaming for premium subscribers, although this presumably being a pilot episode, there probably weren’t a lot of people subscribed yet.

When would this be aired on TV? How many channels? How long was the delay between filming and airing? He imagined people at home, watching his family stripped not just of their wealth but their dignity too, reduced to monkeys that danced on command for cheap treats.

Rob wandered, blanket trailing behind him, until he heard a familiar voice through the door marked "Alan," his father’s name.

The voice was a high-pitched, breathy gasp, layered over a lower, grunting staccato. He recognized his mother’s laugh, and then a wet slap that made his stomach tighten.

He didn’t want to listen in on his parents having sex. But he also wanted to know what his fellow competitors were up to. And if he’d guessed the premise of the show correctly, then footage of him listening in on his parents having sex would definitely be camera-worthy.

He waited, silent, letting the wet slaps, the moans, and the disgusting grunts enter his ear, trying to push them out the other ear.

He made various faces, hoping at least some would make the final cut. He exaggerated his shock, his distress, his curiosity, and even his arousal. For good measure, he slipped a hand under his blanket and stroked himself as he listened to his parents fuck.

Eventually, the noises stopped and his mother slipped out. Her toga was gone. She now wore the bedsheet as a cape, and her lipstick was gone.

She didn’t notice Rob at first, but when she did, she froze—just for a second—then composed herself, smoothing imaginary wrinkles from the blanket.

“Fun morning, huh, Mom?” Rob stepped out from the alcove.

“Oh, Rob. You startled me.” Marcia’s hand went to her throat, the way it always did when she was caught off-guard.

“You think acting like horny newlyweds is going to win you points?”

“I don’t have to answer—” She studied him, eyes flicking to the camera in the hallway. She put on the beatific expression she wore when she thought she was imparting wisdom. “Physical connection is important for married couples, especially in times of distress like this. The strong bond between your father and I has made it possible for us to raise healthy children in a stable environment. You should be glad your father and I are as close as we are.”

Rob almost laughed at the way his mom was speaking. She was already changing her behavior for the cameras. He could feel the show’s gravity, pulling at them, reshaping their family interactions. 

“Doesn’t matter,” he said. “It’s not going to work.”

“You don’t know what will work yet.” She smiled the kind of smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

“I’m not saying I know what will work. I don’t,” Rob said. His mom’s smile faded when he added, “I know for sure that boring, vanilla, married sex won’t work, though. You think Aunt Lila hasn’t thought of that? You think she’s not in Uncle Stan’s bedroom being fucked right now?”

His mother went silent for a few seconds. Then she leaned in, lowering her voice so it was a whisper, barely audible over the whirr of the air conditioning.

“Then what do I do?” she said. “You seem to have some ideas, Rob. Tell me. What am I supposed to do?”

He let himself smile, just a little. Marcia was skilled at making friends, volunteering at charity galas, and maintaining personal relationships. But she wasn’t used to setting goals or building strategies. She needed him. And he needed her. 

“You got one thing right,” he told her. “Sex sells. And being first matters. As far as I can tell, everyone else went back to their room, probably to clean up first. And your... footage with Dad is probably more interesting than everyone else in their shower by themselves. So, you’re actually doing well, Mom.”

Marcia let out the breath she’d been holding.

“But you need to be bolder,” Rob added. “You need to do something nobody else in this family would dare to do. Something scandalous. Something that’ll make the cameras love you.”

Her lips parted in shock, but her eyes were hungry for specifics. “Like what?”

He let the blanket fall away from his waist and caught it just before his dick was exposed. He watched her eyes flick to the thatch of dark hair under his abs, then away.

“You have an advantage, Mom. What do you have that none of the other women does?” Rob raised an eyebrow, taking one step closer to his mother.

She shook her head, looking confused.

“A son,” he said. “You have a son. That means there’s something scandalous you can do that they can’t.” He paused, watching as Marcia stared at him, obviously thinking the same thing he was, but unable to say it out loud. Rob slowly said, “You can do something scandalous... with your son.”

“You—What are you—You’re not actually suggesting—” Marcia let out a nervous laugh, the rest of her question unspoken. Under the sunlight streaming in through the glass wall, Marcia trembled. Rob was sure she’d hit him, or scream, or run.

But then she closed her eyes, and when she opened them again, she let her glance drift down her son’s bare abs—he wasn’t built or anything, but he also didn’t have his father’s beer gut.

Besides, she’d done a lot of things for survival. In the distant past, she’d slept with powerful men to get ahead. This was no different.

Marcia blocked out the fact that the man standing in front of her was her own son. It wasn’t easy, but it also wasn’t much more difficult than it had been for her to sleep with her boss as a young, ambitious secretary. She’d had a lot of practice. If this was what the game was about, then she knew how to play it.

She looked up through her eyelashes into her son’s eyes and bit down on her lip.

“We can’t do it here,” she said, glancing dramatically at the door to her husband’s bedroom, making sure the cameras caught the exaggerated moment of hesitation. “Let’s go to your room.”

Rob was surprised by how quickly his mom had accepted his crazy idea. He went quiet, afraid he’d say the wrong thing and she’d change her mind.

Marcia took her son’s hand and he padded after her. The hallway was empty, but they could feel the eyes of the world tracking every step, every movement, the silent whir of the lenses as they refocused on Marcia’s bare calves.

With the press of a button, the door slid open. They entered Rob’s room and the door shut behind them.

Rob didn’t wait. He didn’t want to give his mom a chance to change her mind.

He pressed her back against the door. He kissed her hard, and she didn’t resist. She let him. She opened her mouth for him, her breath hot and a little ragged, tinged with the bitter aftertaste of coffee.

He shut the cameras out of his mind. He tried to forget the fact that these were his mother’s lips he was kissing. He focused on the feminine hands climbing his bare sides and digging into his back. Her fingers slipped up, up, until she was clutching the back of his neck.

He cupped the back of her head and tangled his fingers in her hair, letting his blanket fall to the floor. She moaned, a trembling little gasp that vibrated against his teeth, and then she was kissing him back, her tongue shy but determined.

Rob didn’t know what he expected, but it wasn’t this. It wasn’t the way her hips started to rock against him, the way she pressed her tits into his chest, the nipples hardening and poking through the thin cotton between them. It wasn’t the way she clung to him, like she was desperate to prove she could do this, that she could win this game.

He reached down and grabbed the knot of sheet at her chest, yanked it free, and let the fabric puddle to the floor. She was naked underneath.

Marcia was in her late forties, but she looked like she was in her early thirties. Her body was toned, with full tits that sat high on her chest, a rounded ass, and a pair of smooth, long legs.

She told her friend her beauty secret was drinking eight cups of water a day, but really she went to the gym religiously, and she had a lot of help from a team of estheticians, dermatologists, and plastic surgeons.

Now, she arched toward her son and pressed her tits into his chest. When he shoved her back onto the bed, she let her thighs fall apart for him.

Rob was already hard. He crawled onto the bed, looming over his mom, and she looked up at him with a strange mix of desire and admiration. Without saying anything, they looked into each other’s eyes and agreed to put on a real show for everyone to watch.

He kissed her again, sloppier this time, and she kissed him back. He grabbed her tits, squeezing them together, then sucked one nipple until it made her gasp. She still smelled like her expensive designer perfume, and beneath that, there was the faintest undertone of her husband’s cologne, clinging to her skin.

Rob slid his hand down her stomach, to the slickness between her legs. She was wet. Not just wet, but sticky, slippery, her pussy lips sticking to his fingers as he explored her.

Mixed with her wetness was his father’s cum, still leaking from inside her. The thought made his stomach twist. And yet, his cock throbbed even harder. He wanted to expel his father’s cum, to fill his mother with his own seed.

Marcia writhed under him, her breath coming in excited little whimpers, her hips lifting to meet his hand. Rob kept his mouth on her nipple as he hooked his fingers inside her, feeling the slippery mess deeper in.

He locked eyes with his mother. She was shaking, her hands fisting the thin bedsheet, her whole body tense and quivering. He kept finger-fucking her, swirling his tongue over her nipple until she bucked and let out a ragged groan.

Marcia was a private trophy wife who had only appeared on TV to share home decor and fashion tips on daytime talk shows. She looked down on her peers who appeared in trashy reality shows. 

And yet, now, she was showing all of herself on one such show—literally coming, right there, her pussy clenching around her son’s fingers, in front of the cameras, for the world to see and jerk off to.

Rob crawled up her body and hovered over her, his cock brushing her stomach, smearing pre-cum on her skin. His dick was leaking like it had a mind of its own, like it couldn’t wait to replace his father’s seed with hot, young, virile cum.

This was the moment when, if he were with a girl his age in the outside world, she’d ask for a condom. But his mom hadn’t mentioned it. And he doubted that the show would be kind enough to supply them with some birth control, especially because The Patriarch’s people were all about raising the birth rate. 

So Rob pushed his hard, uncovered cock into his mom’s unprotected pussy, slow at first, feeling the slippery warmth swallow him up. The sensation was overwhelming. She was wet and hot and tight, her pussy milking him, the friction making his whole body tense. He bottomed out and stayed there, buried to the hilt, shuddering. He watched as his father’s cum poured out, oozing down to the bed.

Marcia arched off the bed, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him closer. Her eyes fluttered, her mouth open in a silent moan, her hands digging into his shoulders.

He picked up the pace, slamming into her, every thrust pushing out more of his father’s cum. Marcia met him move for move, her hips rising to meet his, her tits bouncing with every push. She was loud now, grunting and gasping, not caring who heard.

Rob thought about his father listening, holding his cock in his hand, and felt another surge of power in his chest. It was fucked up, but he couldn’t help the way he felt.

He rammed into his mom’s pussy, the wet, slick slap of their bodies echoing around the tiny room. He gripped her hips and went faster, harder, feeling her get tighter around him, her nails raking down his back.

He couldn’t last. The whole situation was way too intense for him to control himself. The cameras, the knowledge that millions of people could be watching, the fact that he was fucking his own mother raw... Rob wanted to finish inside her, to pump her full of his cum, to make a scene so fucked nobody else in the family could possibly top it.

He let go, his hips jerking as he started to come, his cock pulsing inside her, shooting his load deep into the womb where he’d been formed. The feeling was so intense he almost blacked out.

His mother was shaking, biting his shoulder to keep from screaming, her legs wrapped around his waist, keeping him inside her as he emptied himself completely, flooding her womb with his hot cum.

He could feel the warm, viscous flood as their fluids mixed, leaking out around his cock, soaking the sheets beneath them. There was something almost poetic about fucking and filling the pussy that had given birth to him.

He collapsed on top of her, breathing hard, his face buried in her hair. They looked at each other, and in that moment they remembered who they’d just fucked, what they’d just done.

Marcia said nothing as she gently pushed her son off. She stood, wrapping the sheet around her shoulders, and left.

Rob rolled onto his back, staring at the ceiling, feeling the aftershocks pulse through his body, wondering how long it’d take for his mother to be able to look at him again.

The screen on the wall flickered to life, displaying Clare’s perfectly made-up face. She looked delighted, her eyes glinting with the thrill of a host who’d just witnessed the season’s first major plot twist.

Rob fumbled in bed, hands feeling around until he managed to grab his blanket and cover his dick. He felt stupid, knowing everyone had already seen everything, but lying in bed naked while taking a public video-call with a reality-show host just felt wrong.

“Wow, Robbie! That was a bold move. The audience is loving it,” Clare said. “Let’s check the leaderboard, shall we?”

The screen switched to a graphic:

1. Marcia - 173 points

2. Rob - 133 points

3. Lila - 102 points

The rest trailed behind, their points so low they barely registered.

Rob wondered what Aunt Lila had done to earn her points. Still, he was winning. And his mom, too.

He couldn’t help but smile. He’d been right about how the game worked. He could figure out how to win this whole thing. All he needed was his mom’s help to get there.

+++

Hi, Brooke here. Thank you for reading this story. Want a free taboo short story and exclusive discount codes? Click here to join my kinky book club! ;)


    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Brooke Kinks publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-FHKJD-ZDLHJ[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-FHKJD-ZDLHJ

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Did you love Patriarchy Palace 1? Then you should read
              
                Patriarchy Palace Complete Series: Books 1-8 by Brooke Kinks!
              
          

	    

    
	    
            
                [image: Patriarchy Palace Complete Series: Books 1-8]
            
	    

	  
        Welcome to the world's first incest reality show... 
Rob and his entire extended family are unwilling contestants in a game show. The rule is simple: whoever gets the most attention, wins.
Rob quickly figures that he needs to do the nastiest, most dramatic, most scandalous stuff… like breeding his mom on camera, for example. 
But he can't stop there, not if he wants to win. As the game progresses, he resorts to shoddier and shoddier tactics to grow his harem and get ahead. 


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Brooke Kinks’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
	    
	      Also by Brooke Kinks

	    

      
	    
          
	      Breeding Mom

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom Complete Collection: 22 Mom-cest Stories

          
        
          
	          Mom-cest Creampie: 5-Book Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mom-Cest Creampie Volume 2: 5-Book Bundle

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom While Dad's Asleep: Books 1-3 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad: Books 1-5 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad: Books 6-10 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad: Complete 10-Story Series

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom While Dad's Asleep

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom While Dad's Asleep 2

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom While Dad's Asleep 3

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 2

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 3

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 4

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 5

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 6

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 7

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 8

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 9

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom, Cuckolding Dad 10

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom With Hypnosis

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom with Hypnosis 2

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom With Hypnosis 3

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom on the Desert Island

          
        
          
	          Breeding Mom While Dad's Passed Out

          
        
          
	          Breeding My Cheating Mom

          
        
          
	          Breeding My Sleeping Mom

          
        
          
	          Breeding My Mom, the Sex-Bot

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Breeding My Virgin Sister

          
        
          
	          Blackmailing My Fertile Virgin Sister

          
        
          
	          Blackmailing My Fertile Virgin Sister 2

          
        
          
	          Breeding & Blackmailing My Virgin Sister

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Brooke's Kink-iversary Mega-Bundles

          
        
          
	          Sweet Taboo Erotica Collection: Brooke's Kink-iversary Mega-Bundle

          
        
          
	          Sinful Taboo Erotica Collection: Brooke's Kink-iversary Mega-Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Daddy's Free-Use Office Slut

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Free-Use Office Slut 1

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Free-Use Office Slut 2

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Free-Use Office Slut 3

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Free-Use Office Slut 4

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Free-Use Office Slut 5

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Free-Use Office Slut 6

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Free Use Federation

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys: Books 1-10 Complete Series Bundle

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys: Books 1-5 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Free Use World Bundle

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys: Books 6-10 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Daddy Shares His Virgin Daughter With Grandpa

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toy

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toy 2

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys 3

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys 4

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys 5

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys 6

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys 7

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys 8

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys 9

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Fertile Breeding Toys 10

          
        
          
	          Free Use Slut for My Daddy & Brother

          
        
          
	          Free Use University: Dominating the Virgin

          
        
          
	          Forced Free-Use Virgin

          
        
          
	          Breeding Gangbang at Free Use University

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hypno Island Family Vacation

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation: Books 1-8 Complete Series Bundle

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation 1

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation 2

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation 3

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation 4

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation 5

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation 6

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation 7

          
        
          
	          Hypno Island Family Vacation 8

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom: Books 1-14 Complete Series Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 2: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 3: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 4: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 5: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 6: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 7: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 8: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 9: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 10: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 11: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 12: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 13: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
          
	          Mind-Breaking My Trauma-Slut Mom 14: A Dark Tale of Hypnosis and Bimbofication

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mind Control Apocalypse

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Apocalypse Complete Series Bundle: Breeding My Mom and Sisters at the End of the World

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Apocalypse: Breeding My Mom at the End of the World

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Apocalypse 2: Breeding Sister #1 at the End of the World

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Apocalypse 3: Breeding Sister #2 at the End of the World

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Apocalypse 4: Breeding Sister #3 at the End of the World

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Apocalypse 5: Breeding Sister #4 at the End of the World

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Apocalypse 6: Breeding Sister #5 at the End of the World

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mind Control Breeding Sluts

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom, Aunts, and Cousins Into Mind Control Breeding Sluts Complete Series: Books 1-10 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Breeding Sluts: Books 1-5 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Breeding Sluts: Books 6-10 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom Into My Mind Control Breeding Slut

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom and Aunt Into My Mind Control Breeding Sluts

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom and Aunts into My Mind Control Breeding Sluts 3

          
        
          
	          Using My Mom As My Mind Control Breeding Slut 4

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom, Aunt, and Cousin Into Mind Control Breeding Sluts 5

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom, Aunts, and Cousins Into Mind Control Breeding Sluts 6

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom, Aunts, and Cousins Into Mind Control Breeding Sluts 7

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom, Aunts, and Cousins Into Mind Control Breeding Sluts 8

          
        
          
	          Turning My Mom, Aunts, and Cousins Into Mind Control Breeding Sluts 9

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Breeding Sluts 10

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mind Control Journal: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Journal 1: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Journal 2: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Journal 3: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Journal 4: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Journal 5: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Journal 6: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Journal 7: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Mind Control Journal 8: Breeding My Mom and Aunts During the Virus Lockdown

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister: Complete Series 1-20

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister: Books 1-10 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister: Books 11-20 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister: Books 1-5 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister: Books 6-10 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister: Books 11-15 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister: Books 16-20 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 2

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 3

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 4

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 5

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 6

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 7

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Pregnant Mom & Sister 8

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Pregnant Mom & Sister 9

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Pregnant Mom & Sister 10

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Pregnant Mom & Sister 11

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Pregnant Mom & Sister 12

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Pregnant Mom & Sister 13

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Pregnant Mom & Sister 14

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Pregnant Mom & Sister 15

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 16

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 17

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 18

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 19

          
        
          
	          Mind Controlling My Mom & Sister 20

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      My Bimbo Mom & Sisters

          
        
          
	          My Bimbo Mom & Twin Sisters: Books 1-5 Bundle

          
        
          
	          My Bimbo Mom & Twin Sisters

          
        
          
	          My Bimbo Mom & Twin Sisters 2

          
        
          
	          My Bimbo Mom & Twin Sisters 3

          
        
          
	          My Bimbo Mom & Twin Sisters 4

          
        
          
	          My Bimbo Mom & Twin Sisters 5

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      My Sister's First Fertility Fuck-fest

          
        
          
	          My Sister's First Fertility Fuck-Fest: Books 1-5 Complete Series Bundle

          
        
          
	          My Sister's First Fertility Fuck-fest 1

          
        
          
	          My Sister's First Fertility Fuck-fest 2

          
        
          
	          My Sister's First Fertility Fuck-fest 3

          
        
          
	          My Sister's First Fertility Fuck-fest 4

          
        
          
	          My Sister's First Fertility Fuck-fest 5

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Patriarchy Palace: Incest Reality Show

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace Complete Series: Books 1-8

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace 1

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace 2

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace 3

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace 4

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace 5

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace 6

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace 7

          
        
          
	          Patriarchy Palace 8

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Stranded With My Mom and Aunts

          
        
          
	          Stranded on the Desert Island With My Mom & Aunts Complete Series: Books 1-5 Bundle

          
        
          
	          Stranded on the Desert Island with My Mom and Aunts

          
        
          
	          Stranded on the Desert Island With My Mom and Aunts 2

          
        
          
	          Stranded on the Desert Island With My Mom and Aunts 3

          
        
          
	          Stranded on the Desert Island With My Mom and Aunts 4

          
        
          
	          Stranded on the Desert Island With My Mom and Aunts 5

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Taboo Romance

          
        
          
	          Romancing Mom: Complete Series

          
        
          
	          Romancing Mom: Our European Cruise

          
        
          
	          Romancing Mom: Breeding on the Beach

          
        
          
	          Romancing Mom: A Mother's Milk

          
        
          
	          Dating My Sister: Family Vacation at the Lake House

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Daddy Takes His Passed Out Daughter's Virginity

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Submissive Piss Slut

          
        
          
	          Grandpa's Brat, Spanked

          
        
          
	          Professor Daddy's Good Girl

          
        
          
	          Taboo Reunion With My Sister and Our Mom

          
        
          
	          Hypnotizing My Mom

          
        
          
	          Gangbanged by My Uncles

          
        
          
	          Daddy's Breeding Cult

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Brooke Kinks’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
    
	    
	      [image: Brooke Kinks]
	    

	  
	    About the Author

        
            I write taboo stories with themes of incest, breeding, and mind control. Expect creampies, dominant men (except for the occasional cuckold), and women who may resist at first but always end up enjoying it.
My stories often (but don't always) involve some shade of noncon—hypnosis, mind control, bimbofication, humiliation, blackmail, etc. Please read the story descriptions carefully, especially if you're not into these themes. <3
 
+++
 
WANT A FREE SHORT STORY? AND SUPER-SECRET DISCOUNT CODES? Sign up to get regular updates about my taboo erotica! You'll also get limited-time free deals and new release notifications. Just follow the link below 👇
https://brooke-kinks.kit.com/0d63f16a39
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