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Pure Love World Pt. 01

Chapter 1: BIRTHDAY

Falling stars are a wonderful sight in the night sky. Many believe that if you make a wish when you see a falling star, it might just come true.

Max had no idea how much his life would change because of a random flash in the sky.

The annoying alarm clock blared, just like any other school day. Then came a knock on the door.

"Max, wake up! You'll be late for school again. And don't start with the 'I'm sick' excuse," said a pleasant voice. It was his mom. She sipped her coffee and disappeared into another room.

"Whatever you say, Mom," Max mumbled, picking up his phone. His calendar displayed a reminder: "HAPPY BIRTHDAY, MAX!"

"Yeah, right. Today is my 18th birthday," he muttered.

He walked into the kitchen, where his mom was engrossed in a phone conversation while standing at the stove. Her yellow curls cascaded to her shoulders, and her hips swayed back and forth as Fortuna (that was her name) cooked breakfast.

"I wonder if there's some surprise waiting for me," Max thought, taking his place at the table. Fortuna served him breakfast.

"Eat up and hurry. Get ready for school, or you'll be late," she said, sitting across from him, her attention glued to her phone as always.

"Anything you want to tell me, Mom?" Max asked.

She looked at him with a cute crinkle of her eyebrows. "What? I don't have time for your nonsense, Max. You cook dinner tonight and do the dishes."

"What? Even tonight?"

"Is today some kind of special day? Yes, even tonight," she continued typing something on her phone, trying not to break yellow manicure.

"Sorry for distracting you from your boyfriend."

"My boyfriend, your dad, is away on a work trip. It's business, not leisure. Don't be silly and watch your tone, young man." The phone rang, and she got up, leaving the kitchen.

===

"She forgot about my birthday. Just unbelievable, Derek." Max stared at the morning sky in his sports uniform during PE class while Derek did his warm-up routine. "At least my dad called, but I doubt he'll tell her. They rarely talk about me."

"Your mom is a very busy MILF. I can understand her."

"Hey!" Max glared at Derek, who was a bit taller. "I told you not to call her that in my presence. It's gross."

"But you're not going to deny she's a MILF, are you? Firm ass, decent breasts, big gray eyes, and long blonde hair. Damn. If I had a mom like that, I'd forgive anything--even something as small as forgetting your birthday."

"That's easy for you to say. Your mom never forgets anything. She really loves you."

"Yeah, she does. Only she has to keep reminding my dad about everything. He's the one who always forgets stuff. My mom's probably a MILF too." Derek placed his hands on his hips, recalling images of his own mom.

"That's even more gross. Calling your own mom a MILF. How can you even say that?"

"Come on. We're eighteen, Max. Hormones bubbling inside us." Derek put a hand on Max's shoulder. "Your mom just got really worked up. She'll remember your birthday tonight when she gets home. Don't make a big deal out of it."

===

"Max, I'm home!" Fortuna threw her keys onto the shelf and began to undress. "I'm so tired."

"I made you dinner," his voice echoed from the kitchen.

"Thank you." She kissed his cheek, but it was a dry, unpleasant kiss--without love. Fortuna sat down at the table as Max served the food. "There's a hole in my new stockings. Gosh, I liked them." She twirled her fingers over the white spot on her beautiful left leg.

"You can always afford new ones, knowing how much you like stockings." He sat down across from her and silently waited while she ate. "Still nothing you want to tell me?"

"That's enough, Max. I don't care about your silly games. I'm so tired. Do you know what I've learned for sure in my 44 years? If you have something to say, always say it straight. What's wrong?"

He sighed. "Nothing, Mom. Nothing is wrong. Sorry for being so damn annoying."

"That's better. Isn't it time for you to go to bed? Or do you want to skip school again tomorrow? Your grades are bad enough as it is, Max."

"Yeah, sure. Do you even love me, Mom?"

She set her fork aside and, to his surprise, hesitated for a second. It was only a second, but it startled him.

"Of course, Max. You're my son."

"I just realized today that you hardly ever say you love me. Sometimes I feel like a burden. Maybe you and Dad never really wanted kids."

"Max, please. You chose a bad day to complain about your life. I had a horrible day and don't want to hear about how tough yours is. Just go to bed."

"As you say." He stood up slowly. Fortuna glanced out the window, peering into the dark evening.

He went back to his room. The final moments of his birthday were ticking away. Max walked to the window. Even though he didn't have a birthday cake, he still had a wish in his heart.

"I wish I lived in a world where mothers love their sons with pure love."

At that moment, by a one-in-a-million chance, a shooting star streaked across the sky. Usually, wishes made at the perfect moment involve all sorts of little details, their fulfillment barely noticeable to the one who made them.

But Max's wish was different.

It was a big one.

Chapter 2: PURE LOVE WORLD

DAY ONE

He woke up, as always, to the sound of the alarm clock. A knock on the door followed shortly after.

"Honey, get up, or you'll be late for school," Fortuna called out. She took a sip of coffee, and, judging by her retreating footsteps, disappeared into another room.

Max rubbed his disheveled hair. "Honey?"

While getting dressed, he kept recalling the last time she'd called him honey, sweetie, sweetheart, baby, or sunshine. Perhaps those times were from when he had no consciousness at all.

He walked into the kitchen, where his favorite breakfast--two eggs and bacon arranged to look like a face--was already waiting.

"Sit down, or it'll get cold," Fortuna said. Her long hair hung loose, and she wore an apron. She kissed him on the cheek, leaving a gentle, sweet mark of pink lipstick behind. He sat down and began to eat.

"That's odd. What is it with her today?" His gaze slowly slid toward the stove. Max's eyes widened. Fortuna had no outerwear under her apron. Her bare back and big firm ass were only partly obscured by the transparent fabric.

He turned away in shock and disgust.

"You want me to do a job, dear?" she asked cautiously, continuing to work at the stove.

"Is she asking my permission to go to work? I need to get to school," Max thought, hastily finishing his breakfast before leaving the kitchen as quickly as possible.

===

"This is kind of crazy. I'm telling you, there's something wrong with my Mom." Max sat on a chair in the schoolyard while Derek ate his lunch. "My Mom would never let herself wear something like that. Not even at home! She only wears pants and sweaters, even when it's summer. She hates wearing light blouses and tights with skirts at work, so at home, she always dresses like its winter outside. "Even when she swims, she always wears silly, boring jumpsuits. She hates dressing in anything sexy."

"Uh-huh," Derek nodded with his mouth full.

"And when she sees someone dressed indecently on the street, she always starts talking about how unaesthetic it is, how it's wrong. 'These girls have terrible parenting,' she says. 'A woman shouldn't wear something like that...' Is that nerdy Bob?"

"Uh-huh," nodded Derek again.

Right in front of them walked a nerdy guy with long hair. Walking next to Bob was a woman, the same height as him, looking about 50 years old. Short hair, glasses. She was just an ordinary fifty-year-old woman.

"Walking with his Mommy. Just look at them. They're holding hands."

Bob and his mother walked along the schoolyard path and headed further down the street. As they mingled with the crowd, he thought Bob slipped his free hand somewhere under his mom's blouse, right into her neckline.

"I certainly wouldn't walk with my mom holding hands, especially not with a mom like Bob's," Derek said as he hid the remains of his lunch.

"Yeah... I guess," Max was still looking in the direction where Bob and his mom had just disappeared.

"My mom's hands are only made for doing me a great handjob. Like today." Derek raised his hands in a completely relaxed manner, spreading out on the bench.

"Uh-huh, yeah. Wait, what?" Max's face suddenly contorted, he brought his fingers up to his face trying to determine if he had just heard that correctly. He said his Mom do him handjobs? Probably another stupid joke.

"Yeah, yeah, sure." Max let out a silly laugh and punched his friend lightly in the shoulder.

"What? I'm serious," Derek's face was stone-cold. "When your balls are empty it helps you focus a lot then in school."

"What? What the hell are you talking about, bro? Is your mom giving you a handjobs?"

"Yeah! What about yours? Doesn't she?"

"Of course not! Ew. Of course I always knew you and your mom were close, Derek. But what the fuck?"

"What's wrong?" Derek really did seem confused. "My mom knows it helps me. She does it when my dad isn't looking because he gets jealous."

"I really don't want to hear about it, about your crazy family. Your jokes go too far sometimes. Enough of that. Close the subject!"

"Fine."

Max had been to Derek's house many times and met his mother. It was crazy to imagine what his friend was talking about. His mother doing him a handjob? No freaking way.

They didn't dare discuss anything more about mothers and jobs for the rest of the day.

While heading home, Max checked his phone for news. A celebrity had held a high-profile wedding, and the bride was... his own mother. "Weirdo. And I used to be his fan," he muttered.

As he reached the edge of the road, he stopped abruptly when a bus sped past, just inches from his face. An ad on the side of the bus caught his attention: "Embrace Your Love." The sign depicted a young man passionately kissing a woman who was slightly older than him.

"Weird," Max thought.

Later that evening, he cooked dinner for his mom and retreated to his room, avoiding Fortuna after the disappointing birthday and the unsettling things Derek had shared earlier.

The next day was much the same. In the morning, his mom gave him a sweet kiss, made his favorite breakfast, and said, "I'm sorry if I seemed off yesterday. I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable, sweetheart."

"Did she actually notice me looking at her ass and then turn away? Damn. It's so embarrassing."

This time, under her apron, she wore her usual homemade pants and a simple shirt.

Later at school, Max observed their 40-year-old principal kissing a younger guy.

"I thought kissing wasn't allowed at school. Does our principal have a new boyfriend?" he whispered to Derek.

"That's her son," Derek replied nonchalantly.

Max remained silent, goosebumps prickling his skin.

"My mom kisses me like that too," Derek added with a shrug.

"What the hell is going on?" Max thought, his mind spinning.

As he left school, he began noticing the people around him more closely. Many couples consisted of younger men with older women, and they all seemed... oddly similar. "Something's wrong, but I can't figure out what or why it's happening," he mused.

When he got home, his father was waiting for him. "Hi, Max." A tall, dark-haired man with a mustache extended his wiry hand. "How's it going?"

"Fine." They shook hands as Max tried to mask his growing anxiety. He forced a casual tone. "How was the trip? I didn't know you'd be back so soon."

"It was okay," his dad replied, nervously running a hand through his short hair. "But let's talk about you. I hope you didn't get into too much mischief with your mom while I was away?"

"Mischief with mom? I don't get it," Max said, puzzled.

"Oh, come on. You're eighteen now. I bet you couldn't resist having some fun with your mommy." His father playfully punched him on the shoulder and headed into the kitchen.

Max stood in the doorway, stunned and confused.

===

In the evening, they all sat down for dinner. Fortuna exchanged awkward glances with her husband, and Max nervously looked at his mother.

"So, how was Max's eighteenth birthday celebration? Hopefully not in our bedroom?" Josh, Max's father, grinned while putting a piece of the meat he had cooked into his mouth.

"Eighteenth birthday?" Fortuna dropped her fork. "Oh my God, Max. I completely forgot about your birthday!"

"It's okay, Mom."

She reached out to hold his hand, but he pulled away, horrified.

"You never fail to surprise me, Fortuna," Josh chuckled. "You never forget to chase the poor guy around the house, make him do his homework, the housework, the dishes, and clean the place. But you forgot about his eighteenth birthday?"

"I've been busy working, Josh!" Her tone sharpened, and Fortuna seemed like her usual self again. "You're not the only one providing for this family, so don't forget that. Why didn't you remind me about his birthday? You just need an excuse, as always, to accuse me of being a bad mother!"

"You're the one giving me those excuses, honey," he grinned, taking another bite of meat.

Fortuna turned to Max again. "We'll celebrate your birthday properly, sweetheart. How about next weekend?"

"Uh-huh, yeah. Sure," Max replied, clearly uninterested.

"Just make sure you don't add any new members to this family while celebrating. By the way, when did you start calling Max 'sweetheart'?"

"I've always called him that!"

"Nope. It's always 'Max, do this,' 'Max, do that,' 'Max, don't you dare do this,' 'Max, your grades are a disaster,' and so on."

"Are you saying I'm a bad mother again?" Fortuna slapped the table, and the room fell silent.

"I'm going to my room." Max got up, closed the door behind him, and tried to sleep right away.

What did his dad mean by that? "Just make sure you don't add any new members to this family while celebrating..."

===

He didn't want to go to school this morning.

"Honey, wake up, or you'll be late for school," Fortuna said at the door, sipping her coffee as usual.

"I'm not feeling well, Mom. I don't want to go," he replied, expecting a scolding.

"You're so lazy, Max! Do you know how much I accomplished when I was your age? I was the best student in school. How will you succeed in life if you don't study? Even when you're sick, you need to go to school."

He had heard this lecture many times before and expected to hear the same thing again this time.

The door handle moved, but Fortuna didn't come in, though it looked like she wanted to. After a short pause, he heard her say, "Okay, dear. I'll have breakfast ready." She said it not without a struggle.

That morning he spent on the Internet. The news about a famous person marrying his mom wasn't a one-time thing. More instances popped up, lots of them. On social media, some guys' relationship statuses led to their moms' profiles. Some websites had a lot of videos and articles suggesting ways to express love to one's mother and convince her to consider a serious relationship. They also provided tips on how to satisfy your mother properly. Sexually.

Gosh.

There were also articles for ordinary couples that gave advice on how to make sure your future son doesn't steal your wife.

Or an article for sons. There are articles about how to get rid of your father and completely possess your mother.

He turned off the computer, everything was blurring in front of his eyes.

The whole thing was vile. Maybe people just went crazy one day? The relationship with your own mother seemed crazy, the worst thing in the world. But somehow now no one cared anymore.

He took out his phone and called a number. It took Derek a while to answer. He waited patiently.

"Hello? Whew, wow." Derek answered the phone, sounding a bit out of breath, like after a long run.

"Are you at the gym, Derek?"

"No, of course not. Mom just finally decided to give me a blowjob. That was incredible, bro!"

Max flung the phone away from his ear as if it were on fire. He left the room and sat by the living room window, nervously biting his fingernails.

Their young neighbor from across the street, who frequently had girls over, stepped out of his car. His mom, who visited regularly, was with him. They walked towards the front door and suddenly shared a passionate kiss, just like a pair of lovebirds.

Max closed the window blinds, plunging the living room into darkness. He thought about recent events. "It all started after my birthday, for sure. But how and why?"

He couldn't find any answers. Suddenly, a bright light blinded him as a lamp turned on.

"Honey, why are you sitting in the dark?" Fortuna entered the room, dressed in a light blouse with a nice neckline and a skirt. She wore beautiful stockings that accentuated her legs.

Fortuna touched Max's forehead while he looked at her sexy legs.

"You feel warm, honey. So you didn't lie about being sick."

His Mom. Did she change too?

"Mom?"

"Yes?" She looked at him with a sweet loving smile.

"Um, can you give me a kiss?" He blushed even more. "A real one."

She smiled warmly with her full lips. "Sure."

Fortuna bent down and her soft lips touched his mouth. Their lips entwined together. He didn't move. Fortuna gently guided her tongue into his mouth, transferring her saliva to him. He felt her taste, his ears perked up. Max kept his eyes open, seeing Fortuna's face in front of him, the way she was enjoying this kiss, a kiss with her own eighteen year old son.

Finally, she pulled away, her lips glowing with wetness. "Is that it? I'm going to work, honey. Get well; breakfast is on the table."

Fortuna turned around and, moving her beautiful ass, left the room.

"Shit."

===

He tried to accept the new reality.

Did he really have a choice?

The next morning, Fortuna asked him again. "Do you want me to do a job?"

"Why does she keep asking me for permission to go to work? Maybe in this new world, she thinks she's my servant? I don't care, Mom."

She asked the same thing the next day and the day after that. And she asked him all week.

Otherwise, not much had changed in his life. Max tried to forget about that awkward kiss and avoid talking to Derek about his mother.

However, Derek always delved into sharing details of his turbulent relationship with his mom or the latest gossip about who at school had a crush on his mother or was even in a relationship with her.

"My mom won't support our relationship anymore. I think she just loves Dad too much. If only there were a way to get rid of him." Derek stared at the floor, deep in thought.

"Derek, please." Max paused from his lunch at the school cafeteria. "I don't want to hear about you and your mom. Just let me eat in peace and silence."

"Yeah, right. You prefer boys now. I forgot."

Max took a deep breath. "Can I ask you a question? How do you even... Well." Max left his plate and began rubbing his fingers together nervously. "How can you do this? To even think in that way about your own mother? You know, in a sexual way."

"I don't see a problem here. Why not?" Derek took up his food, glancing at Max as he spoke.

"That's your Mother, Derek! How can you do things with her that you normally do with girls? How can she give you a blowjob, boobjob, handjob or..."

Job.

So that's what she talks about every morning. She offers to please him.

Max felt like he was about to throw up.

"You know, Max. I've put up with this weirdness of yours for a long time now, but it's starting to get annoying. Why do I love my Mom? Because she's experienced, beautiful, and she gave birth to me and my sister. She's fertile and reliable. And you know what? I probably wouldn't even mind having kids of my own with her. Why don't you understand that and love your mother? That's the question."



Max slapped the table sharply and stood up. He had enough of his crap.

===

Max spent the next morning in bed. He couldn't find the motivation to go into the kitchen. Now that he knew the truth about what his mother had been offering him, going to the kitchen felt like approaching a closed door

He jumped when he heard her voice. "Max, you're going to be late for school! Don't make me come in and pull you out of bed."

"I'm not feeling well, Mom. I can't go."

"You've already been sick this month." She opened the door sharply, which he hadn't expected. "You have to go to school and finish high school like everyone else, Max. You can't be sick all the time. I never missed school because of illness when I was young, and look at me now--I've got a great job and a family. Don't you want to be successful?"

He watched her slightly angry face. "Wow. So you haven't completely turned into an obedient sex housekeeper after all. Sometimes your real self comes out, Mom."

"What did you just say?"

"I... uh," he realized he'd said it out loud. Fortuna stepped closer and kicked him in the face.

"Ow!" He grabbed his cheek, one of her nails seeming to break.

"You're grounded, young man! For life!" She slammed the door loudly.

Chapter 3: TEMPTATION

The next morning, she no longer offered to do a job for him. She was really pissed off, and he didn't know whether to be happy about it or not. He mostly stayed at home, so the punishment didn't bother him much.

"Woah, Max. Ha-ha. I didn't expect that from you, son," his dad chuckled, giving Max a friendly pat on the shoulder. His tone had a hint of relief. Was he really glad that his mom had a fight with him?

"I just want to wake up in a regular world again," he prayed every night before going to sleep. However, each morning, things remained unchanged. The relationship between mothers and sons was still the norm.

Sometimes, before going to bed, he pondered Derek's words. Mothers are experienced, beautiful. He had a great woman in the house who was willing to give herself to him at any moment. And the whole world would praise him for that.

Why, then, had he not seized the opportunity?

"Because she's my mom!" Max almost yelled while lying on his pillow. The next morning, he had breakfast as usual. Like every other morning, his dad was already at work, and Fortuna was busy with her phone next to the coffee machine. He kept his eyes on her ass and stockings, chewing his breakfast.

"I like your stockings, Mom." He really liked the look of her beautiful legs. "And the hair."

She didn't answer right away. She was pissed, but everything inside her was urging her to forgive him.

After all, she loved Max deeply with a pure mother's love.

"Thanks, honey," Fortuna said awkwardly, brushing the blonde curls away from her face.

She turned halfway toward him and lifted her skirt slightly, giving him a couple of seconds to admire her body and stockings.

It was like the first day when she wore only her underwear and an apron while making breakfast. For some unknown reason, she had woken up with a desire to show off in front of her son. She had wanted to surprise Max so badly, but then she realized how foolish she had been.

But Max, just like the first time, turned away in horror, swallowing his food nervously. "I can't, I can't. Don't even think about it, Max." He was whispering to himself.

The turning point was gradually approaching. He had to accept the new reality.

He hesitated and then suddenly spoke up. "Don't you still want to offer me... a job?"

His heart raced, his hands trembled, and he swallowed nervously.

Fortuna had her back turned to her son, her mind seemingly occupied with thoughts he could neither decipher nor fully imagine.

Perhaps there was a struggle taking place--a conflict between the old Fortuna and the Fortuna of this new world.

"What kind of job do you... want, sunshine?" she asked in a half-whisper.

"Blowjob."

Fortuna took one last sip of her coffee and turned around. He had no idea at all what to expect. His mother dropped to her knees and disappeared under the table.

"Mom?"

He jerked as her hands pulled down his pants and underwear, pulling his cock out. "Wow, Mom. Are you sure...ughh?" He jerked again as her soft fingers began to pull the skin taut on his cock. He became hard right away, even as he realized it was his mother's hands.

"Unbelievable. So big," Fortuna said obviously smiling. Her soft lips gently touched the tip. Max gripped the edge of the table, his fingers turning white.

"Ughhhh, shit."

She continued to kiss his cock, massaging his balls until finally her mouth closed on the tip. Fortuna moved further and further in, taking his cock deeper and deeper, making funny gulping noises.

"Oooooghhhhhh, God!" He tried to think of something else, someone else.

"Grrrrrhhhh, gulp." She reached all the way to the base, touching his pubic hair with her cute nose. The sounds continued, she seemed to choke and immediately pulled his cock out of her throat completely.

"'Incredible.'" He was shaking with euphoria. Fortuna took full hold of his cock again, pulling the skin with her hand and then continuing with her mouth.

Derek was right about one thing for sure -- Moms are really experienced in this stuff!

His mind was buzzing with alarm. He wanted to imagine someone else, but his imagination wasn't vivid enough to see anyone in this intense moment. "This is so...wrong...We shouldn't do this, Mom, we shouldn't... Fuuuck!"

Fortuna pulled his cock out and through gulping sounds said. "You asked for it, sweetheart." She spit on the tip and took it into her mouth again, wrapping her lips around his dick, going all the way in and licking his balls.

"I'm going to hell for this..." He was so damn close. It was impossible to hold back much longer. She made funny noises, choking on his cock in her mouth. His tip constantly seemed to be in the deepest part of her throat.

"I have to think of someone else, I have to..." He stared into the coffee machine in front of him, jerking his entire upper body, holding back a scream. "I have to....Ughhhhhh, Mom!"

He tipped his head back, his whole gut clenched, and he shot the first stream of hot seed straight down her throat.

Fortuna coughed, gulping, gasping right with his cock in her mouth. He couldn't see what was happening under the table, but he could imagine. At that moment his cock was once again shooting cum right out of his balls. She abruptly started pulling his dick out and it shot out again right onto her tongue.

Fortuna withdrew her son's dick from her mouth, gulping and spitting his cum on the floor. "MAX! You shot...right into my...lungs!" She was barely catching her breath due to a choking cough. She spit more cum on the floor. "I swallowed some of it...I can't...believe it. I've never... Even with your Dad. Gosh." She moved his flaccid manhood away from her face and tried to get up.

Max slowly came to his senses. His cock hung between his legs, covered in Fortuna's juices and cum. It felt so good.

He looked up at his dear mother as she climbed out from behind the table. Her hair was disheveled, her slightly reddened eyes looking exactly at him. The remnants of his seed and saliva dripped from her mouth, and her breasts heaved as she took a breath. Some of the semen got on her blouse and skirt.

"Are you satisfied now, honey?" she asked, switching to a cough again.

He couldn't answer any other way. "Yes, I am."

"Good. Now get up, I need to clean the floor after what we did."

===

He went to school and when the euphoric feeling passed, shame overtook him. It wasn't an easy feeling of shame. Shame mocked him, amused him. It was eating him from the inside out bit by bit, gnawing away at his entire gut. "That's my Mom. What have we done? Maybe I've changed too? Like this world? What's wrong with me?"

In the evening he made dinner and tried to avoid Fortuna. How would he be able to look her in the eyes now?

Saturday came. Finally, the weekend.

"Max?" His dad appeared at the door, giving it a light tap. "Could you lend me a hand in the garage? Your mom's out shopping."

"It would help me get my mind off things," thought Max.

Max stood with the repair kit while his father fiddled with the engine of his brand new Toyota.

"How are things with you and mom? Everything's okay?" Josh asked.

"Mom? Me? Yeah, sure, sure." Max swallowed nervously.

"There's nothing going on between you two, is there? Well, you know what I mean." His father glanced cautiously at his son out of the corner of his eye.

"No. There's nothing going on between us. Just a regular mother-son thing. I promise. Well, not regular, but you know, no funny business."

"No funny business. That's good. Pass me the flashlight. We don't need another addition to the family," his father said quite quietly to himself, but Max heard everything. "Can I speak frankly?"

Max nodded.

"You're a big boy now, Max. I'm just afraid your mother cheating on me. We kissed last night and I could clearly smell the man's seed from her lips."

Max stared into the void in silence.

"If you find out anything, you'll tell me, right? You don't have any secrets from me."

"Yeah. I'll tell you if there's anything. I promise."

"Okay. Thanks Max. I think I'm done here." His father shut the car hood, and just then, the garage door swung open.

Fortuna entered with two glasses of orange juice.

"What are you guys up to?" she asked stepping closer and handing the twosome a a few glasses of juice. Her beautiful mesh stockings were showing a hole and she was wearing a warm sweater over her body. The sweater and stockings were a weird, but sexy combination.

"Just spending a father-son time." Josh patted Max's shoulder, with his other hand he took a glass of juice. "Thanks honey."

Max was embarrassed to look her in the eyes, but Fortuna smiled as she handed over the glass and their eyes met.

"I should probably leave," he drank half the glass and rushed out of the garage. While at the door, he finished the rest of the drink, accidentally overhearing his parents.

"Why are you giving me that look? Are you going to scold me again for last night's kiss?" Fortuna asked.

"I'm not a fool, Forty. I know you did something inappropriate with that mouth before we met yesterday. It would be better if you just admitted it."

But his mother remained silent.

"Listen, I don't want to argue. I don't want a divorce. I still love you," he added.

"That doesn't sound convincing. And you never cared about Max. I've always been in charge of his upbringing and schooling."

"That's not true! I love Max. And during his growing up years, I was busy..." Josh sighed. "Do you remember what day it is in two weeks?"

"Our wedding anniversary?"

"Yes. See? I remember," Josh said proudly.

"For the first time in probably all these years."

"I want to make this time special. We'll go out to a restaurant, just you and me. Have a nice evening and maybe we can finally break the ice between us, honey."

Max glanced through the doorway. Josh put his arms around Fortuna's waist, placing his hands on her sweater and reached up to kiss his wife, but Fortuna pulled away. "Don't. How do you know I didn't do something inappropriate with my mouth again before, huh?" mockingly asked Fortuna and Josh let her go.

"Your temper doesn't make it easier for me, Forty."

At that time, Max finally moved away from the door and went to his room. No more eavesdropping.

In this weird new world, one thing didn't change: his parents' difficult relationship.

Still, there was something intriguing about doing it behind his father's back.

And the fact that she kissed him after doing him blowjob.

That's madness. It's all madness.

"Am I really thinking about this again? About it with my mother. But she really is beautiful, isn't she? She's gorgeous. Her figure and those damn sexy stockings. And she's completely at my disposal and can't say no. I can't change anything in this new world, but at least I can enjoy the advantages I have."

He lay back on the bed, looking up at the ceiling.

"What are you talking about, Max!? Your mother is not an advantage!" He covered his head with a second pillow. "When is this nightmare going to end?"

===

Life went on as usual. Fortuna no longer asked him about a job, and his father was spending more time at home. Every morning he was in the kitchen, sending Max off to school and checking who Fortuna was talking to on the phone.

Now Max listened to Derek's stories about his mother without disgust, though he didn't talk about his own incident under the table. Some strange horrible processes were happening inside him. He was afraid of them, but he didn't fight them.

And with these changes the temptation continued to grow.

This morning his father was gone. Max busied himself with breakfast, but kept his eyes on Fortuna's ass and her stockings.

"Mom can you..." He was suddenly silent, gathering his strength.

"What?" she half-turned, her breasts now in profile to him.

"Could you do a job again?"

"Job? I don't know, Max. I'm not in the mood today. I've got a tough day ahead of me."

"Please, Mom. I need this for concentration before school. It'll help with my studies, you'll see. Derek's mom does the same." The words just came out of his mouth; he had to talk her into it somehow.

"Well as long as it helps you focus on school. Fine. I'll do it for you." She turned around, adjusting her breasts. "Blowjob again?"

He nodded full of burning anticipation.

"Only this time I'll get some tissues. I don't want to drown again." Ten minutes later Fortuna was under the table again. He held tightly to the table as her fingers gently encircled his cock, she gently guided the skin up and down and then took the cock into her mouth.

"Ohhhhhh, yes, Mommy."

She wielded her tongue expertly, reaching all the way down, engulfing his cock as deeply as she could and making strange, funny gulping noises. Her goal was to please him as best she could.

"Ohhhh, I just can't believe it, I can't believe it." He took his hands off the table and put them on Mom's head. His fingers sank pleasantly into the lush yellow hair.

"I'm...already...almost...OOooh." He couldn't hold back much longer. Fortuna drove her tongue along his tip, licking his cock, moving her head up and down. Fast then slow, then fast and slow again.

"Ohhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, Mommy!" He screamed, there was no one in the house but them anyway. Fortuna gently removed her head and caught streams of white liquid with tissues. "That's it."

Streams of bliss shot through his head and soon enough settled, leaving only a feeling of half-sleep. "That feels so good."

"You've had so much...cum." She wiped his cock with a new tissue and stood up from the table.

"I was saving it for you, Mom." Max said tiredly.

"That's so romantic. No one has ever said that to me before," Fortuna smiled, tossing the used napkins. "I hope this really helps you in school, Max. I never do anything for nothing." She licked her lips. "It's so weird that your dick tastes like sweet popcorn. Get dressed, you're going to be late for school. Gotta get more coffee."

CHAPTER 4. PURE LOVE BABY

"My damn dad... He's ruining everything!" muttered Derek sitting next to him. "I think he realized I want to steal Mom so he started giving her compliments and gifts, taking her to the movies. And now she's in love with him again instead of me! Damn it! Now I'll never have access to her sweet honey pot."

"Would you really be willing to... touch her honey pot. I mean..." Max scratched his head. Some girls he knew walked past, but he wasn't interested in them anymore. "It's your birthplace. How can you even do something nasty or dirty to it?"

"That's exactly why I want to touch her honey pot. To savor her honey, to be inside of it. You know, Max? That's crazy! But crazy like in a good way. I want to know the taste of my birthplace. I want to know what it's like to come home."

"I think that's too much."

"A lot of men start relationships with their mothers for that reason. To get a taste of their birthplace!"

Max usually avoided thinking about it, but a sudden idea popped into his head.

"Do videos exist? I mean porn. Porn with real moms and sons?" He asked.

Derek grinned mischievously. "Yes, and there are millions of them."

===

At home, he started looking at the links Derek sent him. There were videos, and lots of them. He watched some of them. Sometimes, it was tough to believe if some were real, but others seemed very real--maybe even too much, making him feel uneasy.

"Honey pot." He went back to Derek's words and thought about Fortuna's honey pot. He imagined what his mother's vagina looked like, but immediately dismissed those thoughts.

He continued watching videos, dozens of videos. Now he knew what it was like. And now maybe the thought of intimacy between mother and son wasn't such a big shock.

It's happening, and there's a lot of it. Right now, someone is doing it.

"Someone, but not me. No! I can't. Even if I ask her for something like this - I'm sure her old self will break out and I'll be punished again. Or beaten up altogether!"

He didn't notice himself falling asleep.

In the morning he was awakened by the alarm clock and the familiar. "Get up, Max. You'll be late for school."

"Did Dad leave already?" Yawning Max walked into the kitchen. Fortuna was standing by the stove as usual.

"Yeah, he's already gone. Sit down to eat and go to school."

Max moved closer to his Mom, examining her figure. She was wearing a blouse with a neckline so deep and sexy that he restrained himself from squatting.

"Our lives have changed so strangely and turned into complete insanity, Mom. I'm sorry I'm thinking about your honey pot."

"About my what? Max, are you sick again?" She touched his forehead as he stared at her boobs. "No, I think you're fine. What are you looking at?"

She adjusted her breasts, her left aureole peeking out a little.

"You like them?" she asked, fixing her hair. A couple of her curls fell over her chest.

"Yes. Can I... see them? I need it for school, Mom. Just don't get mad, please. I..."

She interrupted him. "You don't have to make up excuses. If you want to look again at the breasts that bred you, just say so" She pulled down her blouse and unhooked the bra.

Max's jaw dropped. His mother's beautiful lush breasts, with their nipples bulging, were right in front of him. The sensation was like a mini-orgasm, and his cock tensed in pants.

"Can I touch them?" He reached out, but she stopped his hands.

"Not now. Let's do it later. Okay? You're 18, you have a lot of catching up to do in our relationship, I understand. But I'm in a hurry to get to work." She put her bra back on and slipped her blouse on while Max watched rapturously.

"I want to taste your honey pot, Mom." Involuntarily came out of his mouth. The picture of her breasts was still in front of his eyes.

"What, you want honey? I don't understand you. Just go get ready for school, Max."

"No, Mom. We have a lot of catching up to do and I want to spend the night. With you. Together. You know..." His mood darkened a little when he said it out loud. What if she gets mad? Or what if she tells Dad?!

"Spend the night?" She looked up at him with bright gray eyes, her chest heaving up and down. "You mean you want to fuck me, Max?"

"Oh... Well, Yes."

"No."

"What? Why?"

"Because I don't want it. I'm trying to rebuild my relationship with your father. I don't want you to fuck me. I'm not ready to elevate our relationship to that physical intimate level yet. Do you understand, sunshine?"

"I guess I do."





He lost. And his father seemed to be winning.

"But you owe me, Mom. For my bad birthday. Remember? Just make it my coming-of-age present."

She pondered something, turning back to the stove. "A present? I'm not sure about that, Max. I'm busy tonight, and tomorrow's our anniversary with your father and he's calling me out to a restaurant."

"We'll do it all tomorrow. Before the restaurant while dad is out." He swallowed, feeling his cheeks and ears redden.

"Fine. I guess I do owe you for my failure on your birthday. And I can hardly say no to you anyway. It's weird, but I think I used to be able to. And know I can't. I love you too much to say no. You can fuck me tomorrow. Just be ready."

He nodded. "I love you, Mom."

Fortuna didn't respond. The internal struggle was heating up too much inside her. Why did this seem so right and wrong at the same time?

===

He could barely sleep that night because he was so excited. The anticipation was overwhelming. He was about to do it. Maybe Derek was right. There's something exhilarating about trying out your birthplace. Forbidden fruit is always the most delicious.

"Tomorrow my life will change forever."

A new day has come. Saturday. His parents' anniversary. He walked into the kitchen. His mom and dad were sitting at the table talking about some stuff, probably recalling their wedding and the past.

"You're early today, Max. I thought you'd get some sleep," Josh said. Fortuna bringing the mug of coffee to her mouth looked at her son.

"I just didn't sleep."

There was an awkward pause. Josh finished his coffee and stood up. "Okay, I'm going to go for now. I've got things to do. See you tonight, love." He walked over and kissed Fortuna on the cheek, heading for the exit.

While Josh was getting ready, Fortuna made breakfast and they sat in silence with Max, glancing at each other. It felt a little awkward, but Max didn't care.

Finally, Josh left the house and they were alone.

"So, I guess It's time."

"Now? Fortuna sighed, made a final sip of her coffee and stood up, walking over and taking his hand. "Shall we do it in your room?"

"No, in yours."

"You want to do it in my and your dad's room? But it's... Fine," she said sadly and led Max into their bedroom, sitting him down on the bed. She took off her sweater and as it turned out there was no bra underneath. Her breasts were heaving again right in front of him.

"You have beautiful sexy breasts, Mom."

"Thank you. That's nice of you to say. Funny, but I feel like a few months ago, I would probably have gotten angry with you for such ghastly words."

He started to take off his pants and Max suddenly said.

"I have a request. Can you put your stockings on?"

She smiled. "Well, if you wish so. I noticed a long time ago that you like my stockings."

He climbed more comfortably onto the bed, taking off his shirt and pants and getting ready. Fortuna put one foot on the bed, putting a stocking on her right leg.

"Things have changed so strangely since you turned 18. It never occurred to me that you might want it with me like other men with their mothers." She put her left leg on bed, putting another stocking. "To be honest, dear, I thought you hated me. I was so hard on you for your whole life. I'm sorry."

"It's okay, Mom. I'm not mad."

She finished with stockings and removed her underwear in one sharp motion.

"Honey pot." Max looked excitedly at her pubic hair and rosy cheeks. Her vagina was beautiful and the mesh stockings only enhanced the effect.

"Get a condom from your father's nightstand." She sat down on the bed, her boobs jiggling in the most natural and seductive way.

"I want to do it without a condom." He gulped.

She fixed her hair, slowly resigning herself to her inevitable fate. "Okay. I hope you know what you're doing, honey. And understand the risks."

She lied down, spreading her legs wide. Her pink insides were invitingly expectant.

He was already prepared, completely undressed. He shifted closer, and a sudden wave of fear washed over him.

"Mom, I... I've never done this with a girl before."

Fortuna let out a chuckle. "You know, Max. I taught you how to walk, I taught you how to talk. Now it's time for me to teach you how to make love. Enter me." She spread her legs even wider inviting him inside.

He moved closer touching her pink labia with the tip. Incredible sensations filled his brain. "Ughhh."

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, God" He died for a second, his body shuddering as if in a seizure.

"I'm coming home, uuuughhh," Max whispered with his eyes closed.

"What did you say? Oooghhh."

He jerked back and came in again sharply.

"Ohhh, Mom."

"Be gentle please." She covered her eyes; he entered and exited sharply again.

Her stockings were driving him crazy. He was in and out, penetrating her. It was happening. He is fucking his Mother.

"This feels so good!" he shouted. Fortuna took his hands and guided him to her breasts, letting him grab on. Her breasts were so soft and maternal.

"Ughhh, I can't believe it. It's so wrong, so wrong. But why does it feel so good."

"Don't stop, Max. You're doing good...you're doing good. You have a beautiful...cock."

"There's no way I'm stopping." He reached up and kissed her, using his tongue and biting her lips. His fingers squeezed her breasts and nipples with all his might. He increased the pressure, thrusting against her. Each thrust of his hips made her breasts shake.

"You're a goddess, Mom. Ughhhhhh." His cock was sinking into her sweet insides.

He became more confident, his cock penetrating her pussy, thrusting and thrusting. His hips moved sharply and roughly.

She didn't have time to respond, her phone on the nightstand rang. "It's your father."

"Don't answer." He didn't stop, he continued to fuck her. "Let him make the call. You're mine now."

She silently obeyed, placing her hands on her son's back and holding back moans.

Her vagina gripped his cock tightly every time he came home. He increased his speed, using all the power he could muster to be. The ringing of her ringtone sounded like an ambient of their love.

"Yes, yes, yes, yes. Ghhh, ughhh, Mom!!!"

"You're going to...pull it out, aren't you? Don't forget to pull out, honey. Don't do it inside, please." She kissed him on the lips and nearly cried out from another thrust of his hips.

"Yes, I'll pull out. I'll pull out...Oooh." His balls and everything inside clenched, his eyes darkened in front of her. But he continued frantically fucking her and touching her breasts.

"That's not right, not...right." She bit her lip, perhaps her past self was coming out.

She had spent all eighteen years with her son as a normal mother and son. So she could doubt, there were still remnants of her past self in her. She was the only woman in the whole world who could still realize that the love between mother and son was not quite right.

"I'm..already...Almost." His hips ceased to obey, he was stunned with frenzied raptures of pure delight. "It's too late to stop, Mom. Ughhhhhhhhh."

"Stop it. Put it out, Max." She used her motherly stern tone, grabbing his hair. Her old gut seemed to be bursting out. But he didn't care.

"Ughhh, Mom. Oooooghh, yeah, Mom, Ughhhhghgh..Oooff." His thrusts were becoming abrupt. She hugged him, feeling the lustfull heat of his body, his sharp hard movements.

"Just a little more. just a little..." He entered one last time, savoring the last moments of this incredible sex, and wanted to pull out, but he couldn't. He didn't want to leave her pussy. He withdrew, but his cock entered again all the way in and at that moment everything inside him exploded.

"Ooooooooooooooghhhhh, FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!" He was struck by lightning, and streams of seed rushed straight inside Fortuna, into her mother's womb. The warmth spread through Fortuna's body.

"Max..." It was a desperate whisper. She was still holding his hair, feeling his cum filling her.

His cock and legs shuddered releasing a stream of hot cum right into her womb. His fingers holding onto her legs tore her stockings open. A torrent of sensations surged through his body, igniting every nerve and consuming his consciousness. "Moom! Goooosh, ughhhhhhhhhh." He had never felt so good in his life, the whole world swam before his eyes. But he could see her clearly.

His mother.

He shot more cum, and more, unable to move or stop this madness. Her body trembled beneath him and the pressure of his hips. He kept cumming and cumming into her, right on his parents' bed. Like a dead man Max just collapsed on top of her, into her soft lush hair.

"Those were my favorite stockings." Fortuna said quietly, catching her breath.

"What have we done?" whispered Max, his cock still inside. "I'm sorry, Mom. I'm so sorry."

"It's okay, baby. It's going to be okay." She stroked his hair.

"But what if you get pregnant?" He struggled with his post orgasm state.

"And we'll have beautiful baby together. You'll make me a Mommy again." She kissed his cheek.

"Is it really..." He swallowed. "Is it normal in this world for a mother to get pregnant by son?"

"Normal?" She smiled sweetly. "The best children are born from true love. And what love is purer than the love of a mother and son?"

It clicked in his head. Pure. Pure Love.

"My wish. That's what happened. My wish came true".


Pure Love World Pt. 02

CHAPTER 5: MARRIAGE > MOTHERHOOD

Max watched white viscous fluid ooze out of his always strict and studious mother, right from where he was born. At that moment, she was a woman, the woman he filled with cum. And it happened because of one stupid wish.

Fortuna gently stroked her breasts, relishing the sensation of her insemination and the feeling of warmth inside her, before finally waking up from her post-orgasmic state.

"I need to get ready; your father is waiting. I'm already very late as it is." Liquid began to leak onto the floor as Fortuna started to change. She hurried into the shower and Max glanced at her and once again noticed her two large tight fleshy red ass ovals.

"Max, throw the covers in the wash," she said in her motherly commanding tone and disappeared. Max sat on the edge like that, naked, unable to come to his senses.

===

Josh took another sip of wine, his cheeks red, and the noise in the restaurant faded into the background. His glasses sat crookedly on the tip of his nose, ready to fall into the scraps left on his plate.

"Hic..." Josh wiped his bearded chin and noticed someone had sat down next to him. The empty chair was finally filled by a woman.

"Sorry I'm late," Fortuna set her purse aside, her face just as red as Josh's, dressed in a light dress with a slight neckline.

"I called... 29... hic... times, Fortuna," Josh adjusted his glasses, looking over his wife and her flushed face.

"I was busy. Okay?!" His wife snapped as if it were Josh's fault and not hers.

John sighed and looked over to where a young man was sitting with his mother, the two of them flirting while sipping wine.

"Freaking disgusting... damn idiot," Josh muttered.

"What did you say?" Fortuna, a bit more composed now, asked as the waiter filled her empty glass with wine.

"I said, idiot!" Josh said as the waiter left. "Max. You were with Max, right? That damned... bastard. I loved him, and now he... now you two."

"Are you out of your mind?" Fortuna flared up in anger and shock, though she could still feel the warmth of Max's seed lingering inside her. "Max is my son. I would never have allowed him to cross that line."

Josh nervously took another sip of wine, a long, hungry gulp. "You never wanted kids. You never wanted him. You hate children because they get in the way of your career. Do you seriously love Max now?"

"I've always loved Max!"

"You couldn't even congratulate him on his eighteenth birthday!"

"Oh, believe me, I congratulated him. And he won't forget his birthday gift for a long time." Fortuna took another nervous sip of wine, draining her glass completely. Her heart was racing.

Josh rubbed his eyes, red from exhaustion and alcohol. Blood boiled in his veins.

"Sweetheart." He tried to soften his tone. "I want to save our marriage. I still love you, and I understand that I'm often away, and you're always busy with work, but I love you and want to keep our love alive. Do you understand?"

He took her hand.

"How can we rekindle our old love, Forty?" Josh touched her wedding ring on the finger. "When was the last time we were together, feeling each other warmth? If you know what I mean."

Fortuna lowered her eyes in shame and took a sip of wine, trying to drown her guilt.

"Do you remember how good things were when we were young? When we were 25? I want to imagine we're 25 again. How about tonight?"

"No, not tonight," she suddenly said, and Josh gave her a strange look. She imagined him entering her, with Max's semen still inside her. "I... I need to prepare. How about Friday? I'll be ready. I want to try again too, Josh. I do."

Josh smiled and exhaled, a weight lifted off his shoulders. "Friday it is. Thank you." He took a final sip of his wine, emptying the glass. "And one more thing about Max. He is 18, already an adult, and you... You and him. He's young, and he can do a lot of foolish things, things that might destroy what's already cracking. You don't want us to stop being a family, do you?"

She looked at her empty glass and then at Josh again. "What do you want from me?"

"Just don't let Max cross any lines. That's all I'm asking."

===

The next day after school, Derek stopped by Max's house.

"Hello, Mrs. Satterlee," Derek barely managed to say before Max dragged him into the room, closing the door behind them.

"You're going to tear my arm off," Derek said casually as he sat by the window with a small bag, looking well-rested.

"I figured out what happened, Derek," Max said, sitting across from him.

"Oh yeah? And what happened?" Derek pulled a joint from his bag and handed it to Max. "Here, relax a bit."

"No, thanks. I'm talking about mothers... about sons and mothers."

"Yeah?" Derek lit a joint, blowing smoke out the window. "About sons and mothers?"

"I made a wish on my birthday when a star was falling and..." Max looked into his friend's tired high eyes. "Why am I even telling you this? You won't believe me anyway. You're part of this new world. The bond between a mother and son wasn't normal before."

Derek nodded. "Right. Mothers didn't love their sons before. Yeah, I believe that." Derek took another drag. "Admit it; are you on something, Max? What's going on?"

"It doesn't matter, forget it. I just want to wait for the evening today and make a wish again. I want to look at the stars to turn everything back. To try again."

"You want to look at the stars?" Derek glanced at the clear blue sky. "Yeah, that's exactly it after a joint. I'll be in the right condition by that time."

They chatted about all sorts of things, locked in the room, waiting for the star sky.

"I still envy you a little with your Mom. She's great," Derek took another drag, watching the sunset. "Mine keeps rejecting me and spends all her time with my father. I probably won't ever even get a blowjob again, let alone get access to the honeypot. I have a few bottles of whiskey and some sleeping pills. Maybe I'll just get Dad drunk and get Mom while he sleeps. I want her honeypot so much!"

Max blushed and, rubbing his head, said, "What if I told you I managed to... get my Mom's honeypot?"

Derek's eyes widened a bit as he slapped his friend on the shoulder. "No way! Really? Motherfucker. Literally. Nice one! How did you...? Did you enjoy it?"

Max awkwardly nodded.

"Unbelievable. I'm jealous, bro. Did you use your dad's condom or buy one specifically?"

"Actually..." Max hesitated. "It was all without a condom... raw...and I did it inside."

Derek spat the joint out of the window. "What? Fuck you. Are you sure we are talking about the same woman? Your mother? Mrs. Fortuna Satterlee? She let you fuck her raw and creampie her milf pussy? "

"Well, yes... God, it's so awkward. You would have thought I was the most insane person on Earth if I told you this before my birthday."

"You're one of the luckiest guys on Earth, Max." Derek slapped him hard on the shoulder again. "You see, not all mothers are willing to go that far. I think it drives them crazy to think of their son doing it inside... The risk of getting pregnant by own son. They like it, but not everyone is willing to do it because of husbands, family and so on and so on. Fathers are jealous bastards, but I can understand them."

Max put his hand under his head, thinking about Fortuna. Of her unmatched breasts, her pink hard sweet nipples, her plump thighs, her ass that he wanted to spank and rub all the time. Her honeypot...

"Maybe I'm crazy, but there might be something to it," he said. "I often hated my mother for how much of a bitch she can be at times. But at that moment, in that decisive few seconds, I suddenly loved her like never before. Like I never knew I could."

Derek lit up another joint and smiled through the smoke, his mouth and red eyes grinning. "Pure love. That's what this is."

"Pure love," Max repeated, gazing at the stars and recalling his wish. "Maybe I shouldn't rush into a new wish. Maybe... my Mom and I... can enjoy these new feelings for some time."

"Shit, clapping cheeks that gave birth to you and finishing in the same womb that produced you? Fuuck, I got goosebumps just thinking about it." Derek nudged Max away from the window.

"Let me try this. So, I need to wait for a shooting star, right? Look, I see one." He stretched out his hands as if performing on a stage. "I want my Mom to love me the way Max's Mom loves him."

Max was silent, sitting on the bed. Nothing happened, of course. Nothing changed. Even if it had changed, neither of them would have known it at that moment.

"Did it work?"

"I honestly don't think so. Listen, Derek. What if... they have a baby? Is that really okay?"

"They?" Derek stepped back from the window, disappointed. "A man and a woman? Do you want me to explain the pistils and stamens or what?"

"No, I mean. Is it normal for a son and mother to have... well... a kid, right?"

"A man and a woman? Look, the stamen produces pollen, which then forms in the pistil..."

"Okay, okay," Max interrupted him. "I get it. So there's nothing wrong with that."

Derek moved in closer, taking one last puff. He felt even more relaxed after the weed.

"Does your father know what you did, Max?"

Max gulped. "Probably not. And I hope he never finds out."

"Well, it's going to be very hard to hide a pregnancy, my dear friend."

===

Fortuna was making breakfast, wearing an apron over her shirt and pants. She tried to think about work, but her mind kept drifting to Max. She remembered the day when they were like husband and wife.

What was happening to her? Why did it feel so simultaneously wrong and incredibly good?

"Good morning, Max." Josh sat at the table, sipping coffee when his son walked into the kitchen.

"Good morning," Max awkwardly replied, glanced at Fortuna, and sat down. As every morning before, Josh carefully observed his son's reaction and behavior.

"Dear, by the way, I wanted to ask. Do you know why our sheets are in the wash?" Josh asked calmly, shifting his gaze to his wife.

Max buried his face in the plate, afraid to raise his head. Fortuna sighed, set aside what she was doing, wiped her hands on the apron, and turned around.

"They're stained. I spilled coffee on them. That's all."

"I thought you didn't take coffee into our bedroom." Josh turned to Max. "Maybe it was you who went in there and spilled your coffee?"

Max swallowed his food. "Me? I didn't spill anything in... I mean on Mo... I mean on your bed. Okay? I have no reason to be in your bedroom."

"Hmmm." Josh adjusted his glasses.

Fortuna returned to cooking. Josh checked the time on his watch and stood up, finishing his coffee. "I have to go; I'll leave early today."

He kissed Fortuna on the cheek, quickly gathered his things, and left. Max finished his meal and looked at his mother. He hadn't been alone with her since that day.

After that, his father had always been nearby. Every day, every hour, every minute.

He tried not to look at her, not to think about her, but she was standing by the stove like a forbidden fruit, beckoning him closer. She was completely his. "As long as I haven't wished for the opposite, I can still try... a couple of times. Maybe."

He was wondering if she'd ask for a job.

"Do you want a coffee?" She asked.

"No I... I'd like a pie, Mom."

He wiped his mouth and quietly moved closer. Her back was exposed, and Max watched the movements of her beautiful shoulder blades and her fair skin dotted with freckles.

"A Pie? Max?" Fortuna wanted to turn around, and at that moment he hugged her from behind, pressing his cock against her big ass and his hands around her breasts through her t-shirt. His face pressed against her warm light bare back. The sensations were incredible. He squeezed her lush big tits hard several times and his cock rose up, squashed by the two large cheeks of her ass.

"MAX!" Fortuna grabbed the stove in surprise. She pushed him away, the impact of her leg caught his groin and Max fell. "How DARE you do that? I'm your mother, not some object to snuggle up to." Her chest heaving with anger, her cheeks flushed.

"Ahhh... Damn it, I'm sorry, Mom," Max murmured as he regained his senses after the painful blow. "But don't you love me? I thought..."

She couldn't bring herself to say 'I don't love you.' But she also couldn't say, 'I love you,' as any mother should.

"You have to ask if you want... Me. If you want to have...uhm... love. I can't say you no, but I promised your father that our family, as it is, comes first for me. Haven't you noticed that I no longer offer you a job? I understand you're eighteen, and it feels like the perfect moment, like all boys your age, you need your Mom, but can we please hold off? I can't shake the feeling that it would upset your father. It's better for you to find another girl."

"Ughhh." He got up and sat in the chair. "How will you explain your possible pregnancy to Dad, Mom? I'm pretty sure that will upset him pretty bad so what's the difference at this point?"

Fortuna clenched her fists tightly, her past self awakening within her. "You are such an irresponsible young man. I didn't raise you like this! I've taught you all your life to think, to always think with your head, but at that moment, you were only thinking with your dick. Like all men! If you just used a condom, there wouldn't be any... child problems. I'm not pregnant yet, and I hope it stays that way. Your father must never know! I hate children! And I never wanted them!"

Max paused to think. "So, you never wanted me. I'm just a mistake, aren't I?"

"That's not what I meant," Fortuna's voice wavered, but Max cut her off before she could say more.

"Don't bother. I've always known. And I've hated you for it—for the way you were, for the way you still are. I could feel it, that coldness inside you, something that never loved me. Not even a shred of affection. And now I see... even my wish wasn't enough to fix you."

Without waiting for a response, he turned and stormed back to his room, the door clicking shut behind him.

"Damn it," Fortuna muttered under her breath, ripping off her apron. She slumped into the nearest chair, burying her face in her hands as her golden curls spilled across the table. "I hate my life."



CHAPTER 6: BAD WIFE AND A HORRIBLE MOTHER



Fortuna was standing in front of the mirror, smoothing cream over her face with slow, deliberate motions. She wore a light nightgown, the thin fabric clinging to her form as if it were a second skin. Her nipples subtly pressed against the cloth, protruding through her nightie.

She felt a deep sense of disgust. She stared at her reflection in the mirror. What happened?

Why did it feel like she woke up in a body that wasn't her own? Could this be an existential crisis all over again?

She thought about the chance of having a new kid, about pregnancy, about Max. "Gosh, do I have baby fever? And do I want Max to make me pregnant?"

With a sigh, she turned away and walked into the bedroom. Josh lay asleep on his side. A book rested on the nightstand—something titled "How to Save Your Marriage from Your Son," or some equally absurd nonsense.

He was asleep on his side, the part where her son, Max, finished right inside her a couple of days ago. She touched her belly and smiled. "Max."

Suddenly, Fortuna jerked her hands away as if caught in something very shameful. Like masturbation. "I'm losing my mind."

She turned sharply, leaving the bedroom in haste, only to find herself standing at the threshold of Max's room moments later. The door was ajar. She was standing over the bed like a ghost, her face glowing because of the cream. Max lay sprawled on the bed, sleeping naked as he always did, the thin sheet doing little to hide the contours of his now fully grown, masculine body.

"I shouldn't..." Fortuna pulled the blanket away with a trembling hand, revealing a view of the cock lying there. Her son's large cock was turned just to the right, resting on his leg. The pink tender head peeked out from behind the skin. Fortuna bit her lip, blood bubbling in her veins. "Josh never had this size. Why is it so uncomfortable and good at the same time?"

Her cream-damp hands encircled his cock and gently pulled the skin all the way down. His cock shook and hardened. Her hand moved on its own, pulling the skin up, and down, the cream serving as a lubricant. She couldn't stop. Fortuna's other hand slipped under the nightie, touching her pussy.

"How is this right? I created this cock, didn't I? How can I like it? How can I love it? My baby." She rubbed his dick, touched his balls, and started to pull harder and harder, not holding back. "Give Mommy... some..."

"Akgghhhhhh... Mom." Max opened his eyes and Fortuna took her other hand away from her pussy, starting to stroke her son's hair and ear.

"Hush, sweetie...keep sleeping. Mommy wants to take care of you."

He could smell the odor coming from her fingers, from her, his blood burning with overwhelming pleasure. Her hand moved rapidly, feverishly, full of intent to saturate her son as quickly as possible and bring him to ecstasy.

"Do you still hate me, sweetie?" she smiled, biting down gently on her lips. His cock was so warm, so nice; it was twitching, ready to shoot out. How had she been able to create such a big incredible cock?

"I love you, Mom," Max whispered.

"I'm the luckiest mother ever with a son like you."

He couldn't hold back any longer. His legs shook; he groaned softly and shot hot white semen right onto her hand.

"Give it to your Mom, that's right, baby." Fortuna watched the volcano explode, stream after stream, his cock shuddering.

"Akgghhhhhhhhh... Mooom... Oghhh... God." Max put his hand on her bare hips, a bit lower nightie. She was so hot, literally. He wanted to feel her in this moment. Touch to touch. Flashes of bright light flashed before his eyes, lightning strikes, gusts of searing pleasure pounding through his veins.

Finally, he was exhausted, empty, all the contents of his balls were on her hands, the bedspread, his thighs. She continued to pummel his cock slowly and gently. Why did she do it?

Max took her hand, breathing heavily. "Lie with me, I want to sleep with you tonight, please."

Fortuna jerked her hand away, her other hand was completely damp in his man-slime. The smell was so strong, and she could clearly recall the taste from kitchen blowjobs. It was so fucking good.

"I can't, sweetheart. I can't do this... I have to be with your Dad... I'm sorry..." She hurried out of the room and Max was left alone with his thoughts.

"Fuck, that was good."

===

Sitting in the school cafeteria Max thought only of the last night and nothing else. "Why is it that one moment she's the dutiful new hot mom and the next she's the old mean and unloving Fortuna who values her career and is trying to save a sinking marriage to that fat...mustachioed... sleazebag. His father. And that's after I finished inside her."

Derek sat down at the table, gloomy and with a swollen purple eye.

"Where've you been—whoa," Max glanced at his shiner. "What happened? Did Dad find your stash?"

"No. He saw me kissing Mom and trying to convince her to be with me while he supposedly left." He began to eat his lunch gloomily. "Now I can't even kiss her; my sister promised to report everything to our father about my mother and me. Why do you look so upset?"

"My mom confessed that she didn't want to have me, that she hates children, but then she did something..."

"Something nice. You're lucky to have your mom, believe me, she sure loves you more than mine loves me, considering your Mom let you creampie her honey pot. I still can't believe you did that and she took a chance on making you the daddy of new baby."



"So weird." Max finished eating and suddenly thought. "Listen, are the children of mothers and sons. Are they among us?" Max looked around as if there were people labeled 'Offspring of M\S.'

"Yes, they're among us. You can always go to the hospital and see them in person."

Max's curiosity about the new world flared up with renewed vigor.

"What if a mother and son have another son? Would the love for him also be pure?"

Derek looked at him as if he was asking how love worked.

"If that's what you're wondering. Pure love mostly exists between a mother and her oldest son. I mean first sons. Scientists say something about hormones, perfect offspring, DNA, and so on. A woman gives birth to a son who is a perfect partner for her. If they breed they'll have a perfect offspring. A woman's son has a perfectly fitting DNA to her. With a son from a son, it's kinda different. That love is a little weaker and also, usually when a son from a son reaches the age of being a man - the Mom is already... you know. She's a granny. That's why I want to creampie my dear Mommy while she is still fertile hot MILF."

Max listened, his mouth agape; this was far more fascinating than any lesson he'd ever had in school.

"Any more stupid questions?"

Max wondered. "Am I crazy for wanting to have a child with my Mom?" He asked as if he was asking Derek from the past world, the world before the wish.

"You'd be incredibly lucky. Though not every Mom agrees to it, breeding your Mom is natural. As natural as it can be."

====

Fortuna's palms were slick with sweat. Why was she so afraid to enter the room again? She hadn't talked to Max about what happened that night, and the thought of broaching the subject filled her with dread. Even at work, she couldn't distract herself. She was wearing a warm sweater and a short skirt with stockings. Finally, she mustered the courage to open the door.

"Max?" Fortuna called softly, peeking inside. The room was empty; it was evening, and the window stood ajar. "Max?"

Her heart raced as she rushed to the window, peering out into the twilight.

"I'm here." Max lounged on the roof tiles, hands cradling his head, lost in the vastness of the sky. "Just looking at the stars."

"Oh God, Max. Are you crazy?!" Fortuna glanced down, her stomach tightening, then quickly shifted her gaze back to him. She wanted to be angry, to unleash the words that had been simmering inside her, but he didn't care.

In a sudden burst of determination, she climbed onto the windowsill and scrambled up to sit beside him.

"Mom?"

"Hush. I didn't know you liked stargazing."

"I think there's a lot you don't know about me. Like, nothing at all."

He looked at her two mounds, her breasts hidden behind a warm sweater. She was wearing the stockings again, the ones he liked so much.

"That's not true! I know that you... that you... love me."

"All sons love their mothers."

"You love my... what did you call it... honeypot."

Max smiled and Fortuna did the same. "Honey pot, right, Mom. You know, I still think about that day. I can't forget about it, you and me. It was my first time, and that first time was with my own mother. With you. Who would have thought that?"

"It's not that uncommon for a first time to happen with your blood mother."

"Yes, in this world, maybe. But not in mine," Max agreed. "Can't believe I liked filling my own mother."

In the soft glow of the night, Max noticed a faint blush on Fortuna's cheeks.

"You weren't supposed to, but it felt so right at that moment." She looked into his eyes. "Do you feel the same? Like the world has suddenly changed?"

Max was distracted by a slight flash in the sky, a shooting star. "You and I have changed, Mom. That's all." He reached out and slipped his hand under her sweater, touching the warm skin and lifting it higher and higher.

"You know my DNA is a perfect match for yours. It's just incredible how much everything has changed in the world down to the details." He finally felt the flesh of her breast and the warm hard tender nipple. "Ugh... I've always hated you, Mom, but maybe my wish is a chance to start our relationship over and fall in love."

He lifted her sweater while Fortuna nervously considered what he'd said. "You really hated me?"

Max bare her breast and took a nipple into his mouth. The sensation was overwhelming, his hands cupped the flesh of Mom's large breast. That taste subconsciously made his whole body perk up, he even thought for a second that he could taste milk, it was an illusion, a play of the taste buds.

Fortuna gripped the shingles with her hands, her legs trembling. "Akgghhhh... Max. I love it when you touch my breasts, but...not here..."

He licked her pink rough dry nipple, his cock jutting out from his pants. "Have you ever made love on a rooftop, Mom?"

"This isn't the right place..." Fortuna cradled his head in her arms, attempting to draw him away from her boob. Yet, the overwhelming sensations flooding her brain made her muscles heavy and her movements languid, as if caught in a dreamy haze. How could she possibly pull her hungry son away from her breast?

What kind of mother would she be after that?

"When was the last time you made love to Dad?" he asked, pulling down his pants in nervous hot anticipation.

"I...can't remember. We were going to that day after our anniversary, but I couldn't let...akgghhhh...don't bite...I couldn't let him come inside and feel your jizz. I don't like sex."

"You didn't like sex. That's the right way to put it. Until I made a wish. Now you love it, madly."

"What are you talking about...akgghhhh." She could feel his hard cock against her thighs, it was rubbing, leaving something wet, viscous there.

"I want us to have a baby. I don't care how wrong it was in my real world, now I can do it. And it's so crazy. Sometimes I wake up at night and can't sleep thinking about you and me, and the fact that we could have kids. You're the perfect mother, for me and my kids."

He ripped off her wet panties, finally reaching Mom's honeypot. His tip slipped between her pubic hair, finding itself swallowed by two soft motherly cheeks.

"My birthplace." He slid in a little deeper, their bodies trembling. "Tell me...tell me you don't want my baby. Lie to me, Mom. "

Her lips trembled. She couldn't even lie about that. They both froze as the light from a car's headlights came on and Josh's car pulled up to the garage. They both tried not to breathe, blending into the tile roof covering, his tip still inside Fortuna's pussy.

Josh got out of the car, extinguishing the headlights, and yawned tiredly.

"Gotta try to work from home..." said Josh, walking closer to the door and not looking up. "I can't leave these two alone..."

His voice drowned in the doorway. Fortuna pulled Max off of her, his hard, hot, and quivering, wanting motherly love cock falling out of her pussy. She adjusted her skirt and climbed through the window, disappearing into the room.

Max sat up disappointedly. "I want a baby."

===

FRIDAY

"Wake up, dear, it's time for school." Fortuna knocked on the door as usual, took a sip of coffee, and headed back to the kitchen. Max opened his eyes, ready to face a new day in a wonderful new world.

He walked into the kitchen, yawning. Josh was sitting at the head of the table, wearing his glasses and reading a book. The cover was hidden behind a newspaper.

"Good morning," he said to Max.

"Good morning," Max replied as he sat down for breakfast while Fortuna sat next to him, looking at her phone.

"Do you remember what day it is, love?" asked Josh.

"Friday, I remember. And I remember what I promised you today." Fortuna was drinking coffee. She wore a robe that was unusual for her, and it seemed there was nothing underneath. She was afraid to meet Max's gaze, but Max had no problem staring at her neck, her collarbones, and what lay hidden beneath the warm yellow robe.

"Haven't you found a girlfriend, Max?" Josh asked, catching his gaze.

"Me? Not yet, ahem," Max replied, swallowing nervously.

"Everything has its time," Fortuna said. "We met when we were 25."

"You still look like you're 25, my love."

"You don't have to lie," Fortuna replied, a playful smile dancing on her lips as she took a sip of her coffee.

"You really look great, Mom. That's the truth. You are gorgeous," Max chimed in. Josh scratched his beard nervously, glancing at his son.

"Thank you, boys. That's... really sweet," Fortuna smiled again. She was looking only at Max now, devouring him with her gaze. Her heart pounded, there was an uncomfortable itch between her legs, and her son's voice dripped like honey, smooth and irresistible.

Josh closed the book along with the newspaper. He got up and headed to the bathroom. Meanwhile, Max carefully leaned over and opened the book.

"The battle for a wife is what awaits any man who unites his life with a woman with whom they have a son. It may feel like a Sisyphean labor, but I believe it's a chance to win your wife a second time. It's a challenge. Don't let your son win. Give your wife compliments and..."

Max ducked his head as Josh returned. "I'm going to work." He nervously grabbed the book and newspaper, kissed Fortuna, and hurried away.

"Do you want to offer me a job?" He smiled but Fortuna was dead serious.

"No, I don't." She sipped the coffee. "I've been good at controlling these... urges lately. Ever since your last birthday, I've had these thoughts, these urges. I think it's just baby fever, it happens to women my age, especially around their hot handsome sons. That's why I didn't resist much when you...finished inside. I felt so alive..."

"Baby fever? That's interesting... I remember the way you said you were going to teach me how to make love, just like you taught me how to walk and talk. I just couldn't help myself. I knew I had to finish inside you."

"So it's my fault?" Fortuna furrowed her eyebrows. "You think this is a joke? Do you think it's that simple to have a child? Just like that, and it's done? You think like all men. That's why I hate them. I hate men! Do you know how big of a responsibility that is? Imagine how much money is needed for raising them, for childbirth, for medical care. How much time do you need to devote to them to raise a worthy member of society, not an outcast. "She nervously took another sip of coffee." Your father also thought it was all so simple and just presented me with the fact. But once you were born, he started vanishing on business trips, leaving me alone with you. You haven't even finished school yet, Max. By the time you're old enough to think about having children, I may no longer be able to bear any. So let's put that idea to rest. I'd rather stay with your father, and you can find someone worthy of you."

"This baby can be a chance to rebuild our relationship! I want to make a baby with you, our DNA complements each other perfectly. I was made to breed you, Mom. You created me for that. In this world - sons are made for breeding their mothers."

Fortuna carefully opened her robe, exposing her breasts. Max's cock rose. Fortuna put her hand on his groin, grabbing his cock through his pants and squeezing. But she didn't squeeze playfully, she squeezed so hard that Max almost cried out in pain.

"I don't know what you mean by 'in this world.' You are using the word 'breed' as if we are animals. I am not some livestock for you to control. I'm not a cow, I'm not an animal, I'm a human being, and I deserve respect—respect for my choices and my words. Tonight, for the first time in months, maybe even years, I will be with your father and share a moment of intimacy. I don't want you to ruin this like you did with our anniversary. I'm doing this for your own good, darling. Now, go to school." She let go of his dick.

=====

"You know what I realized?" Derek sat across from Max, who was staring at his phone. The boundaries between the concepts of love and nurture are completely blurred. Even as a newborn, your mother loves and nurtures you to grow up and become her new and future husband. The concept of nurture has simply lost its meaning. Do you get it, Max? What are you looking at on your phone?"

"A miracle, probably. I think because the wish didn't alter me or my memories, it somehow affected my mother. She also remembers the past world, and it stops her from fully embracing me, from being my loving wife Mom."

"Uh-huh." Derek nodded with an expression that seemed to say, "I wish I hadn't asked."

Max stumbled upon a relevant article. "There's a certain type of mother that we call 'Good Wife, Bad Mother.' This is a fairly common type of mother who prioritizes family, the status quo, and her husband above all, rather than loving and nurturing her ideal partner—her son. The solution? You just need to find a way to be alone with your mom and show her what she's missing. Strong, uplifting, incredible sex will help her come to her senses and realize that her son is the best and only partner. Your children should populate the planet and lead it to a bright future."

Max put down the phone. He glanced at Derek."Do you happen to have a bottle of whiskey stashed away?"

"I do," Derek said. "What do you need it for?"

======

Satterlee's family gathered for dinner. Josh looked tired after work, while Fortuna wore a robe. Max glanced at her body, at her neck and collarbones. It was clear she was likely bare beneath. She had let her hair down to attract Josh's attention.

"It's time for bed, Max," she said.

"Yes, but first, I need to talk to Dad. Just the two of us."

Josh set his fork down, eyebrows raised in surprise. "With me? About what?"

Max looked at Josh, then shifted his gaze to his mother, and then back to his father.

"Ahem... Yes, if you want. Go to bed, dear. I'll be back soon."

Fortuna's frustration simmered beneath the surface as she clenched her fists. "Well, as you wish." She rose from the table, gliding around to wrap her arms around Josh from behind, whispering something inaudible in his ear before striding toward the bedroom.

"And what do you—" Josh started, but the words were cut short as Max pulled a bottle of rich, amber whiskey from beneath the table.

"This is a gift. I thought we could share it and talk about what's going on with Mom. Man to man. It's about time."

Josh accepted the bottle and examined the label through his glasses. "Yes, this is a fine bottle, but aren't you a bit young to be drinking?"

"Oh, come on. Just this once; I'm 18 now."

"Hmmm... Fine, I wouldn't mind a shot. But not for long—I'm expected in the bedroom."

Max poured the whiskey into shot glasses and took a sip. He barely drank any, spilling the rest on his clothes unnoticed.

"I want you to have a strong marriage, and for us to be one family, just like always," Max said. "But I get the feeling you suspect me of something, and I..."

"Me? Suspect you?" Josh replied with a smirk, adjusting his glasses as he poured another generous measure of whiskey. "You're a great guy, Max, but I think you might be overestimating yourself." He leaned back in his chair, exuding an air of relaxation. "Your mother loves me, and I love her..."

Max cut him off, raising his shot glass in a toast.

"I can see you're enjoying it, but don't overdo it. This whiskey is genuinely good," said Josh.

They both downed their shots, but Max feigned drinking his. He grimaced at even the small amount he swallowed. "What a terrible drink."

"Apparently, you're still not a man yet... What was I saying?" Josh removed his glasses and rubbed his tired, drooping eyes. "Your mother loves me, and we..." He yawned wearily. "What's happening? Why am I feeling like this? Did you put something in my drink? You..."

"What? No, it's just whiskey."

"Do you think I'm a fool? You mixed something in with the alcohol to enhance the sedative effects." Josh attempted to rise from his seat, but Max stood up and stepped back. Josh remained slumped in his chair, resting his hands and head on the table. "I have to... resist. No sleeping... no." His head touched the table, and Max froze.

"Looks like it worked," Max patted Dad's cheeks; even a little bit of the sedative made him feel a bit sleepy too. "And now it's time for the dessert."

=====

Biting his lip, Max hurried into his parents' bedroom. He was shaking with excitement and anticipation. He was thinking back to his parents' anniversary and how he'd spent that day with Fortuna. And now she was waiting for him again.

"I can't believe I'm actually enjoying this again. I want to fuck my mother." Max opened the door to the bedroom; it was dark. The only source of light appeared to be a couple of light candles.

"Finally," Fortuna yawned, lying on the bed. "I was beginning to think you forgot about me."

She was lying on her side with her back to the door. Max swiftly stripped off all his clothes and quietly climbed under the blanket. He could see her white, tanned back with spots on her shoulders and freckles. Her skin was dry, soft, and with little wrinkles. He kissed and rubbed her shoulder.

Fortuna yawned rubbing her eyes. Her breasts jiggled. While she tried to get a good look at his face, Max climbed between her legs.

"Max? Akgghhhhhh....!!!"

He slid his cock between her pubic hair, straddling her lush thighs, and penetrating her pink heavenly pussy.

"Ughhh... Mom...!" He pushed all the way into his mother and penetrated her like an animal. He banged and humped her, thrusting, clapping. He put his hands on her knees, spreading Mom's legs apart.

"Dad is asleep. You're mine for the night, Mom."

She wanted to shriek, opening her mouth, and Max kissed her, suppressing Fortuna's moan. His tongue licked her teeth, her mouth, her tongue, while she wanted to resist. His mother's vaginal cheeks encircled his cock, and curves and ridges squeezed the tip and entire base of his cock, enjoying her son's homecoming.

"I know you like it. You won't go against nature, and you want a baby, even though you hate children. You want my baby...Akgghhhhhh..." The bed shook wildly beneath their bodies, rumbling throughout the house.

Clapping Mother's cheeks was so freaking good.

"Ughh!!! Your pussy still feels like you are 25, Mom. Like you never had kids. I'm the luckiest son of a bitch on Earth."

Pleasure blended in her head with judgment, the two personalities intermingling with each other. Maybe for other mothers in this world the concept of love and nurture did blurred, but not for Fortuna. Ever since Max had been born she had nurtured him. Now he loved her with a hot fiery love. The boy she nurtured was now trying to impregnate her.

"I still can't believe this is happening. I'm fucking my slut bitch mother."

"I'm not.., a bitch. Don't you dare call me....aghhh... a bitch. I'm your mother!" She placed her hands on his chest, her angry face hidden behind locks of sweat-damp golden hair. She looked like she was pissed off again because he hadn't done some of his chores, only this time her angry face was mixed with attempts to contain her pleasure.

"You are a bitch." He continued to plow into her, trying to wash that angry expression off her face. His hips were pounding furiously against her body, his cock trembling, ready to shoot out and empty his balls at any moment. Her pussy, her gates of heaven, clenched with each thrust, trying to block his way inside, but only increasing his pleasure with each thrust.

It was magnificent. Indeed, it was natural. There was absolutely no way he wouldn't end this evening by creaming her. It's impossible, it's impossible when you're making love to your Mom.

The raw, heavy slaps of their bodies colliding were intoxicating, like sweet honey to his nerves. The contact of his skin against her skin, flesh to flesh. A condom would have only ruined this natural mother-son skin-to-skin contact. Each penetration into the depths of her vagina denuded his nerve endings to a burning sensation.



"We're going to have a baby, we're going to have a baby,...ugghhhhhhhhhh" A lightning strike ran through his body, he cupped her hot nipple with his mouth, sucking on it like a hungry child. Fortuna moaned and squealed, her brain confused by the sensations. Her baby she was once breastfeeding was now penetrating her with each ravenous hungry long pushes inside, making his way back to her womb. Both of these sensations were right and wrong in equal measure.

"Akgghhh... akgghhh... yes, yes... Mom..."

"Fuck it... I don't care... Give it to me, give Mommy your seed. It's natural for you to want to.... breed me."

It wasn't. There's nothing natural for him in this world. Everything he does is by his own will—odd, perhaps, but his choice nonetheless. And he chooses it, chooses to fuck his mother. Simply because he can. Even through the surges of ecstasy, he could still detect the faint alarms in his mind, warning him how wrong this all was. But he didn't care. He belongs to this world now, and he must learn to blend in. He was drilling her hot pussy, still licking mommy's pink nipples.

"Josh never...fucked me like this...akgghhhh," she cried out, holding back the sharp currents of lightning and pleasure that pounded through her head.

His balls were burning with the desire to pump her pussy, balls tight and swollen, ready to release a flood of seed. Penetrating her big firm ass with white tan marks, and spreading her thighs, forcing his cock his way in was true bliss.

"It's going to be a big load, perfect for babymaking. I was preparing it for you, Mom. Tell me... Do you want my baby? Do you want me to fill you again?"

"Yes," she whispered, pulling him against her breast, and then kissing him sweetly on the lips. "Fill my pussy, fill Mommy."

Her mouth said one thing, but her stare strained to watch his cock. Streams of orgasm settled in her mind, she breathed heavily and watched with silent passivity in anticipation as her son penetrated her, each thrust could be his last. She wanted to see that last decisive thrust when he would finish it all. Right into her.

"My baby son. So big now."

"Mom...I'm...almost...Ugh...ugh...ugh...." Max nearly coughed, dizzy.

"Come on, come on. Just a little more. Give it to me." She licked her lips nervously, as if her whole life depended on this finale. She kissed his cheek, his shoulder, his neck. "Come on, honey." She was making a decent mother, encouraging him, for the first time in her life.

"I can't hold it, I can't.... Ughhhh... Mommy. UGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!" He couldn't breathe anymore, his heart hammered and stalled, all the blood went down, his cock penetrated all the way into the very depths of her vagina, and when a flash of light appeared before Max's eyes, his pink tip shot a huge long thick load of semen straight into her cervix.

"My good boy," Fortuna smiled in relief as she felt the jolt and thump of semen. He was so handsome while he was cumming inside his own mother.

"'Ughhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, Mom!" his hips thrust like a pendulum, thrusting sharply, without rhythm, back and forth, shooting and filling her womb.

"So...fucking...good."

"Don't use strong language..." she whispered, massaging his chest and back, then pushing his hips deeper inside her.

He continued to move, cum flowing out of her hole, right along her ass, ending up on the sheets. He kept moving, continuing to cum inside her. The only thing he could see were bright streams of rainbows. He kept unloading load after load.

"What a mess you are making... Just like when you were a kid." She could feel a stream of white stream flowing out of her onto the bed. There was so much cum. He really had saved a lot of it. She stroked the back of his neck with her yellow manicured hand, the veins in Max's neck swelled and he completely emptied his balls with one decisive final big load.

He bent down, collapsing his face into her breasts and then coming up to her lips. "That was perfect. I'm... in heaven, Mom... Ughhh"

"Yes, it was perfect." She agreed. There was so much mess underneath them, so much of his sperm was inside her and on the sheets. She could hardly believe how much cum was in his balls and how much he wanted to cum all over her.

"I'll never hate you again, Mom. I love you."

"That's sweet... God, Max... There's so much of it... Are you really ready to meet your first child? Your brother and sister?"

"Yes, I am."

"What do you think Josh will say?"

"He won't have to know." A sudden thought flashed in his mind. "We should visit my grandmother. His mom."

Why hadn't he thought of this before?

"I want them to meet in this new world."
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