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CHAPTER 1

It was Friday, and Paul was walking home from his local community college, feeling relaxed and exhausted from the week behind him. Snowflakes drifted lazily on the wind, and though the sky was overcast, it actually felt rather warm out.

Unlike many of his friends, Paul had stuck around his hometown after graduating from high school the year before. He had loathed watching them pack up and take off for exciting new locations, and wished that he could have gone to school somewhere, anywhere, that would have taken him away from the tiny hamlet he’d grown up in.

Unfortunately, wealthy as his family was, they had been unwilling to foot the bill for him to go to a better school. Paul’s grades on their own were not enough to earn him any scholarships.

The snow was turning to slush as it landed on the sidewalk, and Paul could feel the wetness of it beginning to soak into the edges of his sneakers with every step. His step mom, Laurie, had told him to wear his boots today, and he had brushed it off as one of her typically overprotective and unnecessary suggestions.

Thoughts of his parents floated on the horizon of his mind as he turned the corner down the familiar street that led to their house. Paul had never gotten along with his father, a distant, workaholic of a man who was barely around throughout his childhood and rarely present when he was.

Paul’s biological mom died when he was still a toddler. He had no memories of her, and the woman that he had known as his mother, the woman who called him her son without any hesitation, was Laurie, who his father had married before Paul’s fourth birthday.

He closed the last bit of distance between him and the house, and brushed snow out of his hair as he started for the door. Paul noticed that his mom’s car was parked in the driveway, which surprised him a little. Usually she was out and about, running errands during the day.

He pulled the door open and stepped inside, feeling the warm air of the living room welcoming him in and pushing back the cold. Paul took off his coat and dropped his bag, feeling like he wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of the afternoon parked behind his laptop.

“Hey sweetie!” Laurie rounded the corner from the kitchen and smiled at him. She was wearing a pink apron over a tight t-shirt and yoga pants, every sexy curve of her body well defined and on full display for him.

Laurie was an attractive woman. Ever since he’d entered puberty, it had been a fact that Paul had been unable to ignore. She was in her mid-thirties, with an oval face, strikingly beautiful blue eyes, a busty chest, and hips that pushed out into a perfectly sized butt. Paul tried to strike the thoughts out of his head as he looked at her, the outline of her big breasts only highlighted by the tight apron tied around her waist.

“Hey mom,” he said. “I am so glad that it’s Friday.”

Paul walked further into the living room and took a seat on the couch. He could smell something cooking in the other room, either cookies, or some other baking project. His mom always made sure that there was something out on the table to keep his sweet tooth in check for the weekend.

“Your father is going to be out of town through until Wednesday,” said Laurie. “His business trip got extended, something to do with the contract he’s negotiating.”

“No major loss there.” Paul smiled at Laurie, and she smiled back at him. The two of them were both much closer to each other than either had ever been to his dad. It was a circumstance that evolved naturally, under the same roof.

“Beth said she might make the trip down tomorrow for a visit,” said Laurie. “It would be nice to have your sister around, for a change.”

Beth was Paul’s older step sister. She, unlike Paul, had managed to get away from the town and into a nice college. She was only a year older then him at 19, but had an air of maturity about her, and often went out of her way to keep her brother out of trouble.

“It would be nice to see her again,” said Paul. “It’s been a while.”

Paul’s relationship with his sister was complicated. Between her and his mom, it had been extremely hard for him to keep his hormones and arousal in check throughout his teenage years. With Laurie, his shame and guilt over the illicit attraction had been enough to keep his actions in check. With Beth, the situation had never been quite so simple.

From an early age, the two of them had been very open with each other when it came to just about everything. As they became young adults, it was hard for Paul to ignore his sister’s developing figure, and on more than one occasion he had been drawn by his own horniness into spying on her, which Beth had tolerated, in her own strangely exhibitionist way.

“I plan on cooking you two up a feast,” said his mom. “This house feels so empty sometimes, and speaking of which, there is one other thing that I should mention.”

The doorbell rang before she could continue. Laurie smiled, and then walked by her son and towards the entranceway.

“That’s probably her now. Paul, I hope you don’t mind, but a close friend of mine is going to be staying with us for a couple of days. She’s the leader of the Milonics Mindfulness movement I was telling you about.”

Paul slowly nodded his head. His mom had been talking his ear off about Milonics for the past couple of months. It was the newest fad among the women in the town, and for all she had told him about it, Paul still didn’t really understand what it consisted of. What he did know was that the group was very secretive, and very new age and spiritual in its aspirations.

“Bea, come on in!” Laurie opened the door and pulled a woman on the other side into a hug. “It’s so good to have you here.”

“It’s good to be here, Laurie,” said Bea. “I appreciate you being able to host me for my stay. It will make it so much easier for us all to practice than if I had rented a hotel and studio space.”

Paul looked over, and felt his eyes being drawn in by the woman’s captivating appearance. She had a very nice figure, but what really caught his attention was the way Bea dressed. Underneath the long winter coat, she wore a purple colored robe with gold trim, along with large hoop earrings and a necklace adorned with various colored crystals and gemstones.

“You must be Paul,” said Bea. “Laurie has told me so much about you.”

Paul stood up as the woman walked over to him. She held out her hand to shake his, and then stepped forward, getting just a little too close to him. He could feel his body heating up a little as he took her hand into his own.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“The feeling is mutual.” Bea paused, and for a moment a strange, hot tension hung in the air. Her robe was tied around her in front, but underneath it she wore a low cut shirt that showed off a nice bit of cleavage. Paul began to feel excited about having her under the same roof for the next few nights.

“Here, I’ll get us all some tea,” said Laurie. “Please, Bea, have a seat.”

Bea smiled at Paul’s mom, and then at him. There was something in her eyes that made him feel more excited than he should have, as though she was sizing him up for purposes that went into very intimate territory.

“Paul, has your mother told you much of the Milonic traditions?” Bea asked. She lifted up one of her hands and placed it on Paul’s chest. He felt his cock quickly beginning to harden in his pants, and his heart began to beat fast and heavy.

“Uh, no,” said Paul. “I honestly don’t know much at all.”

“I can teach you all you need to know.” Bea drew closer to him and whispered into his ear, and let one of her hands brush across Paul’s inner thigh. He couldn’t tell if it was an accident or not, but his cock stiffened and began to bulge out against his jeans in response.

“Teach…me?” asked Paul. He had no idea how to respond or react. Bea pushed even further up against him, her big breasts making contact with his chest. They were soft, and Paul wanted to grab and grope at them more than he had ever wanted to do anything in his life.

“Uh-huh,” whispered Bea. “You’re just like my son was, Paul. So young and eager, but lacking the proper knowledge and technique.” Her hand came to a rest on his cock, and for a moment Paul was sure that he was going to blow his load in his pants.

“Oh god, Bea,” he whispered. She ground her body up against his and pulled her shirt down further, exposing even more of her cleavage and the edge of one of her nipples.

“Are you a virgin, Paul?”

He nodded slowly, and felt Bea’s hand begin to work itself up and across his hard bulge, rubbing him off and driving him wild with desire.

“Do either of you want milk or sugar?” Laurie’s footsteps were heading into the living room, and Bea pulled away from Paul. She smiled innocently at his mom, as though nothing at all unusual had happened.

“Sure,” said Bea. “I’ll have a bit of both in mine.”

“Paul? Do you want anything?” asked his mom. Paul watched as her eyes glanced down at his bulge, and he began to blush as an embarrassed look of recognition came over his mom’s face.

“Uh, no, I’ll just have mine…plain.”

Laurie looked at the two of them suspiciously for a moment, and then turned and walked back into the kitchen. The second she was out of view, Bea had pushed up against him again. She led him over to the couch, sat him down on it, and began unzipping his pants, with an evil smile on her face.

“My mom is going to catch us!” said Paul. He nervously tried to push the sexy older woman away, and then felt his resolve begin to give out as her fingers slipped into his boxers and made contact with his hard, sensitive tool.

“You really know nothing about the Milonic ways, do you Paul?” Bea smiled at him, and then bit her lip with a seductive look in her eyes as she worked his cock out and began to pump it up and down.

“Bea, you need to…oh god!” Paul wanted her to stop, but more than that, he wanted her to keep going. It felt unbelievably good, and he was quite literally at her mercy.

“You’ll join in with our ritual Paul, and so will your mom,” whispered Bea. “That’s part of why I came here for the weekend.”

“Alright, here you guys go!” Laurie walked back into the room, and Paul rushed to cover himself up. He was blushing furiously as his mom made her way over to the couch and coffee table with the tea tray, and could tell from the look on her face that she knew something was going on.

“Excellent, thank you Laurie,” said Bea. “I was just talking to Paul a little about Milonic mindfulness. I think he could get a lot out of our teachings.”

Laurie frowned, and brushed a couple of strands of hair out of her face.

“I thought that it was rare for men to ever be brought into the loop,” she said. “All of the sessions I’ve gone to with you have just been women.”

Bea looked over at Paul, and then smiled. It was a different expression than the devilish one he had seen before, and for a moment, it was hard for him to see her as the same tempestuous cougar that had been teasing him with her touch just seconds earlier.

“Laurie, only through meditating with men and women together can any of us transcend the chains of the ego that bind us.” Bea stood up and walked behind Paul’s mom. She began to massage Laurie’s shoulders gently, and Paul watched as his mom’s face softened.

“I…guess you’re right,” she finally said. “But I don’t really think Paul, of all people, would be a good fit for it. I have to set my foot down on this, I know you’re a spiritual guru, but it’s just how I feel.”

Bea nodded slowly.

“I understand. You are his mother.” She walked over to Paul and set her hand down on his thigh, an action which caused his rock hard cock to ache for release. “We can continue on with the session with just the usual group, for now. Though I think you might begin to see just why it would help your son so much, if you look closely.”

Laurie still looked very skeptical, but she shrugged, and then began pouring herself a glass of tea.

“We’ll see about that. Anyway, I have to start preparing dinner.”

“I’ll give you a hand,” said Bea. “It’s the least that I can do.”

She turned and winked at Paul, and he felt a strangely pleasurable shiver go down his back.

Dinner was a relatively normal affair, all things considered. Paul’s mom and Bea chatted about their lives and the Milonics movement. Oddly enough, Paul felt like the more he heard about it, the less he understood. He had initially assumed that it was just a mishmash of new age ideas, yoga, healthy living, positive thinking, that kind of thing. But as he listened in, he only began to feel more confused.

“Milonics holds the key to achieving a new level of closeness between loved ones,” said Bea. “I’ve explained this to you before, haven’t I, Laurie?”

Paul’s mom nodded, and then blushed bright red.

“Yes, of course,” she said. “I just feel like…well, that part of it I’m still not sold on. It would be a really big step.”

“Social conditioning is the only thing that’s holding you back,” said Bea. “Once you move beyond it, you will truly be free.”

They shifted off topic, and Paul finished eating a few minutes later. It was getting late, and he finished the rest of the food on his plate and then stood up.

“I’m headed to bed, mom.” He walked over and leaned in to give her a kiss on the cheek. His mom glanced over to Bea, who nodded, and then turned back to him.

“Goodnight, sweetie.” Laurie leaned forward, and Paul felt her lips push against his. He almost jumped back with surprise, but his mom ran her hand through his hair, and he felt his cock begin to throb and ache in a familiar way. The smell of her perfume was fragrant and flowery, the same one she had always worn, all throughout his childhood.

The kiss went on much longer than any that a mother and son typically share ever should. Paul slowly pulled away afterwards, feeling more than a little unnerved, but also strangely turned on. His mom was still blushing fiercely, and wouldn’t meet his gaze.

“Goodnight, Paul,” said Bea. “I’m looking forward to our Milonics meeting tomorrow. Even if you don’t take part in it, I’d like for you to meet some of the other members.”

Paul nodded slowly, and then turned and headed up to his room, feeling more confused than ever.


CHAPTER 2

Paul’s mind was clouded with vivid sexual images when he woke up the next day. He had a bad case of morning wood, and his cock throbbed beneath his legs, begging for release.

It wasn’t something that he was unused to, as a healthy, hormonal 18 year old. Usually, however, it was a little more manageable and a little less all consuming. Paul had never been so horny before in his entire life, and he knew that the events of the previous day, Bea’s advances and his mom’s strange behavior, had something to do with it.

“Paul honey, are you awake?” There was a soft knock on his door, and before Paul could answer, his mother walked into his room. She was wearing a tiny, almost insubstantial nightgown, and as far as he could tell, had on no underwear underneath.

“Mom!” Paul rushed to cover up the tent rising up from his crotch in the sheets. “I’m still, uh, getting dressed.”

“It’s okay sweetie, I just wanted to talk to you about what happened yesterday.” Laurie sat down next to her son on the bed and put her hand on his shoulder. “About Bea…”

Paul wasn’t sure what to say. It was hard for him to even think clearly. His mom’s tits were practically popping out of the top of her gown, and he could see the outline of her nipples just as clearly as she could see the shape of his hard on.

“She seems like a very…open minded woman,” he finally said.

“Yes. A lot of what she teaches in the Milonics sessions is pretty out there.” His mom smiled ruefully at him, and let her hand mindlessly meander lower, onto Paul’s thigh and close to his throbbing erection. “But some of it, Paul, has really helped me. That’s why I offered to let her stay with us this weekend.”

“Of course, mom, I understand.” Paul nodded a little more vigorously than he needed to, his entire body tingling with lust and intense sexual urges as his mom absently began to brush her fingers along his hard member. He felt confused and a little guilty for enjoying it, but knew that it wasn’t his fault.

“I don’t think she’s right about everything, just so you know,” said Laurie. “Some of the stuff she’s said about me and you is…well, it’s ridiculous, honestly.”

She shook her head, and then stood up from the bed reached her arms out towards him.

“Come here, honey. Give mommy a hug.”

Paul felt his cheeks blush as she spoke. It was a little embarrassing for him to be so close and familiar with her, even if she was his mother, and they were in private. But he was willing to indulge her, and stood up to reciprocate the embrace.

The second Paul’s body met with his mom’s, he realized that he’d grossly underestimated just how turned on and horny he was. His erection poked right up against his mom’s stomach, and the feeling of her big, soft boobs against his chest only sent more blood rushing down to his lower half.

“I want us to spend as much time together this weekend as we can,” whispered Laurie. “You’ve been so busy lately, sometimes I think that you don’t have time for me anymore.”

“Oh, of course I do, mom.” Paul pulled her tightly against him, and without really meaning to, began to grind his hard cock into her stomach. His mom’s body was so warm and soft, and it felt so good against him. He could smell her perfume, the same one she always had on, so seductive and sweet.

“You’ve gotten so big and strong, Paul,” whispered Laurie. “You’re a man now, all grown up.”

“You’re still my mom,” said Paul. “You’ll always be my mom.”

He rubbed up against her more brazenly, making no attempt to hide the fact that he was essentially dry humping her. His mom’s gown had slid up her body slightly, and his cock was right on the verge of poking out through his boxers and pushing into dangerous, uncharted territory.

Laurie took his cheek into her hand, and turned Paul’s face until they were looking into each other’s eyes. She leaned in and kissed him again like she had the night before, directly on the lips. Paul responded with passion, pushing his tongue into her mouth and thrusting his hard cock against her. It felt like they in the midst of something dangerous, with the thin layer of clothes in between them serving as the only thing keeping them from taking it further.

“Kissing you like this…it’s another Milonics thing.” Laurie smiled at him and blushed a little as she spoke. “Bea managed to convince me to give it a try. It’s nice, isn’t it?”

Paul nodded, and let his cock brush against his mom’s inner thigh. She felt unbelievably good, and though he was ashamed beyond words to admit it, he wanted to feel more of her.

“I don’t think we need to take it further than that,” said his mom. “Some of the other ideas and assumptions that Bea and her movement operate on…well, let’s just say that I think they’d throw a monkey wrench into our relationship. I think we’re both satisfied with how things are now…don’t you?”

Paul nodded, and felt a massive wave of disappointment crash over him as his mom broke from the hug and stepped back. She looked so amazingly sexy and attractive to him at that moment, though it made him feel guilty to openly notice.

“I’m going to work on breakfast downstairs,” said Laurie. “The rest of the Milonics group will be by in about an hour. You can join us, if you want. It’s up to you.”

Paul nodded, and tried not to stare at his mom’s perfect butt as she walked out of the room. The second the door closed behind her, he was in his computer chair, quickly clicking up his internet browser and typing in the web address of his favorite porn site.

His cock was out of his boxers in less than a second, and he ran his hand up and down it with the horny eagerness that only a teenage boy can muster. It felt so good, but there was something that took center stage in his mind over the porn, something that made him feel incredibly guilty.

Paul was trying his best not to think about how amazingly sexy his mom had looked in her nightgown. She was hotter than any of the women on the porn site, and so close, and so real. His cock throbbed, and he began to pump it faster, giving into the temptation and letting his thoughts drift into shamefully forbidden territory.

“Paul, do you need me to grab your…” The door suddenly opened again and Laurie stood in place of it, her mouth agape as she stared at her son stroking his big, hard cock. “…Dirty laundry?”

“Jesus, mom!” Paul cried out, but his hand continued its up and down motion, as if it had a mind of its own. Seeing her right there in front of him, with her gorgeous boobs pushing against the almost see through fabric of the night gown was too much for him.

His cock erupted like a geyser, spraying cum out wildly, right into the direction he was facing, towards his mom. The first spurt went far enough to land across her bare foot, and Paul saw a horrified look come over her face as she watched an embarrassing situation become something almost impossible to excuse.

The pleasure that overtook his body was immense, far beyond any orgasm he had ever experienced before. Paul locked eyes with his mom as his cock continued to cum, the two of them sharing the moment, sharing his orgasm, tied together in a strange rapport, mother and son.

“Paul…” Laurie looked as though she was torn between stepping forward and reassuring him, and rushing out of the room. She opened her mouth to say something else, stopped, and then finally made a decision. Paul’s mom stepped out into the hallway and slammed the door closed behind her, leaving him sitting in his computer chair, covered in his own seed and buried in his own shame.

“Fuck…” muttered Paul. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

He didn’t know what to do next. Part of him wanted to go and find his mom and make it all okay, but the words and justifications just would not come to him. He had done something more terrible and disgusting than ever before, and his mom had been right there, enduring the brunt of it with him.

In the end, Paul stayed in his room. He changed into new clothes, and climbed back into bed, covering his head with sheets and blankets and trying to forget about the situation waiting for him downstairs. He focused on his breathing, and did his best to fall back to sleep.

It was later on in the day, at least an hour later, when Paul heard a soft knock at the door. He’d been asleep, but just barely, and it only took a second for the memory of what had happened to come back into his awareness.

“Paul, it’s Bea. I’d like you to come downstairs for the Milonics meeting.”

Paul sat up in his bed and looked at the door.

“I…I’m not really feeling that well,” he said. “I think I’ll just stay in here for-“

“Your mom told me everything, Paul,” said Bea. “The incident that happened this morning, it’s exactly the type of thing that Milonics works to deal with and understand. You needn’t be ashamed, Paul. You’re only human.”

In an instant, it was as though all of the confusion and embarrassment that he had felt before was back, only multiplied. His mom had told this strange, beautiful woman about what she’d seen. She’d told her all about what a pervert he was. Now, on top of having to explain himself to the one woman he loved and respected above all else, he’d have to set things right with somebody he’d just met.

“Paul, are you listening?” asked Bea. “Just come downstairs. We’re all here for you.”

“…Okay.” Paul slowly climbed out of bed, feeling confused, nervous, ashamed, and a dozen other emotions all at once. It was mentally exhausting, almost as though his brain was overloading itself, but he knew that the sooner he faced it head on, the better off he would be.

He slowly walked over to the door and opened it. Bea was standing on the other side, wearing a flowery, open blouse that showed off her boobs and a tight skirt that only barely went down below her butt. She reached her hand forward and gently took his hand into hers, smiling and letting the strange earrings she had on jingle as they moved with her head.

“Come on,” she said softly. “Everyone is waiting.”

They made their way downstairs, and Paul saw exactly what she meant when she said everyone. There were at least nine or ten other women in the house, a few of them who he recognized as members of the community and the mothers of his friends.

“Hey Paul,” said Stacy, the mom of Tony, one of his close friends. “It’s good to have you with us today.”

Paul looked over at his mom. She was blushing bright red, and wouldn’t meet his gaze at first. All of the women in the group had knowing expressions on their faces, and he suddenly felt angry towards Laurie for telling Bea about what had happened.

“Why, mom? Why did you have to share it with everyone?” Paul’s voice had a tremor of emotion in it as he spoke. “Was it not enough for me to be more embarrassed and ashamed than I’d ever been? Are you trying to ruin my life?”

Laurie looked hurt by her son’s words. She opened her mouth to respond, but before she could, Bea cut in.

“I made her tell me, Paul,” she said. “I can tell when something is off just by sensing the mood of my followers. And I’m glad that she told me, but I’m also glad that this happened. I want to turn your experience into a lesson for us all.”

Paul looked around the room. All of the women, including his mom, were hanging on Bea’s every word. She led him over to the couch and sat him down on it, pushing her cleavage into her face and smiling at him as she did.

“Paul, Milonics is all about achieving a better sense self-awareness and understanding.” Bea spoke slowly, almost as though she was emphasizing every syllable. “Part of doing that involves examining or desires and urges, and seeing them for what they really are.”

Paul scratched his head.

“I’m not really sure if I understand,” he said.

Bea stepped in closer to him, and lowered herself down until she was straddling his lap. Paul looked over at his mom, whose face was still bright red, and then felt Bea cup his cheek in her hand and turn his gaze back to her.

“Through meditation, through acceptance, and through truly experiencing the pleasures that we fear and use to shame ourselves, we find freedom, Paul.” Bea brought her face in very close to his, and for a moment, Paul thought she was going to kiss him.

He felt his cock hardening underneath the attractive woman, and her breath hot against his neck.

“Do you want us to help guide you through this process, Paul?” asked Bea.

“Hold on, just a second!” Laurie had stood up on the other side of the room, and looked exasperated. “I…I’m not so sure this is a good idea. We’re talking about my son, here…it might be a little-“

“Laurie, you are the one who saw firsthand just how badly Paul needs our help,” said Bea. “Today, we’ll just be starting with the most basic of exercises. Surely you won’t object to that?”

Paul watched as his mom opened her mouth, as though to say something else, and then slowly sat back down. She had a worried look on her face, full of motherly concerns and love.

“Okay, I guess,” she finally whispered. “I just…think that we should take things slow.”

“Of course, Laurie,” said Bea. “You should go for a walk. Clear your head. For the first exercise, it’s best to not have the closest family members around.”

Laurie nodded, and then stood up and walked over to the entranceway. The room was silent as she put on her shoes and slowly opened the door. She turned back to Paul and smiled at him one last time.

“I love you, sweetie,” she said. “Don’t worry, this is going to help you.”

“I know, mom. I love you to.”

Laurie left, and Paul turned back towards Bea. She slipped off him and stood, all of the eyes of the women in the room fixated on her.

“Well,” she said. “Let’s get started.”


CHAPTER 3

“Paul, to begin, we need you to be in an open, accessible state,” said Bea. “We are going to be touching and massaging your body. It’s going to be very gentle, but for us to do it effectively, we need you to take off your shirt and pants.”

Paul felt his heart beating faster in his chest. He was nervous, and wondered why Bea had requested that his mom leave for his exercise. Having her there would have gone a long way to relaxing him.

“Okay,” he said, after a moment. He began taking his shirt off, and then his pants, wondering just how it was that he’d ended up becoming a participant in the strange Milonics exercise.

“You can leave your boxers on, young man,” said Bea. The women in the room giggled, and Paul felt his cheeks heat up.

“Alright.” He finished undressing, and then sat back down on the couch, feeling cold and exposed.

“Now Paul, we know this is going to be embarrassing, but we need to talk to you about the urges and cravings of your body.” Bea kneeled down, so she was at his height on the couch, and looked directly into his eyes. “When you were masturbating earlier today, what were you thinking about?”

Paul felt like he was going to die of embarrassment. He looked around the room, as though trying to formulate an escape plan. The faces of the women were all staring back at him, and the number of them that he recognized from around town only made him feel even worse.

“Uh…what?” asked Paul. “I can’t, that’s not really something that I…talk about.”

Bea looked over towards a woman that Paul recognized, Stacy. She was one of the more attractive mothers in the neighborhood, and had always been open to Paul hanging out with her son. Bea gestured to her, and she came over and crouched next to him.

“Paul, I went through this very same line of questioning,” said Stacy. “We all did. And let me tell you, it was tough. But if you can be honest about it, and open, you will find that it only leads to positive places.”

Stacy put one of her hands down on Paul’s thigh, sending a hot, exciting sensation across his body. He began to worry that he might get a hard on, and decided to just answer the questions and move things forward as quickly as he could.

“I was, uh…I was watching porn,” said Paul. “I was thinking about naked women, and sex, I guess.”

“Paul, your mom told me about the hug the two of you shared before that,” said Bea. “She told me about how she felt your erection against her, and how you rubbed yourself on her during the embrace.”

Paul squirmed in his seat. His cock began to harden as he remembered the incident, growing to the point where it would soon be impossible to hide from the prying eyes of Bea and the women.

“Well, I woke up like that,” said Paul. “And then mom came in, and I hugged her, and it just kind of…happened.”

“Paul, things like that don’t just happen,” said Bea. “Tell me…have you ever looked at your mom before? As a woman?”

Paul felt his cock stiffening. He wanted nothing more than to be out of the living room at that moment, but the women around him were drawing in closer. Stacy was rubbing her hand further up his thigh, and another woman joined in with her hand on his other leg.

“Uh, what?” asked Paul. “No, of course not!”

“Paul, Milonics is a movement that has its foundation, its roots, in true self-awareness and understanding. If you don’t allow yourself to acknowledge and take responsibility for your thoughts, even the ones that shame you, then you can never be free of them.”

Paul was shaking his head back and forth. He couldn’t do it. The situation was too weird, and his emotions were all over the place. He stared at Bea’s chest, her big boobs pushing out and teasing him with their seductive beauty, and true to what she had been suggesting, thoughts of his own mother began to seep into his mind.

“Alright, let’s try something else.” Bea nodded to Stacy, and the hand on Paul’s thigh began to slip in closer to his hard member.

“Hey Paul,” said Stacy. “I know this must be weird enough for you, with me being Tony’s mom, but I want to help you.”

She let her fingers graze across Paul’s cock, and he let out a soft moan. She took his erection out of his boxers, and slowly began to stroke it, sending intense waves of pleasure through Paul’s body.

“What…what are you…?” Paul was breathing heavy, in disbelief of what was happening.

“You have to give in to fully reach a state of mindfulness, Paul,” said Stacy. “I know it’s scary, but just accept it.”

She was pumping his cock up and down faster now. Paul was confused. It felt like she was giving him a hand job, and an amazing one, at that, but his mind wouldn’t let him believe it, not in the context of the Milonics exercise.

“Paul I want you to give in, and find your release,” whispered Stacy. “Don’t think about how wrong what I’m doing is. Don’t think about me, not as Tony’s mom, or as some MILF or cougar that you and your friends dream about. Just give into the pleasure.”

“Oh god,” moaned Paul. “How is this happening?”

Stacy licked her lips, and then leaned her mouth forward and began to suck on the tip of Paul’s penis. It was an amazing sensation, and Paul’s hips bucked into the air wildly, desperate to feel more of the warm, wet inner confines of his friend’s mom’s mouth.

“Yes, just like that, Paul.” Bea leaned forward and pushed her breasts into his face. “This is all for you, Paul. We want to free you from yourself.”

The other women in the room began to run their hands across Paul’s body. It felt like something out of a dream, as though he had fallen into his own harem, full of beautiful older women who were willing to do anything to please him.

“Oh god!” Paul felt Stacy’s mouth sucking him off hard, and a strange guilt descended on him. “Stacy…I’m about to…”

“Do it, Paul,” whispered Bea.

Stacy pulled her mouth off his cock right as it began to explode. He watched as the tip of his member shot out white hot strands of cum all over the gentle, caring face of the mother of one of his closest friends. He felt conflicted, but pleasure fogged over his mind and kept him from being able to do anything about it.

“It’s okay, Paul,” said Bea. “It’s okay. There is nothing to be ashamed about with what just happened.”

Stacy was licking Paul’s cum off her lips, and watching her almost gave him a second wind of horniness. It was the first time that Paul had ever cum at the hands of another person, and the strange circumstances surrounding it were almost too much for him to handle. Several of the women were running their hands across his chest and through his hair, as though they were trying to help him process it all.

“I don’t know what to say.” Paul looked at Bea, and felt like he was waiting for her to guide him forward.

“You don’t have to say anything, Paul,” said Bea. The door opened behind her, and before he had a chance to cover up, his mother had stepped in through it.

“Mom!” Paul jumped up from the couch and struggled to tuck his cock back into his boxers. Laurie saw the state he was in, blushed bright red, and then turned away.

“Oh…did it go well?” Laurie sounded fearful, and just as conflicted as Paul felt. “The exercise, I mean.”

“Yes, it went very well,” said Bea. “He is still very much ruled by his social conditioning and insecurities. It will be a while before he has reached a state of true understanding. But then again, the same goes for you, my dear.”

Laurie turned back towards the group and shook her head from side to side slightly.

“Bea, I don’t know about this,” she said. “Maybe it’s a bad idea for us to-”

“No,” said Bea. “You must understand, Laurie. Once the two of you truly understand, and have achieved the final level of closeness with each other, you will be free.”

Stacy stood up and walked over to Paul’s mom, with a couple of drops of his cum still on her chin and cheeks. Laurie saw her, and opened her mouth in surprise. Paul understood exactly what his mom was going through. He was going through it, too.

“Laurie, your son needs this,” said Stacy. “You both need this. More than you know. It will bring the two of you to a new place. A better place.”

Laurie was shaking her head, but Paul could tell from the way her eyes looked at him, full of love, care, and concern, that Bea’s message was getting through. He found himself being even more confused, and moved away from the women slightly.

“Paul, your feelings are just as important on this,” said Bea. “Why don’t you clear your head for a couple of hours? We need to do some preparations before the next Milonics exercise, anyway.”

“…Okay.” Paul slowly put his clothes back on. His emotions were all over the place, and it was hard for him to look at his mom. It was as though his mind didn’t want to think about what was going on. There were too many long held beliefs and sexual hang ups in the way.

He walked to the entranceway, put his shoes on, and headed outside. As soon as he’d shut  the door behind him, his thoughts stopped clogging and began to flood his head. He felt ashamed, guilty, confused, and strangely eager.

Paul walked down the street and towards a nearby park, feeling the chill of winter biting at his cheeks. His friend’s mom had given him a blowjob, and all the other women there had watched. It was almost unbelievable to him, and yet, from the sound of it, there was more to come beyond that.

His mom was going to be a part of it. Paul was afraid of what Bea was getting at with her ideas about mindfulness and understanding. He wondered just how were he and his mom going to fit into it, and slowly began to examine himself, and his own emotions.


CHAPTER 4

Paul took his time in the park. Despite the bitter cold winds, it was hard for him to make himself turn back. He sat on a park bench after clearing a white layer of dust off, and stared into his phone, watching his breath crystalize with every exhale.

He waited until a couple of hours had gone by and his fingers were too cold and sensationless to work on the touchscreen anymore, and then started back towards his house. As he walked down the street, he saw that most of the cars of the women were still there, parked to the brim in his family’s driveway and nearby on the street.

Behind him, he could see both sets of his footsteps stretching back towards the park, one on either side of the street. He had left, and now he was coming back, but it didn’t feel as though any major change of heart had taken place. Paul still felt skeptical of the Milonics exercises, but also a little excited.

He walked up the steps, opened the door, and stepped inside. It was late afternoon, and a heavily overcast sky caused it to be much darker than it should have been. This was only accentuated by the way Bea had set up the lighting in the living room.

Every one of the electric lights had been turned off, and candles had been lit for illumination in their place. All of the women were wearing comfortable clothing, as though they were on their way to bed or a yoga class. Paul’s mom had on her tiny night gown, the one that he blamed for instigating the encounter that had gotten him into the mess.

“Uh, hey,” said Paul. He shut the door behind him and began to take his boots off. Bea set a candle that she was holding down on the coffee table and then walked over to him, a gentle, welcoming smile across her face.

“Paul,” she said. “We’re glad your back. The women are ready. Your mom…is ready.”

Laurie blushed and looked away from Paul as Bea mentioned her. He looked around the room, recognizing most of the faces from before. A couple of women, including Stacy, had apparently left, but at least half of them were still in attendance.

“Bea, are you sure that this has to happen?” Laurie had a very unsure look on her face.

Bea nodded, and then rubbed Paul’s mom’s shoulder.

“It’s okay, Laurie. Remember what happened this morning. The two of you need to work through this, together.”

Paul walked deeper into the living room, feeling the eyes of all of the women on him.

“Hey, what’s going on?” he asked. “Is there going to be another, uh, exercise?”

Bea nodded, and his mom blushed. Several of the other women walked over to Paul and began helping him out of his clothes, pulling his shirt off over his head and unzipping his jeans. It weirded him out a little, but he let it happen, feeling much more open to the Milonic practices than he had been that morning.

“Paul, have a seat on the couch,” said Bea. She took him by the hand and gently led him over, her earrings jangling as she moved.

“I don’t know about this, Bea…” said Laurie. Bea turned back towards her and held one finger up to her lips, shushing her.

“Paul, we’re going to do an exercise similar to the one we did this morning.” Bea began to rub her hands on his body as she spoke, leaning forward so that her cleavage was pushed into Paul’s face. “This time, we’re going to go a little further with it.”

As she finished her sentence, the other women began to strip out of her clothes. Paul couldn’t decide if he was supposed to feel awkward or like the luckiest man on Earth. His mom was the only one who held back, only taking off her shirt and pants, and keeping her big breasts covered by her bra.

“Look at all of us, Paul,” said Bea. She had one of the other women unzip her dress and then stepped out of it, revealing a sexy lingerie set underneath. “We’re all sexual creatures, just like you. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

She let her hand rub across Paul’s crotch, and then pulled his boxers down. His cock was rock hard, and as Bea slowly began to pump it up and down with her hand, he felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and arousal.

His mom was staring right at it. Her eyes were locked onto his rod, almost as though the incident that morning was being continued directly from where it had left off, but with more intensity. The other women in the Milonics group dropped down on either side of Paul and began lending their hands to the ritual, rubbing his chest and legs and looking at him with sensual eyes.

“Just relax, Paul,” whispered Bea. “Do what comes naturally.”

She brought her face in close to his cock and rubbed her tongue up the length of it. The feeling was one of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Paul wanted nothing more than to push his cock into Bea’s mouth and enjoy the warmth of it until he was ready to unload, but the Milonics leader showed restraint.

“Laurie,” said Bea. “It’s your turn.”

Paul turned his head towards his mom. Her face was bright red, and when their eyes met, he felt his own embarrassment and shame hit him in full force. He understood what was supposed to happen, and felt an inner emotional battle being fought inside his body on whether to let it proceed, or to pull away.

“Paul, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “For this part of the Milonics ritual… I have to, well, I’m going to…”

She shook her head and looked away from him, and then dropped down to her knees in front of Paul. She couldn’t make eye contact with him, but moved forward, closer to her son’s cock and the forbidden territory in which she was being guided into.

Paul had never seen his mother look so amazingly hot and sexy before in his life. She was still clearly his mom, with all the same expressions and mannerisms as the woman that had raised him, but something else was mixed in with it, and it pushed him into a state of intense, illicit arousal that was beyond anything he’d ever thought possible.

She was the same woman who had pushed him on the swing set, made him cookies, put band aids on his cuts, and done his laundry. She was the same woman who had always been there for him, throughout his entire life. And she was currently the woman blushing as she licked her lips and reached out for his cock, hesitating and being shy about what was about to happen.

Suddenly, something happened that was completely unexpected. The front door opened, and somebody that Paul recognized stepped into the house.

“Mom, I’m home!” said Beth, Paul’s step sister. “What’s with all the cars…out front?”

Paul looked over at her and saw that his older sister’s mouth was wide open. She held a backpack in one of her hands, and it dropped down to the floor as she looked at the scene in front of her, at her mother in the process of preparing to suck her brother’s cock.

“Oh…oh my god,” she said. “What the fuck?”

“Beth, I, I didn’t think you were going to be-“

“Get away from him!” Beth jumped over to where Paul was and began pushing half naked women aside. She grabbed him by the hand and pulled him out of the group, meeting little resistance from Bea and the Milonics group members.

“We’re in the middle of an exercise right now,” said Bea. “Laurie, could you explain it to your daughter.”

Paul’s mom opened her mouth, but instead of saying anything, she just shook her head and looked as though she was on the verge of dying from embarrassment.

“Mom, I told you to give up this Milonics thing!” screamed Beth. “It’s a fucking cult! It’s a fucking sex cult, and now you’re dragging Paul into it?”

“Beth, you don’t underst-“

“Paul, get dressed, I’m getting you the fuck out of here.” Beth grabbed her brother’s clothes off the floor and tossed them to him, and he followed her direction and began putting them on.

“Young lady, if you would listen to what your mother is saying, you’d understand that we’re doing this to open our minds.” Bea held her arms out and walked towards Beth. Paul couldn’t resist staring at the older woman’s gorgeous figure, her nipples on full display through the translucent fabric of the lingerie set she had on.

“No, fuck you!” screamed Beth. “Paul is only 18, he’s barely old enough to know right from wrong. You’re going to traumatize him for life.”

Paul felt like he should say something, and stand up for himself, but he wasn’t sure whose side to take. The situation was confusing, and he wasn’t sure whether to listen to his eager loins, or his rational mind.

“Come on Paul, we’re getting out of here,” said Beth. “Mom, I am ashamed of you! This is not okay!”

Laurie looked as though she was about to sink through the floor. In the corners of her eyes, small droplets of tears were beginning to form. She turned away from everyone, towards the corner of the room.

Paul finished pulling his pants on, and Beth grabbed him roughly by the arm and pulled him over to the door. He put his boots and jacket on quickly, wondering if he was making the right choice, and then stepped outside.

Beth had parked her car, a pink VW Beetle, on the street. She walked over to it and climbed into the driver’s seat, looking at Paul expectantly as he followed her with heavy feet.

“I can’t believe that just happened,” said Beth as Paul sat down in the car.

“Neither can I,” said Paul. “Beth…I’m not sure how all of it began.”

His sister smiled reassuringly at him and set one of her hands down on his thigh. His cock was still hard, and he couldn’t help but notice that Beth’s outfit, a frilly, low cut blouse and tight jeans, looked amazing on her, even underneath her jacket.

“Mom has been telling me about Bea and the Milonics thing for months now,” she said. “I had them pegged as a cult from day one, but you know how stubborn she can be when she gets into something. I just never thought that she’d end up being brainwashed to this degree.”

She started up the engine, and pulled onto the road. Paul looked back at the house, almost expecting some type of evil aura or glow to be visible around the edges of it. But there was nothing. IT was still the same house that he’d been raised in, the same house that he had so many memories of.

“We’re going to stay at a hotel tonight,” said Beth. “The only way that mom is going to be allowed to see either of us again is if she severs all of her ties from that group. We have to be firm about this, Paul.”

She squeezed his thigh as she spoke, and Paul began to feel blood rush to his cock again. He was horny, and it made him feel worse than ever. It was almost as though his attitude had taken a complete 180 from that of the Milonics group, and now his desires and urges were more terrible than ever.

“Sis, this is mom that we’re talking about,” said Paul. “We can’t just cut her out of our lives.”

Beth smiled at him.

“Well with any luck, we won’t have to.”


CHAPTER 5

The car was silent for a while. Beth and Paul had nowhere to speed off to. They drove slowly through they home town, and Paul felt a strange mixture of nostalgia and confusion.

“Paul…” said Beth. “Did you…I mean, did you and mom…?”

He knew what she was trying to ask. Strangely, the question turned him on a little. He sickened by how hot and arousing the moments right before Beth had showed up had been, and tried to shake it out of his mind.

“No…” said Paul. “But some of the Milonics women…well, let’s just say that you showed up at just the right time.”

An odd voice in the back of his head asked whether Beth really had shown up at the right time, or if it had been precisely the wrong time. His body was still tingling, as if it had a better sense than his own mind about what would have happened if things had gone a little further.

“I’m glad I did too, baby bro.” Beth smiled at her brother and ruffled his hair. “Mom has told me some stuff over the phone about those crazy people. If they had it their way everyone would just be screwing their friends and family in the streets.”

Paul smiled a little, and watched as Beth pulled into a motel parking lot. She brought the car to a stop in a free spot, and the two of them climbed out of it. The sun was setting in the distance, and it gave the moment a slightly ominous feel.

“Can you split the cost of the room with me?” asked Beth. “College life has been draining my bank account.”

“Sure,” said Paul.

The two of them walked over to the check in building and headed inside. Behind the front desk was a bookish looking man wearing a pair of thick glasses. He smiled at them from behind a magazine as they came in and wheeled his chair over to a computer.

“Hello,” he said. “Are you two going to need a room for the night, or just a couple of hours?”

“Uh…what?” Paul glanced over at his sister, who had the same puzzled expression on her face. The man smiled and let out a small chuckle.

“I’m asking if you think you’ll be doing it just once or twice, or if the beds going to be rocking for the whole night.” The man winked at Paul, a dirty smile forming across his face. “I’m assuming for the night? Teenage hormones are a powerful thing.”

“We…He’s my brother!” Beth was blushing bright red, and slammed her hand down on an empty spot on the man’s desk.

“Oh…” said the man. “Oh! I’m so sorry! Here, how about I give the two of you a small discount. That was a really terrible assumption on my part.”

Paul shook his head and sighed. It felt like he couldn’t escape from it, whether it was his mom, or his sister. He looked over at Beth and saw the anger in her face, along with something he didn’t expect. She looked hot, as though the man’s misunderstanding had gotten under her skin in places where it shouldn’t have.

“Alright, room 211 is open,” said the man. “Checkout time is 11 AM. And again, sorry for the mistake.”

He handed Paul the key, and then lifted his magazine back up, as if trying to cut himself off from the emotional chaos that he had brought into the situation. Paul looked at his sister, and then turned and headed out the door.

“Well, that was dumb,” said Beth, as they made their way up the stairs towards their room. “How you could you mistake the two of us for…I mean, it’s just ridiculous.”

“I don’t think he thought twice about it,” said Paul. “Most of the people who come through this place are probably here for that reason.”

He looked over at his sister, and couldn’t help but notice just how attractive she was. It had been confusing for him growing up with both her and her mom in the house, especially as a horny teenager.

“Well, here we are.” Beth stopped in front of one of the doors, and Paul walked over and unlocked it. The room on the other side was tiny, with only a single bed, a television, and a tiny bathroom.

“Yeah, here we are.” Paul kicked off his shoes and walked over to the bed, taking a seat on it. Beth closed the door and turned on the light.

There was a strange tension in the air. Paul wondered why it felt so weird with just the two of them there. Beth smiled at him and slowly started walking over. She’d taken off her jacket, and Paul’s eyes were instinctively drawn towards her chest, with her nicely sized breasts pushing out against the fabric of her shirt.

“Paul…can I ask you something?” Beth’s tone was serious, but also excited. Paul looked at her and felt something electrified in the air as they made eye contact.

“Of course, sis, anything.”

“Do you think…I know this is going to be hard for you to answer, but If hadn’t shown up, do you think you would have…gone through with it? With mom?”

Paul felt his heartrate begin to pick up. His cock also began to stiffen in his pants. This was not the type of reaction he wanted out of his body, not for a question like that.

He shook his head and then sighed, feeling like it was very difficult to be anything but honest with his sister.

“I don’t know, Beth,” he said. His sister didn’t react, and he began to feel as though he needed to explain more. “I mean, it felt almost like I was being pressured into it, you know? The whole Milonics thing, and Bea, and all of the women there…they acted like it was totally normal. They even said it would help me and mom…well, become closer.”

Beth put her hand on his shoulder.

“It’s okay, it’s not your fault,” she said. “We’ll head back tomorrow, talk mom out of this nonsense, and then we can all move past it. This doesn’t have to be a big deal.”

“No, of course not,” said Paul.

Neither of them said anything for a moment. The room felt hot, and stuffy. Paul looked as Beth and the two of them locked eyes, both waiting, but not knowing what for.

“Paul…” Beth whispered his name slowly, and her hand began to run up his. Paul slid closer to his sister, and looked deeper into her eyes. She was so beautiful, and it was just the two of them in the room. It was as though their bodies had come to a decision free of rational thought, free of objections.

He leaned in and kissed Beth softly on the lips. His sister let out a soft breath, and ran one of her hands up his side. Her touch felt so warm and electrified, and Paul’s cock was stiffening in response to it, rising for the occasion.

“What…what are we doing?” asked Beth. Paul kissed her on the neck, and she let out a moan. Her question was one that he felt like he was also silently asking. Just what the hell were they doing?

His sister’s hand slid across his leg and came to a rest on his hard package. The two of them collapsed back on to the bed and stared at each other for a moment, Beth continuing to play with his cock through his pants as she began to shake her head from side to side.

“We shouldn’t…” she said. “Paul, this is insane! It must just be a side effect from what you went to.”

“Yeah, it’s no big deal,” said Paul. “And you’re right, we’re just being dumb right now.”

He nodded, and then their bodies pulled together again, as though drawn by some type of sexual magnetism. He kissed his sister passionately, feeling her tongue come out to meet his in response. His hands ran across her back and down her jeans, feeling the soft fabric of her panties.

Paul was grinding his hard cock against his sister’s body, and it felt amazing. He felt guilty, and ashamed, but a sick sexual thrill flooded over him and drowned out the other emotions. It was pure bliss, sensory overload, and his body moved automatically to take it even further.

He quickly began unbuttoning his sister’s blouse, staring into her eyes as he did. The look that the two of them shared was enough to say a thousand words. All of their worries and doubts, fears and concerns, and intense desires were there in between them, reflected in the eyes.

“Oh god, Paul,” whispered Beth. He nodded, as though affirming to her that yes, it was really happening.

The last button was undone, and Paul pulled his sister’s blouse back and over her shoulders. Her breasts looked amazing underneath it, and he pushed forward and grabbed them with his hands. Beth let out a small moan and rubbed her hips against him. It was all the encouragement Paul needed to take things to the next level.

He unbuttoned his sister’s tight jeans and slowly pulled them down, admiring her perfect curves and inviting thighs as he did. Paul felt awkward as he rushed to strip his own clothes off, disrobing in front of the older sister that had both teased and encouraged him throughout his childhood.

“Beth…” Paul looked at her on the bed, and he looked at his own big, rock hard member, pushing out against the fabric of his boxers.

“Just…this one time, Paul,” whispered his sister. Paul climbed on top of her and pulled his cock out of his boxers, and then began rubbing it against his sister’s pantie covered mound. His hands went to work on her bra, exposing her gorgeous, perky breasts, and then finally, he pulled down the thin strip of fabric separating him and his sister from illicit, taboo bliss.

“Sis…” Paul felt like he should say something, but couldn’t find the words. His thoughts were clouded by his urges and lust, and more than anything, he just needed to get off. He pushed the head of his cock against the entrance of Beth’s cunt, as if knocking on the front door, and asking to be let in.

Beth was already wet and ready for him. She ran one of her hands through Paul’s hair, and with the other one, slowly pulled his manhood inside of her. Instantly, Paul felt as though he had been dropped into a warm, pleasurable bath. His sister’s pussy was tight on all sides and felt like it was drawing his cock further and further in.

“Oh god, Beth…” Paul moaned as he began to thrust. He had never had sex before, not with anyone. It was confusing for his first time to be with his sister, but also comforting. He felt as though she was looking out for him, just like she’d done back when they were kids.

“Paul, oh god, Paul!” Beth moaned and pulled him in, wrapping her arms against him as the flesh of their bodies met.

Paul had never realized that anything could feel so good. He felt as though it all made sense. The tension that he’d felt around Beth, and the strange thoughts he’d had about her, it had always been hinting at this. Paul had entered a vast realm of pleasure that had been there all along, right under the surface.

Beth was breathing heavily and biting one of her lips. She wrapped her legs around Paul and rubbed his cheek with one of her hands, as though accepting him as both a brother and a lover. Paul was amazed by how good her pussy felt, amazed by how close and connected he felt to his sister.

This was what the Milonics movement had been talking about, he realized. As Paul pumped his cock deep into his sister, the sound of their bodies slapping together hot on the air, he knew for a fact that the two of them had moved into territory beyond where most siblings ever could or would reach.

“Fuck me, Paul,” moaned Beth. “Oh god, don’t stop!”

Paul couldn’t have stopped himself if he’d wanted to. It felt too good pushing into her, and something very primal and animalistic had taken over. He was showing his sister a side of him that he didn’t even know had existed a couple of hours ago.

Beth began to tense up, and she let out a cry and buried her face into Paul’s shoulder. He felt her cunt tensing up around his cock, a sensation that was just enough to push him into similar straits. He slammed into her a couple more times, really getting all of him inside of her, as deep his cock would go, and then felt his body release.

Paul shot his cum deep inside his sister without hesitation. Each spurt felt as though it was leaving a permanent mark in both of their memories. There was no going back. Neither of them could ever forget.

He collapsed onto the side of the bed as his orgasm slowly died down, and Beth cuddled against him. Paul felt as though he should say something, but he didn’t know what. It was hard for him to process what had just happened.

“Paul…” whispered Beth, after a moment. “We shouldn’t have done that.”

Paul looked over at his sister, and shook his head.

“No sis, I’m glad that we did that,” he said. “I…I think I understand now.”

He got up off the bed, and started putting his clothes on. Beth sat up, pulling the sheets around her as she did.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m heading home to talk to mom,” he said. “Alone. I’ll walk back, don’t worry about your car. I’m going to talk to her, and we’re going to face this thing head on.”

“Paul…” said Beth. “Are you sure about this?”

Paul smiled at her.

“I’ve never been so sure about anything in my entire life.”


CHAPTER 6

It only took Paul about twenty minutes to walk home. The sun had set, and it was dark outside as he made his way up the steps. The only car in the driveway was his mother’s, and he didn’t see any crowded along the street, like there had been when he’d left.

Paul opened the door and stepped inside quietly, shutting it behind him and taking off his boots and jacket. The house was quiet, a stark contrast to how it had been before he’d left. From the kitchen, Paul heard the sound of soft footsteps, and when he turned towards them, he saw his mom headed into the living room.

“Hey sweetie,” said Laurie, in a quiet voice. She was still wearing the thin night gown that she’d had on before. Just looking at her made Paul begin to get excited all over again. His heartbeat sped up, and he began to have second thoughts about what he had planned to do.

“Hey mom,” he said. “Did everybody leave?”

Laurie nodded, and stepped closer to him.

“It’s not worth it. I think the Milonics movement has a lot of good ideas, but maybe I got too caught up in it to see that there are also some bad ones.”

Laurie stood a few feet away from her son and looked at him seriously. Paul understood exactly where her mind was at. It had been a confusing situation, with the pressure of Bea and the rest of the women pushing them towards an encounter that they’d both been unsure about. But now, Paul was sure.

“Mom,” he said. “I love you so much. More than anyone else in my life.”

“I know, honey, I love you too.” Laurie took another step towards him and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. Paul turned his face at the last second, intentionally ensuring that their lips made contact.

“Mom…” Instead of saying anything more, Paul let his hand drift onto her breast. His mom’s face was a mix of surprise and embarrassment. She shook her head, and then placed her hand over his.

“Paul, I don’t know…”

“You were ready before,” said Paul. He pulled her in closer to him, feeling his rock hard cock straining against the confines of his pants.

“That was different. I’ve had a lot of time to think. You’re my son, Paul…and I’m your mom.”

“I know that.” Paul kissed her again, and let the hard package in his pants rub against his mom’s stomach. It was a gift for her. He wanted her to have it.

“Sweetie, let’s just move past this,” said Laurie. “We don’t have to do anything that we’ll regret.”

“I’m not going to regret this,” said Paul. He pulled his shirt up and over his head, and then took his mom’s hand in his, and slowly guided it down his chest and stomach, to his crotch.

“You’re my son,” said Laurie. “The idea of us…it’s just…”

“What is it, mom?” asked Paul. He leaned his face in close to his neck and let his words and breath tickle her sensitive skin. “How does it make you feel?”

“Oh no,” whispered his mom. “No, Paul, please…”

He let his hand slide up her thigh, all the way up to her soft mound. His mom wasn’t wearing panties, and he could feel that she was already wet. Paul moved her hands back to his pants, and this time, she continued unbuttoning them, and then pulled them down.

“Mom, I want us to be as close as we possibly can be,” said Paul. “Maybe Milonics is right…at least in this aspect. Maybe we should give it a try.”

He believed the words as they came out of his mouth, but he would have said them even if he hadn’t. The sex with Beth had felt so mind-blowingly good, and his mom was even sexier, and more off limits. He would do anything to have her, even push through his own intense shame and hesitation.

“Honey, what about your father?” Laurie was pulling his cock out of his boxers as she spoke, and it made Paul wild with horniness and desire.

“It’s just this one time,” said Paul. “He’ll never find out, and we’ll all get along better.”

Paul guided his mom down onto the couch, staring at her perfect pink pussy as he slid her legs open and moved himself into position. He reached his hands forward and pulled his mom’s big tits out through the top of her nightgown, creating a scene that was more arousing and erotic than anything he ever could have imagined.

“Okay, maybe…” Laurie nodded slowly and stared at her son’s cock. “Maybe if we just try it, for a minute. But you shouldn’t take it too far, Paul. You can’t…”

“I can’t what, mom?” Paul slowly began to slide his hard cock into his mom’s folds, feeling her warmth and wetness welcoming him in with the same grace and comforting kindness that his mother embodied.

“You can’t cum inside mommy, Paul.” Laurie whispered and blushed as she spoke, as if saying the words out loud made her feel intense shame. “This is only supposed to be a Milonics exercise.”

Paul leaned in and kissed his mom, and as he did, his cock slip further up into her. He pushed his tongue into her mouth, and fit about half of his hard mast into her tight, wet pussy. It felt incredible, so good that he had to focus on his breathing to keep from cumming immediately.

“Oh god!” Laurie reacted similarly, tensing her body up and looking at Paul as though he were both her son, and her lover. Paul kissed her neck, and then the side of her mouth, and then her lips, feeling his hips take over as he began to pump his hard rod into and out of his mom’s tight cunt.

“Mom!” cried Paul. “Oh mom, you feel so good!”

The two of them were breathing heavily, and the couch began to creak as Paul increased his rhythm. This was what he had been dreaming of for so many years, but he had never truly realized it. The temptation of his mom, the urges and desires he had towards her, they’d manifested in the way he’d interacted with other beautiful women, other older women. But this went beyond any of it.

Paul was groping at his mother’s tits and thrusting into her like a wild man. His eyes were locked onto hers, and both of them shared in a gaze that said so much with so little. They would have to keep all of what was happening secret. They would have to know about it forever. They would have to come to terms with the fact that it felt almost too good, better than it either could have imagined.

“Yes!” cried Laurie. “Just like that sweetie, right there!”

Paul shifted one of his mom’s legs to get a better angle to pump his cock in from. Her pussy felt hike it was stroking him off, so soft and inviting, as though it had some type of sexual magic in it.

“That’s right mom, oh god, you feel so good!” Paul rolled one of her nipples back and forth between his fingers. He had never dreamed of being able to understand his mom’s body on this level. If this was what Milonics was, than he had to admit, he was a believer.

Paul was moaning, and his mother was crying out. The scene felt like something out of a porn movie, except with a rawness that couldn’t be synthesized by actors and film. This was sex, real, illicit, desire driven sex, and it was so pleasurable that Paul felt like it was all he wanted to live for.

The couch was creaking dangerously underneath them. Paul was slamming his cock into his mom’s cunt with enough intensity to make lewd slapping noises. If anyone else had been in the house, there would have easily overheard what was going on.

“Oh, Paul!” cried Laurie. “Sweetie, mommy’s going to, you’re going to make me…”

“Mom!” Paul was right there with her. He drove his cock into her faster, pushing his lips tightly against hers as she squealed out in pleasure, and feeling her tits in his hands. He couldn’t hold out for even a second longer, and began to unload, against his mom’s wishes, deep with her pussy.

The cum splashed out of Paul’s cock, hotter and thicker than any load he had ever shot before. This was what he needed, the type of love that only a mother could give. Paul only wished that he could get more of it, that he could have her whenever he wanted.

The two of them cuddled on the couch the best that they could, warming each other with their body heat. Laurie wouldn’t meet his eye at first, and Paul began to get worried that things may have changed for the worst. Finally, she turned to him, and rubbed her hand against his cheek.

“My beautiful baby boy…” she said.

“Mom,” whispered Paul. “I always want you to be a part of my life.”

Laurie smiled at him, and then kissed him on the lips, slowly and passionately.

“There are Milonics retreats,” she said. “I think we’re going to have to start going to them regularly.”

“I think that’s a great idea, mom,” said Paul. He felt his mom’s body against him, and realized that his cock was getting hard again.

END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “HOTEL DESIRE
”

CHAPTER 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, I can see that,” said Angie.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you too, mom,” said Tom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey there! Are you new here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I would love to, Lunell.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh man, Lunell…” moaned Tom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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