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CHAPTER 1

The woman slowly brought her face in closer to Tim’s cock. He knew that he was dreaming, and it was the same dream that had been a reoccurring feature of his life for the past several months. He knew what came next, but that didn’t make it any less pleasurable and intensely arousing when the woman slowly brought her lips up to the head of his cock and gave it a closed lipped, almost chaste, kiss.

She smiled at him, and then said something that he couldn’t make out. Her face was impossible for Tim to discern any of the details of, but somehow, he was fully convinced that she was the most attractive woman, by far, that he had ever seen before.

He watched as she lowered her head deeper into his crotch and then began to kiss his cock more, up from the very base of his shaft to the tip. She rubbed one of her soft and warm hands up the length of it, and then slowly brought his member into her moist, hot mouth.

Tim let out a groan, and felt pleasure overtake him in a way that was more intense than anything he had ever experienced before. The woman was licking, sucking, and slurping like a pro, and as he stared down at her face in a fog of ecstasy, he realized with a shock that it was…

“Wake up, honey!”

Tim opened his eyes, feeling his erection ache with a need to cum that seemed to take priority over everything else. He had slept in his boxers, but somehow his cock had come free and slipped out through the flap in the middle of the night, and was now poking up jauntily, tenting his sheets in an almost comical manner.

He wished more than anything that he could go back to sleep, and as he felt a hand begin to rub his thigh, he thought for a second that he might already be. His eyes were still open, though, staring at the ceiling, and as he turned and looked down towards the end of his bed, he saw his step mom, Deborah, sitting there smiling at him.

Deborah had entered Tim and his father’s lives after the death of his biological mom shortly after his birth. She was the only mother he had ever known, and had been there to guide him all throughout his life with care and love. Deborah was in her mid-thirties, and even looked a little like Tim, which made her an incredibly natural fit as a parent.

“Mom…” said Tim. He wiped the sleep out of his eyes and tried to focus on her. “What are you doing in my room?”

Deborah seemed to have only just woken up, as well. She was wearing a thin nightie that hung tightly against her petite frame, showing off her large breasts and nipples, and even giving him a glimpse of her perfect hips and luscious legs. Tim felt his cheeks redden slightly as he looked at her.

It was something he was used to, and hated. Deborah was his mom, but Tim had always found her to be dangerously attractive, like some kind of forbidden sex goddess. Whether it was due to them not being blood related, or his own perversions, he had no idea. All that he did know was that it made him incredibly uncomfortable and ashamed to think about her in such an illicit context, though often he couldn’t stop himself.

“I’m sorry sweetie, I just couldn’t wait to tell you,” she said. “I figured you could use some good news after your exams, even if it meant waking you up early on a Saturday morning.”

Tim was a senior in high school, and for the past few weeks, he had been busy taking some of the most serious and draining exams of his entire academic career. All of his free time had gone to studying, and he had lost out on being able to take time to himself, a fact that had left him frustrated in more ways than one.

“Good news? What do you mean?”

Deborah was beaming at him, and rubbed her hand further along his thigh. Tim found himself wishing that she wouldn’t, and conflictingly, wishing that her hand would continue along, all the way up to his crotch. His cock was primed from his almost realized wet dream, and he felt like the slightest touch of her fingers might be enough for him to lose it.

“Remember that new resort that’s opening up outside of town? I entered a contest for it a while back…” Deborah brushed a strand of hair out of her face, seeming immaculately pleased with herself.

“Yeah, I remember,” said Tim. “I thought you said you lost though.”

“I did. But somebody else dropped out, and they decided to redraw a name, and mine came up!” Deborah rubbed his thigh more excitedly, and Tim had to stifle a moan, feeling almost at the point of wanting to grab his own cock and finish right then and there.

“That’s great, mom,” he said. “When is it for?”

“It’s for today, sweetie, and I have two tickets…”

Tim understood what she was getting at immediately. His father had been out of town for a business trip that weekend. If his mom had two tickets to the resort, the only way to take full advantage of them and not let one go to waste would be…

“Are you serious, mom?” he asked. “Can’t you get one of your female friends to go with you?”

“It’s a couples retreat, sweetie,” she said. “It would be weird…”

“And going with your son is less strange?”

“Oh please, don’t be like that,” said Deborah. “I just want you to be my date for the weekend, it’ll be fun. Don’t you want to be mommy’s date for the weekend, sweetie?”

Tim did, he really, really did. But to actually say it out loud would be for him to give too much ground to the crazy, disgusting fantasies that he already had to work overtime to keep contained, even though it was clear to him that his mom meant it in a platonic sense.

“I mean…I guess,” he finally said. “When do we leave?”

“As soon as you can get your stuff packed!” Deborah jumped further onto Tim’s bed and wrapped him into a hug, straddling him in the process. “Thank you sweetie, this means the world to me!”

“Oh, mom, jeez!” He focused on his breathing, and did everything he could to get his mind off the fact that his cock had nestled itself against his mom’s soft folds. Tim realized, a little shockingly, that she wasn’t wearing any panties. The only thing keeping him from burying his hard rod into his mom’s cunt was a very thin, almost insubstantial sheet.

“I’m going to go get changed, sweetie,” said Deborah.  “And I’ll make us breakfast to take on the road. Hurry! Be as quick as you can. If you’re going to come I’m going to need you to come quick!”

“Oh yeah mom, I will,” replied Tim.

He couldn’t resist grinding his hips forward, teasing his cock in a way that was far too dangerous for the situation. His mom’s breasts were pushed against his chest, and they were so soft and heavenly that Tim almost did feel as though he was still asleep.

Finally, Deborah moved off her son, and skipped out of the room girlishly. Tim took a minute to let his dick soften out and relax, but it didn’t seem to want to happen. Finally, he gave up, and started packing. He found himself looking forward to the trip and dreading what might happen at the same time. Either way, it was sure to be an interesting experience.


CHAPTER 2

After packing all of their stuff for the weekend into the back of the family minivan, Tim and his mom set off for the resort. It was across town, about a half hour drive from their suburban neighborhood, and Tim did his best to keep his mind in safe places for the duration.

“So I hear that they have massage services,” said Deborah. “And a sauna! This is going to be amazing, Tim. I’m glad that you were able to come with me.”

“No problem mom, thanks for inviting me.”

Deborah reached her hand over and tousled her son’s hair. Tim smiled back at her, but his mind was filled with thoughts less pure. Deborah was wearing a low cut blouse, and every bump that the van went over made her breasts bounce and jiggle in a way that was incredibly compelling to Tim’s lower half.

They pulled up the driveway into the parking lot of the resort, and Tim was a little taken aback by the size of the place. It looked regal, a place expensive enough to be slightly intimidating. There were only four or five cars parked outside, which seemed like an insignificant number compared to how many open spaces there were.

His mom parked the car, and Tim climbed out and pulled his bag out of the backseat. Deborah was humming a tune happily, and he recognized it as one that he’d heard many times over the course of his childhood.

“Sweetie, I mentioned this before, but remember, the contest was for one couple’s pass to the resort for the preopening weekend.” Deborah’s voice was serious, and a little embarrassed. Tim felt the same way, and he looked at his mom as though to plead to her for another option.

“Are you…are you saying that we have to pretend to be…a couple?” he asked her, having to all but force the words out.

“Oh, relax, it won’t be that hard,” replied Deborah. “You’ve met my friend Karen before, right?”

Karen was one Deborah’s recently divorced friends, and next to his mom, she was probably the most attractive older woman in the neighborhood.

“Yeah, what about it?”

“She’s dating a young man in college, almost the same age as her son,” said Deborah. “The things she’s told me about him, sweetie I love your father, but it makes my mind run wild with naughty ideas…”

As Deborah spoke, she stepped closer to her son and linked her arm around his. Tim felt his cock stirring in his pants. The two of them walked in through the front door, arm in arm, and then Tim saw something that only seemed to add to his excitement and horniness.

“Hello! Welcome to Meadow View Resort!”

The woman behind the front desk was young, about Tim’s age, and strikingly attractive. Her breasts were small, and other than her petite frame, everything about her was the complete opposite of his mom.

“Hello, I’m the replacement contest winner,” said Deborah. She handed a small slip to the woman, who took it and spread it out on the front counter.

“Great! This is a couples retreat, are the two of you…?”

Instead of answering with words, Deborah leaned over to Tim and pushed her lips against his. He felt himself instantly becoming electrified with arousal. It was hard for him to stay calm, especially as his mom pushed her tongue into his mouth and rubbed his package with one of her hands, an action which happened out of the view of the front desk woman, but was still apparently necessary in her mind.

“Oh, okay,” said the woman. “Sorry, I just thought you might be….he’s really young.

The woman was blushing, and Tim felt like he had to save her from her embarrassment.

“She’s divorced, we met on OkCupid,” he said. “It’s really just, uh, for fun for the two of us.”

His words seemed to have the opposite effect of what he had intended. The woman quickly grabbed a couple of things from behind the counter and handed them to Deborah.

“Okay, here’s a room keycard for each of you, a schedule of events, and a map of the facility,” she said. “The busboys are not currently in house, but I can carry your bags up, if you want?”

“That won’t be necessary,” said Deborah. “Thank you.”

She rubbed one of her hands on Tim’s chest and leaned her head on his shoulder. He felt as though one of his dirtiest fantasies was slowly but surely becoming a reality, and couldn’t decide whether to feel elated or sick to his stomach.

The two of them took the elevator up to the fourth floor, and then walked down the hall to find their room. Tim unlocked the door and then got his first look at it.

Unlike a lot of hotels he had been in, the entire unit seemed designed around sensuality. There were the usual amenities, a nice flat screen TV, a mini fridge, a mini bar, but also a couple of things that he had never seen before, such as a bed with a mirror above it and massage oil on the side table.

“This is going to be so much fun sweetie!” said Deborah. She turned and looked at her son, and saw the concern on his face. “Honey, I’m sorry I had to be so forward like that, I just wanted it to seem believable. You understand, right?”

She stepped towards Tim and set her hand on his shoulder. His mom was so close, and his cock felt so ready. It took all of his willpower to keep from pushing her down on the bed and ravaging her. The fact that the idea had even popped into his head made him feel ashamed and angry at himself.

“Yeah, of course mom,” he replied. “It’s fine.”

“Great! I’m going to take a quick shower. I was in too much of a rush this morning to get a chance to.”

Deborah turned away from him, and stepped into the bathroom. Tim lied down on the bed, and tried to force himself to breathe, and relax, and shift into a safer mode than the one his body seemed to be in. Instead, he noticed something that did the complete opposite of that.

Another mirror had been set up in the corner of the room, and it offered an unobstructed view of the inside of the bathroom. His mom hadn’t bothered to close the door and was stripping out of her clothes. Tim felt his eyes locking onto her figure and his heart rate beginning to speed up. It was too hot for him to look away, though he knew that he was supposed to.

Deborah was totally oblivious to what was going on, and continued humming the same song that she had been before as she brought her blouse up and over her head. It was too much for Tim, and he felt as though a demon had possessed his hand as he unzipped his pants and slid out his hard cock, stroking it slowly as his mother continued to undress.

She brought her pants down next, slowly wiggling out of the tight fabric in a way that was incredibly tantalizing for him to watch. He was pumping his cock faster now, and felt a strange sensation building inside his chest.

Before going any further, Deborah stood in front of the bathroom mirror and played with her bra clad breasts for a moment, pushing them up and examining them as though trying to figure something out. Pre cum was dripping out of Tim’s cock, and all of the sudden, his dream from that morning popped back into his head.

It was her. It had always been her. His mom had been the one slowly and tenderly sucking his cock in that dream, and he had loved every second of it each time. Tim felt his cock beginning to heat up, almost as though it was inside his mom’s wet mouth, just like in the dream.

There was so much guilt inside of him that seemed to only intensify at the realization, but he did his best to keep it subdued. There was only one thing that he wanted in that moment, and as he watched his mom slowly reaching behind herself to unhook her bra, unknowingly putting on a sickeningly arousing show for her son. Tim felt himself unable to hold out any longer.

He moaned as his cock began to shoot out streams of cum. It felt so amazing, and the pleasure only made his guilt and shame more real. Deborah seemed to be alerted to the noise he was making, and he only managed to cover up his cock with a sheet just moments before she walked back out into the living room.

“Oh wow, I thought I closed this,” she said. “Sorry honey!”

“It’s fine mom!” he replied.

Deborah walked back into the bathroom and closed the door behind her, leaving Tim alone with his softening cock and confusion.


CHAPTER 3

After Deborah had taken her shower, Tim felt like he needed some space. He’d crossed a line and done something that he was ashamed of, and just looking at his mom made him feel guilty, and disgusting. She was a little confused at his insistence that they spend the day apart, but relented.

Tim spent most of the day seeing the sights at the resort, wandering from one place to another with no real direction. There was more to do than Tim could have imagined, with a pool, racquet ball courts, a nature area behind the building, and a number of other attractions.

He ended up spending the afternoon swimming, and then made his way up to the roof, which he discovered to be outfitted with a tiny bar and café. The woman manning the counter was the same woman who had checked him and his mom in before.

“Hey there,” he said as he sat down at one of the bar stools. “I never got your name before. I’m Tim.”

“I’m Stacy, it’s nice to meet you.” She was cleaning a glass, but took the time to set it down and offer him a smile. “What can I get for you Tim?”

“Is there any way I can get a gin and tonic?” Tim was only 18, under the legal drinking age, but he was surprised when Stacy nodded and immediately set about mixing him up a drink. She slid it down to him and he immediately brought it to his mouth and took a sip.

“You look a little disgruntled,” said Stacy. “Did something happen, maybe with you and your older female friend?”

Tim nodded, and took another sip. It was strong, and just what he needed.

“I uh, I just felt a little weird about it, I guess.”

“That’s understandable.” Stacy crossed her arms and leaned against the wall behind the bar counter. “If I were you, I would take her into the sauna. There is something mystical about that place, and on top of being incredibly relaxing, I’m convinced it can cleanse people, their physical body and their emotions.”

“That’s…actually a really good idea,” said Tim. He chugged down the rest of his drink and set it on the counter. It was the late afternoon, and he would have to head back soon anyway. He decided to take Stacy’s idea and run with it.

“Anytime, sailor,” she said. “I’m sure your ‘girlfriend’ will appreciate my advice too.”

She had a strangely knowing smile on her face, but Tim did his best to ignore it as he walked back to the elevator. He took it down to the fourth floor, and then found his mom in their room.

“There you are, honey,” said Deborah. “You took off so suddenly before…did I do something wrong?”

“No, not at all. I just feel a little weird today. I was actually thinking I might head down and try out the sauna, I was wondering if you wanted to come with.”

“That sounds wonderful, sweetie,” said Deborah. “It’s a date!”

The two of them walked out into the hallway and climbed into the elevator. Tim felt strangely nervous around his mom. He pushed the button for the sauna, which was down in the basement of the building, and felt a powerful tension begin to form in the air. It made his body tingle slightly, and his cock seemed to decide to slowly pull itself up into another erection.

“I’m really glad that you came with me honey,” said Deborah. “I’m sorry if I made things weird for you with the kiss before.”

“No, of course not mom, it was fine!” The elevator door opened, and Tim let out a sigh of relief. It felt as though Deborah had developed a new effect on him, an ability to make his blood run thick with lust just by standing within a few feet.

The sauna’s entrance was partitioned off into men’s and women’s locker rooms. Tim headed into the one for men and found towels already laid out on a bench. He stripped out of his clothes, and set them inside one of the lockers, and then wrapped himself with the soft bulky towel and headed into the hot room.

The sauna was blazing hot, and empty of any other people. Tim felt a light layer of sweat immediately begin to form as he sat down inside of it. After a minute, his mom came out through the women’s locker room, wearing only a white towel.

“Ooh, this is nice,” said Deborah. Tim agreed with her, but he found himself wondering if Stacy’s advice had really been for the best as he looked at the busty, attractive, total off limits woman sitting across from him. His cock was rock hard and throbbing, and he felt more turned on than he ever had before in his life.

“I’m going to take my towel off, I hope you don’t mind, sweetie,” said Deborah. She didn’t wait for her son to respond either way, and stood up and slowly begin to pull the white strip of fabric down, letting her tits slowly pop out as if intentionally trying to tease Tim.

“Mom…” Tim said. “You, you’re so fucking hot.”

He also stood up and took off his towel. He felt lust beginning to fog over his mind, and noticed his mom blushing as she looked down and caught sight of his erection. She coughed quietly, and began to blush.

“Honey, I think you have a little…situation,” she whispered.

“And why do you think that is, mom?”

Tim took a step towards her. Deborah didn’t step back, and instead looked embarrassed, as if she knew what he was getting at but didn’t want to admit to it.

“Sweetie, I’m your mother,” she said. “We’re just…here together. You’re my son.”

“And you’re my mom,” said Tim. “And you’re so fucking hot.”

He wrapped his arms around her, pulling into what would have been a rather tame hug if the two of them had been clothed. Instead, it pushed his cock up against the naked folds of his mom’s pussy. Tim could feel a little bit of moisture down there, and realized that his mom was getting wet for him.

“Honey, we should just sit down and enjoy this,” she whispered. Tim could hear in her voice that she wanted something else, that she was right there with him with her emotions and arousal.

“All of my friends talk about what a MILF you are, mom,” said Tim. “They talk about how nice your boobs must look.”

He grabbed one of them as he spoke, and Deborah let out a stifled moan.

“They talk about how nice it would be to stick their cocks inside you.”

“Oh god, Tim!”

Deborah seemed to reach the breaking point of her self-control. She pushed forward and began to rub herself on her son. Tim responded by kissing her passionately, a kiss that made the one they had shared before in the lobby seem almost juvenile in comparison.

He slowly guided his mom down onto one of the benches, and then mounted her. Her pussy was slick, and ready for him, but Tim still insisted on taking his time. He teased her entrance with the head of his cock, smiling at the control he had over her and groping at her breasts.

“Sweetie if you’re going to do it, just do it,” whispered Deborah. “Don’t leave your mommy waiting…”

“You’re not just a mommy anymore, you’re a woman,” said Tim. “And I’m going to fuck you hard, like I’d fuck any woman.”

He pushed up into, and listened to his mom gasp as his big, hard cock entered her. There was a look of disbelief on Deborah’s face as her son slowly began to fuck her. Tim almost couldn’t believe it, either. It was finally happening, and it felt so much more amazing than his imagination or dreams ever could have made it feel.

It was hard for him to restrain himself. His mom let out a little cry each time his cock pushed in against the back wall of her cunt, and it spurred him on to fuck her harder, and faster. Lewd slapping noises echoed through the sauna as he pumped his cock into her rhythmically, and Tim couldn’t help but smile at what someone would see if they walked in at that moment.

“Oh god, honey,” moaned Deborah. “Oh god, oh god!”

She tensed up and began to shiver, and then collapsed back onto the bench. Tim wasn’t done just then, and began to pump into her pussy even harder, savoring every second of the illicit encounter. The heat of the room paled in comparison to the heat of the sex, and his mind burned the image of his naked mother, impaled on his cock, into his memory.

He leaned forward and began to lick and suck at his mom’s nipples, just as he might have as a child. Deborah ran her hand through his hair, as she often did out of admiration, and that was enough to push Tim over the edge.

He came inside his mom hard, continuing to pump as his cock sprayed out every last drop of his cum. He pulled out immediately as his mind began to return to reality, and felt shame and guilt begin to weigh down on him like a ton of bricks.

“Honey,” whispered his mom. He turned towards her and was surprised to see a smile on her face.

“We still have all of tomorrow.”

END
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I’d only met Sabrina once before she married my dad. To be honest, she seemed like a very unusual match for him. My dad has always been a workaholic kind of guy. He’s loyal to his company, a little nerdy, and focused almost entirely on the finer aspects of his management career.

It didn’t matter much to me, not at first. Sabrina entered the picture when I was 18. Dad had been single for almost my entire life, ever since my bio mom passed away shortly after I was born. Sabrina was young, in her mid-twenties, bubbling with energy and more than willing to take a stab at mothering.

Around the same time I was finishing up with my senior year of high school. I managed to smile my way through the wedding, and was a little surprised by the lack of a honeymoon afterwards, but non-judgmental.

Everything was fine, and as expected, Sabrina quickly moved in with me and my dad. I had thought about what it would be like for a long while ahead of time, but the reality was much harder, and much more difficult to control than I ever could have imagined.

It was a lazy Saturday morning, and as usual, I had overslept. I was used to having the house to myself on Saturdays, with the crazy hours that my dad worked, but with Sabrina in the picture, things were different. The smell of bacon and eggs cooking down in the kitchen was enough to immediately alert me to that fact.

I threw on a t-shirt and some sweatpants, which didn’t really manage to hide much of the terrible case of post wake up wood I was sporting. Usually it wouldn’t be an issue, but I knew that I couldn’t walk around in front of my new mom in such a state, so after a minute of fiddling with the waistband I managed to conceal my above average sized tool up against my stomach.

It ended up being even more necessary than I had thought it would be. Sabrina was reaching up into one of the cupboards when I walked into the kitchen, wearing nothing more than a polka dotted pair of panties and an oversized white t-shirt.

I felt guilty looking at her, but it was so hard not to. Sabrina had an amazing body, hips and tits in perfect proportion with her waist and long legs. Her eyes were almost catlike in their appearance, and seemed to always have a hint of mischief behind them.

“Sabrina, hey, good morning.” I walked over to the table and took a seat. It felt a little weird, almost awkward, in the room. I had no idea exactly what to say or how to behave around her.

“Ben! Finally, you’re up. I didn’t realize that you were such a sleepyhead!”

Sabrina turned to smile back at me, and dropped the box she’d been searching for on the ground in the process. She slowly bent over to pick it up, and I felt my cock harden and snap out of my waist band, free and eager for attention.

“I’m making eggs, bacon, and pancakes, I hope you like them. I’m not really much of a cook, but I guess now is as good of a time to learn as any.”

She walked over closer to the table, and I had to use every ounce of willpower in my body to keep from eye fucking her.

“Uh, yeah,” I said. “I bet your cooking is fine, though. I’ll eat whatever you make!”

“Oh, you’re so sweet!” Sabrina leaned over and planted a soft kiss on my forehead. My eyes were drawn to her breasts, against my better judgment, straining to steal a glimpse down her shirt. She smelled musky and sweet, like the women’s clothing aisles in a department store.

“I’m telling the truth, I bet your cooking is phenomenal!” I felt stupid and sycophantic, but the words seemed to come out of my mouth freely and easily.

“Looks like your dad isn’t the only one who is a charmer!” Sabrina rubbed my leg, and I felt my heart begin to pump overtime. “I’m going to add something extra to these for you, as a present.”

Sabrina stepped back towards the counter, and I watched her breasts bounce a little with each step. My thing was aching for some attention, and my body was so hot I almost felt like I was about to start sweating.

I ended up walking out into the living room, getting as far from her as I could in the downstairs while she cooked. The second she was out of my field of view, I began to feel embarrassed. How the hell could I be lusting for my own step mom? The very idea of it was pretty gross.

I turned on the TV, and purposefully found the most boring channel that I could to watch. It was a morning news show, and seemed relatively tame. The host was female, and even though she was wearing relatively modest clothing, I still felt unusually aroused watching her.

“Honey, the food’s done,” called Sabrina. “Don’t get up, I’ll bring it out to you.”

I watched as she carried the plate, along with a glass of juice, out to me. My heart seemed to speed up as she got closer and closer, and I wondered if the heat was turned up higher than usually. Sabrina handed me the plate, but as she went to pass me the drink, it slipped from her hand and spilled all over her shirt and my sweat pants.

“Oh jeez, I am such a klutz!” she said. “Let me get this cleaned up.”

“Hey, it’s fine, I’ll just go take a shower.” I set my plate beside me on the couch and started to get up.

“Nonsense, I’ll have to clean the carpet, anyway.” Sabrina rushed into the kitchen and came back holding a small dishtowel. She looked at her own shirt as she approached me, which now had a large, orange stain on the front of it.

“Hmmm, I think I’ll have to throw this out.” She grabbed the bottom hem of the shirt and pulled it up and over her head. My eyes viewed the scene almost as though it was happening in slow motion, and I realized that my erection had been reborn in full force, poking up against the cotton of my sweatpants in a manner that was far too obvious to hide.

Her bra was white satin, and I couldn’t keep from staring at the beautiful exposed skin of the top of her breasts. Sabrina wiped her stomach off, and then shook her midriff back and forth, causing her breasts to bounce from side to side in a way that was almost hypnotic to me.

“Sabrina…” I was so turned on by her that I could barely even speak. She slowly lowered herself to her knees, and brought the towel towards my pants. My cock twitched in anticipation.

“Let me just get you nice and dry…” The hand with the towel in it began rubbing against my leg, sending electricity shooting through my body. It slipped higher, and higher, until it was right about to…

“Wow, it looks like it’s really soaked in there,” said Sabrina, smiling. She wrapped the towel around my cock, and I felt my hips push forward involuntarily. Never in my life had I ever experienced anything quite so erotic and pleasurable, with such a guilty, sickening undercurrent to it.

“What…what are you-“

“I just want to make sure all of you is dried off, sweetie,” she said. “I’m your mom, and this is one of my duties.”

I groaned, and leaned my head back as she began to pull the towel up and down on my rod. She had to know what she was doing. There was no way that she didn’t know what she was doing. I didn’t care either way, and at the point, my mind was only focused on one thing.

Sabrina began to hum a song quietly, the same type of song that a mother might hum while cleaning or doing housework. She increased her pace, pumping her hand and the towel faster up and down on my shaft, and after a couple of seconds, I could hold out no longer.

I pushed my hips forward and sprayed my cum into the inside of my sweatpants. If she really had been just trying to clean up a mess, what she accomplished in the end was the exact opposite of her goal.

“There we go, that should do it,” said Sabrina. “I’m going to go throw this stuff in the washer.”

My jaw was hanging from my face as she walked off. It was impossible for me to tell if she was just a really good actor, or if she actually was oblivious to what she had just done. I sat on the couch for a second, feeling my own seed beginning to ooze against my skin in my boxers, and then got up and headed to my room.

I spent a couple of minutes just laying on my bed, trying to come to terms with what had happened. Maybe it had been an accident? I resolved to put it out of my head, and did my best to think about other things. My mind was uncooperative, and seemed to want nothing more than to fantasize about Sabrina, her body, her soft fingers, and her sensual lips.

It felt like the best thing I could do was just avoid her for the day, if possible. She didn’t seem fazed or even really notice what had happened. Under the circumstances, it was up to me to be the one to move past it, and forget about it.

I stayed on my bed for about an hour, hoping that I could drift off to sleep, and forget about the entire incident. I hoped that I could wake up an convince myself that it had just been a dream.

It didn’t seem to work. If anything, my thoughts moved in a direction that was further towards illicit sex, and Sabrina. My cock was almost painful in how hard it was, and after a while, I decided that I had to take care of it.

I sat down at my computer desk and typed the address of my favorite porn streaming website into the internet browser. Masturbation had been a part of my life ever since I had first entered puberty, and for the most part, I enjoyed watching teens get fucked, girls my age or a little older.

Today, however, I seemed almost incapable of keeping myself from clicking over to the MILF video section. I wasn’t a fan of this age group typically, so many of the women reminded me of Sabrina, and that would usually make me uncomfortable.

After what had happened earlier, things were different. As much as I tried to steer myself towards my usual stuff, my curiosity and unbridled horniness seemed to have a grip over my hand and the mouse. I told myself that I would just take a quick look at one of the videos, and see what it was like, and then click away from it. I knew it was a lie, but forced myself to believe it anyway.

A couple of the videos were of women that were too old, and too unattractive for me to find at all appealing. After a minute or two of searching I found one that seemed to have my name written all over it. The video was filmed from the point of view of a teenager who was also masturbating in his room, when out of nowhere, his step mom walked in on him.

My hand was on my cock, and I was beating it as though I wanted to break it. There was a voice in my head that was screaming about how I was doing something terrible, but I did my best to ignore it. The step mom in the video went through all of the motions of being surprised, before settling down in front of the lad and taking his cock into her hand.

“Ben? What are you watching?”

The door to my room opened at exactly the wrong time. Sabrina was standing on the other side of it, wearing only a tiny towel, her face fixed in a horrified expression. I didn’t realize what I was seeing for a moment, and continued stroking up and down, my emotions taking a one eighty from being entirely focused on my need to cum, to matching about what my mom was feeling.

“Mom…This isn’t, uh…” I was totally unable to say anything coherent, and instead the only words in the air in that moment came from my computer speakers, and the porn scene playing on the screen.

“That’s it baby, give mommy your cum, yeah, that’s a good boy.”

Sabrina glared at what was happening, and then at me. I watched and pushed my chair back as she came into the room, feeling like a horny, lecherous fool.

“Your father is going to hear about this, young man!” There was anger in her voice, and it made for a strange juxtaposition from my perspective. Mom looked so incredibly sexy in her towel, and beads of water were running down her shoulders and the top of her chest. She had a second towel looped around her hair, and it only made the skin she was showing seem even more arousing and taboo.

“Please mom, you can’t tell him,” I said. “Look, he doesn’t have to know!”

“And turn this video off already!” Sabrina moved to click the mouse at the same time I did, and in my haste I ended up colliding with her. The two of us fell to the ground together, tangled in each other bodies, and suddenly, my cock felt as though it had speared itself into something very wet, and very warm.

The carpet was soft beneath us, but it still took me a second to realize what had happened. I was on top of my mom, and my dick was inside of her pussy. It had slid in easily, helped by the moisture of the shower and whatever Sabrina had apparently been thinking about while inside of it.

“Whoa…what the?” I was stunned by the improbability of the situation, and started to lean back, and try to push myself up. The place I instinctively put my hand was right underneath my body, and instead of touching floor, it landed on top of one of my mom’s big soft boobs.

“Ben, get off me this instant!” cried Sabrina. She wriggled underneath me in a way that was intended to buck me back, but only ended up making the situation worse, much worse.

“I will mom, hold on!” I move to get up again, and this time ended up pushing deeper inside of my mom, not at all intentionally. Sabrina reacted by letting out a soft moan and instinctively wrapping her legs around my waist.

“Ben, you…you have to…” Sabrina’s breathing was heavy, and her words wavered with every syllable. “I think you should get off me.”

“I know mom, I just…hold on a second.” It felt unbelievably good to be inside of her, and though I loathed myself for enjoying it, I couldn’t help it. An evil voice in my head told me to take a moment to savor the bizarre circumstance, and burn the sight and sensation of it into my head for future reference.

I moved my hips back a little, and then forward. Sabrina let out a loud moan and arched her back, pushing her tits into my face and bringing my attention even deeper into the illicit, incestuous moment.

“Are you…are you going to get off me?” she whispered.

“Yeah of, course…oh man, just let me, just let me thrust a couple of times first. God, you feel so fucking good!”

It was almost as though I had discovered some type of sexual nirvana, or gone to a heaven containing a magical, irresistible pussy. I pulled out and pushed deep into my mom, my cock twitching and vibrating as though it was a nuclear weapon about to go off.

“Ben, this is so bad. I should…”

“Just let me keep going for another second,” I said. “I’ll stop, I will. It’s already happened though…it’s okay for just a second more.”

My hips became possessed by an intense sexual drive, and began to rhythmically push forward into my mom, desperate for the feeling of my cock sliding along the inside of her. She was surprisingly tight, and I was a little shocked that my cock had even managed to get in by chance in the first place.

Her tits were still right in front of me, and my hands decided, almost of their own will, to start grabbing and groping them. The towel wrapped around Sabrina’s hair was still there, and it made the situation seem surreal and dreamlike.

“Ben…” moaned Sabrina. “Oh god, Ben!”

At this point, I was slamming into her and fucking her with all the strength my hips could muster. I felt myself pass the point of return, and realized right as my cock began to spray its load inside of her that I had made a huge mistake.

“Nooo!” I cried. It felt amazing, but with it came a deluge of guilt and shame that tore at my psyche. Sabrina was blushing, and looked at me as though she was embarrassed and in disbelief over what I had done.

Finally I managed to pull myself up and off my mom. I sat down on my bed and tried to think of something to say. Sabrina just covered up her bombshell body with a towel and shook her head.

“I…This didn’t happen. There is no way that this really happened.” She was shaking her head, and slowly backed out of my room.

“Mom! I’m sorry!”

Sabrina hurried down the hall, and even though I called out to her, she wouldn’t turn and look back at me. She ran inside her room and closed the door behind her. After putting my clothes back on, I stood outside in the hallway and did my best to undo the mess I had made.

“I couldn’t control myself!” I yelled to her.

“I know honey, it’s my fault too,” she replied. “But we can’t ever talk about this. Not now, and not ever again.”

“We should talk though, we can’t just sweep something like this under the rug.”

“Honey I need to get some rest. Just leave me be for now.”

I stayed outside her door for a couple of minutes longer, looking for words that would make it alright, and finding nothing. Finally I headed downstairs, and after grabbing my jacket and putting on my shoes, I headed out for a walk.

It was late in the afternoon. The sun was beginning to set over the horizon. The neighborhood that we lived in was small, and very interconnected. I could understand why Sabrina wanted to bury what had happened like she did. If word of it ever got out, our entire family would be turned into social pariahs, unable to continue leading a normal existence.

My phone vibrated, and I pulled it out of my pocket quickly, expecting it to be a message from my mom. Instead it was from my dad.

“Hey sport. Working late at the office. Sabrina will make dinner. Don’t be surprised if I’m not back until tomorrow morning.”

I was actually happy to read the message. It gave me more time, more time to talk to mom, more time for her to cool down, and more time for us to actually figure things out. For the first time in my life, I found myself confronted with a problem that didn’t seem like it would go away on its own.

I headed towards a small park a couple blocks away from my parent’s house. It was mostly empty, and I found a park bench to sit down at. It was hard to occupy my mind. I felt terrible about what happened, but what made it even worse was how vivid the experience still was in my mind. I could still see my mom’s naked body, and feel it against me.

It was dark when I finally started back towards my house. My mom’s car was still outside, but when I came inside, the kitchen and living room were empty. It didn’t look as though any food had been cooked, so I ended up just grabbing and munching on some leftovers out of the fridge.

I went upstairs and into my room, feeling suddenly very tired, and mentally exhausted. The house was quiet, and I didn’t hear anything coming from my mom’s room on my way through the hall. Instead of pressing the issue that night, I decided to just go to sleep, and hope that the two of us would have time to work it out in the morning.

“Ben honey, are you still awake?”

I wasn’t sure how much time had gone by since I’d gotten home and retired to bed. It took me a second to catch up with what was going on, and how many things I had to answer for that had happened throughout the day. I could see my mom’s silhouette in the door, wearing what looked like a silk night robe.

“Yeah mom, I’m still awake. I’m sorry for…what happened before.”

“I know you are, sweetie.” Mom made her way into my room and sat down on the edge of my bed. She didn’t looked at me at first, and it seemed like she was having trouble finding the words that she wanted to say.

“That video that you were watching, sweetie…do you watch those videos often?”

“No mom, of course not!” I shook my head a little more vigorously than I probably needed to. “I’m not into older women, I usually…well I mean, I just don’t watch that kind of stuff a lot.”

“Okay, good,” she said. “Sweetie, what happened when you were on top of me…you didn’t enjoy it, did you?”

My cock started to harden as the conversation turned in a direction that forced me to think about what had happened earlier. I thought about how to answer, realizing that just letting the memory of the incident come to the forefront of my mind was giving me a rock hard erection.

“Mom…I did enjoy it. But I didn’t mean to, honest! It was just like, something came over me!”

My mother inched closer to me on the bed. She put one of her hands on my chest and tenderly began to rub it through the sheets.

“It’s okay, sweetie, I…I kind of enjoyed it, too. It was a bad thing but, I think it’s okay as long as we don’t talk about it.” Sabrina leaned in a little closer, and paused for a moment before continuing. “Ben…do you find me attractive?”

I felt a little confused by her question, but knew that the only way to dispel my guilt and get any sense of absolution was to be honest with her.

“Yeah, mom, you’re really attractive,” I said. “I mean…I think that you’re really sexy for a mom.”

“Oh…” Neither of us said anything for a moment. Finally, my mom broke the silence by slowly starting to pull back the sheets covering me. My dick was poking up against the blankets, and bent slightly as Sabrina brought them down to my feet.

“Mom…what are you-“

“Shhh, it’s okay sweetie,” she said. “Let’s just have this be a day that we never talk about again.

She didn’t hesitate as she brought her hands to my cock, but I had to hide my own shock as she wrapped her fingers around it. A cloud moved along the skyline, uncovering the moon and letting enough light shine into my room to make out my mom’s face.

Her expression was full of dirty, shameful lust. It was incredibly conflicting for me to look at her like that, embarrassed and horny and giving into something that was clearly an overpowering urge. I knew that I probably didn’t look any more dignified, and as I felt her wonderful hands stroking my erection up and down, my breathing hastened.

“Ben, just lie back,” said my mom. She untied her robe and pulled it off, giving me an uninhibited view of her big breasts and pale skin. She slid forward, letting her body rub up against mine as she brought her lips up to my mouth.

We kissed, and I felt my cock begin to crave her. I grabbed her waist and lifted it up, and mom moved to do the rest. She positioned herself over my crotch and slowly lowered herself down, impaling her pussy on my cock and quivering as it entered her.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Why…why does it feel so good?”

My mom was even warmer and wetter than she had been earlier in the day. She began to bounce up and down on my rod with all of the intensity and enthusiasm of a cougar that desperately needed a good fuck. I grabbed at her boobs and stared up at her, confused and elated at our illicit coupling.

“Mom, why are you…” I whispered. “Why are we doing this?”

She didn’t answer me, and I realized that I didn’t want her too. My mind was fuzzy, and the only thing that seemed to matter was my cock, and the intense sensations that were taking it over. I grabbed her hips and began to bump her up and down, listening to her moan and cry out as we went.

“Oh god, yes!” she cried. “Fuck me Ben, please fuck me!”

I was all too happy to oblige her. Her sex fluids were dripping down onto me, lubing up my cock and filling the room with the heavy scent of copulation. I grabbed at her ass with my fingers and leaned her forward, pumping my cock even deeper upwards into her vagina.

“That’s right, fuck me like I’m your slut,” moaned mom. “Please honey, just fuck me!”

I flipped her over on the bed and shifted our position. Mounting her and thrusting from the top, I began to kiss her neck and mouth. Mom bit my lip a little as I pulled back, and I felt her hands running across my chest. Her hair was a tangled mess on the pillow behind her, but to me, she looked like a goddess.

We had entered our own sinful realm, full of pleasures and ecstasy that was as forbidden to us as the fruit was to Adam and Eve. The bed shook underneath us, the springs ringing out on the air along with my moans and her cries.

I sped up, letting myself slam my penis into my mom with more energy than I knew that I had. She began to tense up, and let out a noise that sounded like the cry of a female cat in heat.

“Oh god, baby, I’m cumming!” Her body was as stiff as a board for a second, and then she collapsed back on the bed.

I tried to keep pumping, but mom had other ideas. She pushed me off her with the type of gentle, confident guidance that only a mother can pull off, and then slid down on the bed until her face was even with my tool.

“Mom, what are you…” I shut my mouth as she took hers and brought it down onto my unit. It felt amazing, and mom seemed to know exactly what she was doing, using her lips to form a seal and sucking as though her life depended on it.

She would shift her pace, going slow at first, and then speeding up. After a moment, she pulled back and gave my cock a sensual lip from the base to the tip. Her saliva made a perfect lubricant, and she began jacking me off in exactly the same manner as the step mom in the video had done.

“It’s okay sweetie, go ahead,” she said. “Mommy gives you permission.”

Her words set me off, and I began to spray out a larger load of cum than I ever could have thought possible. Mom caught it all on her mouth and face, and seemed to enjoy and savor the moment.

I was exhausted, both by the energy I had put into the sex, and by the mental challenge of making it all fit into my model of the world. My mother and I had just had sex, and it had been amazing. I looked over at her, trying to determine if she was sharing my inner conflict, but she just smiled at me.

“As long as we don’t talk about it, it’s okay.”

I thought about her words for a moment, and then nodded.
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CHAPTER 1

The morning did not seem to hold any major significance to Julius.

It was Sunday, the last day of his survivalist camping trip, and he was tired. It had been two long weeks of hands on nature adventuring, and his body felt as though it had reached the point of exhaustion.

The summer was drawing to a close, and Julius was ready to enter his senior year of high school. His trip had actually been a way for him to blow off steam in preparation for it. He wanted to take the last of his time in secondary school more seriously, and was sure that nothing short of perfection would be enough to meet the expectations of his dad and step-mom.

Julius pushed through the trees, following the same, almost undetectable trail out that he had taken in. He had always had a penchant for being out in the woods. It was a place untouched by civilization, separated from modern society and much closer to the world of the past, and he loved it.

As he made his way the last few feet back to the small parking area off the side of the worn dirt road he had taken his car up, he heard a noise. Turning around, he realized that there was another hiker approaching from a different trail across the road. She stepped out from behind a throng of leaves, and Julius got his first look at her.

The woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, and was dressed in a rugged top that highlighted her generous cleavage and a pair of tight, incredibly short jean cutoffs. Julius immediately found himself having to fight the urge to check her out. Her breasts were large, as she bent over to brush some dirt off her leg, he snuck a guilty glance at one of her briefly exposed nipples.

Strangely enough, she turned to look at him, and he found her stare to be just as focused and invasive as he imagined his own to be, if not more so. She walked over slowly, almost as if she was an animal sneaking up on its prey.

“Hey there,” said Julius. “How’s it going?”

“You…you’re alive?” said the woman, in disbelief. “How is that possible?”

“I don’t know, I mean…the forest isn’t really too bad when you have food and supplies.”

She walked over and grabbed his hand, and Julius just watched, totally confused and thrown off guard. She smiled at him, and then set her hand on his chest. It felt warm, and Julius could feel himself getting a little excited at her touch.

He saw that there was a wedding ring on her hand, and it only seemed to make the situation seem even weirder. The woman leaned close to him. Julius’s first reaction was to pull back, but it had been weeks since he’d been around a woman, and she had such a pretty face…

The two of them kissed. The woman seemed to have a passion within her that went beyond simple infatuation. She pushed her tongue into Julius’s mouth and pulled his hands onto her breasts, as though she needed to be touched. He obliged her and began running his fingers across her bosom.

“Please do it,” said the woman. “I know this is a dream, but please,”

Julius’s horniness outweighed his confusion at what the woman was saying, and he pressed forward, sliding his hands slowly down her back and then pulling her top up and over her head.

She was a married woman, and they were out in the open next to a hiking trail. This was not a good idea on paper. Julius also felt a little guilty for instigating her into infidelity. But she was strikingly beautiful, and his cock was responding to what was happening and leading him towards taking it further.

He pulled her over towards his car, and then opened the door to the backseat and helped her inside. He left it open, giving her room to extend her legs out into the air, and then climbed in after. The woman quickly began taking off his belt and pulling down his pants, and he felt a hot sensation run through his member as she began to massage it with her hands.

“Please,” the woman whispered. “Put it in me.”

Julius leaned forward and kissed her, and the set about pulling the skin tight jean cutoffs she was wearing off her legs. She helped by wiggling her hips back and forth in a manner that Julius found to be almost intoxicating to watch.

Her panties caught on the fabric of her shorts and were pulled along. The woman had a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair, and as Julius began to rub his hard cock against her womanhood, he could feel its warmth tempting him to take things further.

He brought the head of his dick to the entrance of her cunt and slowly pushed in. The woman immediately began to scream with pleasure, acting almost as though she had never been fucked before. She felt amazing, and his cock was twitching with ecstasy as he went further in.

At the same time, however, guilt was eating away at Julius. This was clearly a married woman, and from the way she was acting, it didn’t seem like she was in her right mind. These thoughts seemed to battle with his lust and desire inside his mind, and the more primal elements seemed to be winning out.

He began to build up to a faster pace, thrusting into the woman with animalistic intent. The contrast between the time he had spent amongst nature, away from other human beings, to what was happening to him now seemed to be almost unreal.

The woman had wrapped her legs around his waist and was pulling him into her, lifting her hips up to meet each of his thrusts as though trying to wrestle him into submission. It pushed Julius to fuck her even harder, slamming his cock into her as she cried out underneath him.

“Oh god, yes!” yelled the woman. “Please, don’t stop. Cum inside me, I want you to cum inside me!”

She began to tense up, the motion of her hips arrested as an orgasm wracked over her body. Julius was still pumping into her, pushing deeper and faster and feeling his own limit approach. He bucked forward one last time and felt his cock explode, spraying his white hot load deep inside the woman.

Julius took a moment to breath, and then stepped out of his car and began getting dressed. The woman lied there for a minute after, her eyes looking almost glazed over, and he began to wonder if she was okay.

“Hey, what’s wrong?” asked Julius. “Are you worried about your husband?”

“When am I going to wake up?” the woman asked.

“You’re not dreaming,” he said. “I’m a real person.”

She looked at him with a shocked expression on your face. She began to blush bright red and scrambled to cover her modesty.

“That’s not possible, all of the men are…” she said, trailing off as her thoughts jumped ahead. “Oh my god!”

The woman quickly grabbed the rest of her clothes and then began running towards her own car. She got inside and drove off, disappearing just as suddenly and unexpectedly as she had arrived. Julius shook his head, confused, and then climbed into the driver’s seat. Something very strange seemed to be going on, and he wanted to figure out what it was.


CHAPTER 2

Julius felt disoriented as he drove back to his house. The small town that he and his family lived in looked the same as usual from a distance, but as he drove deeper into it, he began to get a strange feeling of something being out of place.

It almost felt as though he was coming back to an alien copy of the town, where the basics had been sufficiently replicated, but some of the finer details had been left out. As he began to see people walking on the street, he realized what it was.

There were only women around, wherever he looked. He thought it was just a coincidence at first. He’d had a similar feeling as a kid a couple of times when he had walked to school and not seen any cars or people for the entire journey. But in like in those instances, the sensation was not being proven to be unfounded.

He looked in all directions as he drove, but still didn’t see a single male. His stomach began to twist, and his palms began to get sweaty. Something was definitely up, and it was impossible for him to even speculate as to what it was. Somehow, it made him feel almost like he was in mortal danger.

Julius ran a red light at one of the few intersections in his town in a rush to make it back to his parent’s house. He forced himself to breathe, and tried to calm down. Everything would be explained once he got home. He could work things out then, and get a proper sense of what was happening.

Finally, he pulled into the driveway of the family home. It was a middle class two story house, well maintained, but nothing extravagant. He got out of his car and rushed inside, throwing the door open and scanning the living room.

“Mom? Dad?” he called. “Is anybody home?”

Julius turned and saw his step-mom, Laura, making her way out of the kitchen. The expression on her face was strange, a mixture of shock, confusion, and relief. She walked towards him slowly, tears beginning to well up in the corners of her eyes.

“Julius?” she muttered. “How on Earth…?”

His mom took her hand and brought it up to his face. It was soft against his cheek, and made him feel a little excited, to his own discomfort.  Laura was an attractive woman, with large breasts, a solid butt, and a thin waist that made her body a pleasure to look at. It made him feel like a bit of a pervert to admit, but at 34 years old, she was still a total bombshell, and certainly provided the neighborhood with an ample amount of eye candy.

She was wearing a loose summer dress, low cut in the front and short on the bottom. Julius reached his arms out to pull her into a hug, feeling the fabric of the dress against his hands and the softness of her breasts against his chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra, he realized.

“Mom, what’s going on?” he asked.

Laura sobbed into his shoulder and hugged him even tighter. He did the best he could to console her, rubbing his hands up and down her back until she was in a state to speak.

“Julius…he’s dead. Your father…is dead,” she whispered. “All of the men are, Julius. They all are dead!”

He looked at her blankly, not sure if he was correctly hearing what she was saying.

“What…How, how is that…” he started to speak, but found it almost impossible to find any words. “Mom, what are you talking about?”

Laura walked over to the couch, sat down, and then straightened out her dress. Tears were running down her face, and she looked at him as though he were a condemned man.

“There was a sickness…some type of disease, or virus,” she said. “It killed all of the men, and all of the boys. All of them! Julius…so many people have died...”

“Mom, that doesn’t make any sense,” said Julius. “It couldn’t have killed everyone. I’m still alive, and I feel fine.”

She seemed to snap back to reality, as though realizing what it meant for him to be there in front of her.

“Oh god, no, sweetie!” she cried. “We, we have to get you to quarantine! Do you feel okay? Don’t let yourself fall asleep! It always seems to happen after going to sleep!”

“I’m not tired mom, relax,” he said. “Don’t panic, we’ll figure things out.”

“Julius, I’m so…happy,” she said, stepping towards him. “I never thought I’d see you again.”

He smiled at her, and held his arms open. Laura stepped into his embrace, leaning her head against her son’s chest. Her hair was so soft, and he felt his lower half responding to the feeling of having her body so close, even though she was his mother.

Laura looked up at him, and his eyes met hers. Something outside of the reality he had once known and lived in was happening and there was no way for him to stop it, but all he could think about in the moment was how beautiful and enticing his mom’s eyes were. He felt his face drawing closer to hers, and then their lips met.

The embrace instantly seemed to heat up and become something illicit, and sexually compelling. Julius felt his hands running up and down his mom’s back, and she lifted her leg up slightly and pushed her crotch against him. His cock was quickly stirring in his pants, but before things could go any further, an alarm went off on Laura’s phone.

“Oh, uh, sorry,” she said. “That’s for the pie I’m baking. We’re having a memorial tomorrow morning at the church.”

Julius coughed, and a strange, awkward silence seemed to descend over the room. He had no idea what had just happened between him and his mom. It must just be the tension of the situation, or how relieved she was to find out that he was alive, he thought.

“Mom…” he said. “If everything you’ve told me is true, then how am I not dead?”

“I have no idea sweetie, and frankly, I don’t care,” she replied. “I’m just glad that you’re alive.”

She smiled at him, and he smiled back.

“Please, let me make you dinner,” Laura said. “With Liza still away and your father…well, let’s just say it’s been very lonely around here lately.

“Alright mom, thanks,” said Julius. “At this point, I could definitely use a hot meal.”


CHAPTER 3

Over the course of dinner, Laura explained more about what had happened to the world. It seemed that for every question of his that she answered, three more would arise that only complicate the situation further.

Nobody knew where the plague had started. Nobody knew what the precise mechanism of transmission was, or how the disease affected the body, or even why it affected men but not women. All that was really known is that the symptoms began arising in all men seemingly simultaneously about a week and a half prior, and it only took a day, sometimes slightly longer, for it to kill.

“Was it bad?” Julius asked after hearing the details. “I mean…did dad…did he suffer? I know I shouldn’t ask, but I have to know.”

Laura gave him a look that was solemn, but somehow resilient.

“He just went to sleep, honey,” she said. “I think we’re suffering more than he did.”

The rest of their meal went by in silence. Julius finished his food, thanked his mother, and then made his way upstairs. He picked out some clothes in his room and headed into the shower. Most of the dirt and sweat he had accumulated throughout his camping trip was still on him, and what he really felt like he needed more than anything was to wash it all off.

His clothes were dirty and over worn, and it was a relief to be able to undress. He turned on the water, and after fiddling with the knobs and setting it to a reasonable temperature, stepped through the curtain.

Julius felt almost as though the entire day up to that point had just been a dream. Not a good dream, or a bad dream, but a strange and unreal fantasy that seemed to place him in a role that he had never asked for. He couldn’t but think back to when he had left his camp site that morning, and the mysterious woman that had seduced him.

He felt his cock begin to tingle as he remembered the sex. It had been so passionate and primal, as though their hormones had taken over and fucking had just been the natural destination. Julius was rubbing soap all over his body, and reached down and coated his dick with a layer of wet, soapy bubbles.

It felt awesome, and he couldn’t resist stroking himself for a moment.  His member was incredibly sensitive, and seemed to almost have a physical memory of the experience from early in the day. Before he knew it, he was pumping it with a building intensity, feeling his mind fog over with the desire to cum.

Julius heard a noise, and out of the corner of his eye, he noticed that the bathroom door had been opened a crack. The shower curtain was clear, and even though it was fogged over, it was still easy enough to see through either way.

He didn’t slow down his pace. He expected his mom to walk in, but she never did, not even after several minutes. He was still jerking himself off, when he noticed a small movement off the edge of the doorframe. Julius realized that his mom was watching him. The thought made him feel ashamed, and uncomfortable and strangely, somehow aroused.

His hand was sliding up and down his dick faster, and faster. It felt harder than it had ever been before. He was facing the hallway, and exposing himself clearly for his mother to see. The sound of each stroke made a lewd noise, and he began to feel his own deeply rooted sexual impulses take over.

“Julius honey? I brought you a towel.” His mom finally spoke up, and walked into the room. She tried to act as though she had just arrived on the scene, even modestly averting her gaze, but he knew better.

“Oh, thanks mom,” he replied. Julius grabbed the shower curtain with his hand and slid it open just enough to see out, and just enough for his hard cock and what he was doing to it to be visible to his mom. His pace intensified, and as she turned to place the towel on the rack, he caught her eyes locking on to his exposed member.

That was it for Julius. He exploded, spurting out long streams of white hot cum onto the shower floor. His mom watched on for a moment, her cheeks flushed red and her mouth slightly agape, before tossing the towel down and slowly turning to leave.

“I’ll be in the kitchen honey,” she said. “Enjoy your shower.”

He finished cleaning himself off, feeling a wave of guilt and shame flood into him. That had been one of the most strange and perverted things he had ever done, but somehow, his mind was able to rationalize it away. It was a very bizarre and unexplainable world that he lived in now, and Julius almost felt as though he couldn’t be held accountable for his actions.

After turning off the water, he dried himself off and made his way to his room, quickly getting dressed and grabbing his phone and wallet. He walked downstairs into the living room and found that the TV was on. A special broadcast seemed to airing, with the President, who according to the announcer was the woman that Julius remembered as the Secretary of Education, taking the podium

“Good afternoon, my fellow Americans,” began the president. She was an attractive woman in her early forties, with nice breasts and a very nice figure, even if it was hidden by her clothing.

“The tragedies we have experienced over the past two weeks cannot be understated. Unfortunately, it seems as though things will continue to be difficult in the coming days.” She pushed back a couple strands of her hair, and then continued.

“Many of you may have heard, either through legitimate or illegitimate sources, that the government had begun a quarantine program for men alive who were not showing severe symptoms. This is true.”

“However, it does not seem as though even the most contained and controlled environments have been spared from this terrible, unknown. Our efforts have proven ineffective, and as far as we know, there are not any men left alive in our country. The situation is still being assessed abroad, but this is likely to be the case worldwide.”

“I apologize for having to deliver such somber news, but we have survived the past few days, we will continue to survive, and create a better society for all of us. Thank you.”

The audience the President was addressing broke into applause. Julius felt light headed. He grabbed the remote and turned the screen off, feeling his heart begin to pound in his chest as the reality of the situation took hold. He was the only man left, as far as he, or anybody else knew. What did that mean for him? What did that mean for the world?

Julius felt a growing need to assess the situation on his own, outside. The idea of it gave him pause, however. There was no predicting how the people left, the women left, would react to still seeing him alive.

He headed back upstairs, and into his parent’s room. Crouching own on his knees, he pulled a box out from under the bed. It was something that his father had bought a long time ago, and thankfully, never used. He clicked the metal clasp open and lifted up the lid, and lifted the pistol that was inside up with his hand.

It was heavier than he would have expected. He played around with it for a minute, figuring out what he needed to hit to release the clip, clear the chamber, and toggle the safety. It was already loaded, but there was no bullet in the chamber. His father also had a shoulder harness in the box, and he put it on underneath his windbreaker, and slid the gun into it.

Julius put everything away and walked back downstairs. His mom was in the kitchen, and he found himself feeling slightly embarrassed as he remembered what had happened in the shower.

“Uh, hey mom,” he said. “I’m going to go take a look at the town. I know it’s rough out there, but I will be careful.”

His mom smiled at him. It didn’t seem like she was taking the bathroom incident too seriously, which he found himself incredibly grateful for.

“Call me if anything happens, and be careful,” said Laura. “And Julius?”

“Yeah mom?”

“You’re the man of the house now. Please, don’t do anything that will make a scene. You need to come back to me, honey, no matter what.” Laura had a loving, caring look on her face that made Julius feel a little strange. It almost seemed to go beyond the love of a typical mother, into further territory.

“I will mom, don’t worry,” he said.

She smiled at him, and then Julius walked out of the house.


CHAPTER 4

Physically, the town was the same. Everything was right where Julius remembered, and there didn’t even see to be any signs of carnage or the mass death that had taken place. But from the moment he stepped out onto the sidewalk, he could somehow feel a difference, a difference that had occurred deep under the surface.

He was walking towards main street, where most of the stores and attractions were. His home town was not very big, a small, average American town. It didn’t have a lot of people or things to do, and this combined with what had happened left the streets with an almost ghost like feel.

He did, eventually, pass a woman on the sidewalk. She said nothing to him, and Julius wondered at first if she had even seen him. When he made his way by, however, she did a double take, and then just stopped and stared, mouth agape.

Julius wasn’t sure what to say, so he just kept walking. There was a store up ahead that he used to work at, a coffee shop. From afar, it looked the same as it had always been. Up close, he realized that the door was closed and locked.

There were more people on the sidewalk now, and as expected, they were all women. They kept their distance from him, but even without looking he could feel that their eyes were locked on, almost like spot lights tracking an escaped prisoner from the sky.

He just smiled, and kept walking, figuring that there wasn’t much he could do or really even say to explain why he was still around. Up ahead there was a store that did happen to open, and outside was a big sign that said “Men’s Clothing – 50% off”.

Julius laughed to himself. Maybe there were a couple of perks to being the last man standing, after all. He made his way inside the store, feeling several of the women outside still watching him.

The shop was brightly lit, with racks of clothes taking up most of the floor space. Behind the counter was an attractive woman in her early twenties chewing gum and flipping through a magazine. Julius didn’t recognize her, but that was okay.

“Hello,” he said as he walked forward, figuring that there was no point in trying to be subtle if she was the only other one in the store.

“Welcome, let me know if I can help with…” The woman’s words trailed off as she looked up and saw Julius. “…anything?”

“I’m just here to take advantage of all the cheap men’s clothes,” he said. “Don’t mind me.”

He stood up and walked over to the men’s section, which had actually been slid off into one tightly packed corner in the back. The clerk followed him, keeping a small distance away but clearly fascinated.

“You…are you really a man?” she asked.

Julius nodded to her, and then turned back to the clothes.

“I am. Though to be honest, I really can’t explain how I’m still alive,” he said.

“Oh my god, oh my god!” The woman began to laugh, and jumped into the air a couple of times clapping her hands. She ran over to Julius and stood right next to him, infringing on his personal space in an almost adorable way.

“My name’s Jenny,” she said. “I…I can’t believe this,”

“Nice to meet you Jenny, I’m Julius.” He smiled at her, and reached out to shake his hand. She grabbed it, and almost flinched as they made contact. She seemed nervous, and he noticed that she was blushing and unable to meet his eyes.

“Oh, come on, I might be the last guy around, but I’m just like everyone else,” he said. “Don’t be shy.”

The woman cupped her hands over her mouth and then blushed even harder.

“No, it’s not that,” she said, stepping even closer to him. Julius saw her up close and realized that she was even more beautiful than he had initially realized. She put her hand on his chest, and it felt as though electricity was shooting through him.

“Please Julius, I want you to…” she said. “Well, if you really are the last man, then…”

Jenny took her hand and rubbed it on his crotch. She was bright red at this point, and Julius was surprised, but also found it to be endearing. It was almost like the roles had been reversed, and now this attractive woman was coming onto him with all of the grace and finesse of a 15 year old boy.

“Come on,” he said. “Follow me.”

He took her hand and led her towards the dressing room, feeling himself becoming more and more excited. This was a bonus that he hadn’t really considered, and though it felt a little wrong to take advantage of it, they were living in new, desperate times.

They slipped through the curtain, into the tiny, mirrored changing room. Jenny was close to him, and a powerful sexual tension seemed to descend on the situation as their lips began to draw closer. They kissed, and it was almost as though a deluge had broken through a dam.

Jenny’s hands shot immediately down to his waist, unbuckling his belt and getting his pants off him in a frantic rush. Julius unclasped her bra and pulled her shirt up and over her head. Both of them were rushing to undress each other to such a degree that it set an uncontrolled, rough tone to the encounter.

He pushed her back against the wall of the tiny room and began kissing her neck, and then her bare breasts. They were large, nicely formed, and incredibly compelling. His cock had jumped straight to a state of rock hardness, and his mind began to run wild with ideas of all the fun he could have with this woman.

“Here,” said Jenny. “Let me make you feel good…”

She ran her hands down his chest as she slowly dropped down to her knees, pushing her lips up against his cock. She nuzzled with it for a moment, and Julius could feel her cheeks and face wiping off the tiny pearls of precum that had already formed on the head of his dick.

Jenny licked his shaft from the base to the tip, and then carefully began to take him into her mouth. It felt amazing. Her cheeks were soft, warm, and inviting. She sucked with a force that made even more blood rush into his member, making him ache for release.

From the way she had been dressed, Julius was not incredibly surprised that the girl knew the ins and outs of sucking a cock properly. In the old world, Jenny had definitely been the type of girl that was open to this sort of thing. But now, all of the women in the world were the same. She was in the same boat as a virgin, or a nun, and the way she took to working his shaft was beautiful in its effectiveness.

His hands meandered to the back of her head, and he watched in the mirror as he began to pump his hips and push his cock further into the back of her throat. She didn’t object to being used this way. Julius took it up a notch, and began face fucking her with raw, unbridled passion. Lewd sex sounds were audible in the air, and Julius felt himself reaching his limit.

“Come out now!” called a voice. “I’m taking you into custody!”

The curtain was thrown open just as Julius’s dick began to blast out its seed. He pulled out of Jenny’s mouth and strings of white hot cum sprayed onto her face, smudging her expertly applied make up. A female police officer was standing outside, gun drawn, and eyes glued to what was the center of attention in the moment, Julius’s ejaculating cock.


CHAPTER 5

“You’re…you’re under arrest!”

It was almost comical to Julius to see this woman pointing her gun at him in such an aggressive manner. His cock still out, and it was rock hard and dripping with sex fluid. The officer’s eyes were locked onto it as though it were a weapon. He remembered the gun that was strapped to his chest and slowly raised his hands into the air.

“I don’t mean any harm, officer,” he said. “I do have a weapon, but I’m not looking to resist.”

The police woman darted her eyes to Jenny, who had a scared expression on her face along with a good deal of cum. She also raised her hands timidly, with much more fear than Julius himself felt.

There was no chance of the officer shooting him, this he knew to be true. Still, there was no real reason for him not to go play nice. If he tried to make a break for it, there would be no way he could go home, and on his own, the survival odds long term would be abysmal.

The officer stepped forward and began patting him down for a weapon. She started with his shoulders, and quickly found his holster and slipped the pistol out of it. She continued down, dropping to her knees in front of Julius. For a moment her face was right in front of his cock, and he found himself getting incredibly excited all over again.

“Alright, turn around and put your hands behind your back!” the officer yelled.

“Is this really necessary?” he asked. “Can you at least pull my pants up, Officer…”

“My name is Kendra,” she said. “I mean, Officer Kendra Kelley, acting police chief of this town.”

Her mood seemed to soften slightly, and she obliged him, grabbing the waist band of his pants and pulling them up. His cock was still stiff, and she had to carefully work it into his pants with her fingertips.

Her touch was much more arousing to Julius than he expected it to be, and he found himself wanting to go along with her, to jail or wherever she would bring him. She slapped a pair of handcuffs on him and then pulled him out through the dressing room curtain.

“Alright, I’m bringing you into custody until we can get the situation here sorted out,” said Officer Kelley. “You’ll be safe in my care.”

“Of that, I’m sure,” said Julius. “Let’s go. See you later Jenny!”

Jenny just sat there on the floor, observing the situation as though it were a hallucinogenic drug episode. Officer Kelley led Julius through the store and then outside, keeping his head pushed low and out of sight as she brought him to her police cruiser.

She pushed him into the backseat of the car. Julius found it hard to find a comfortable position to sit in. The cuffs were tight on his wrists and he could feel them limiting his blood circulation. She was serious, he realized.

Officer Kelley climbed into the front seat and started the car. Before driving forward, she turned and looked back at him. Her eyes scanned him from top to bottom, almost as though she was reconfirming that he actually existed, and wasn’t a figment of her imagination.

“You really are a man, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yeah, obviously,” he said. “Why would you even ask that? You came in on us at just the right time to get the proof you needed.”

She glared at him, and then shifted the car into gear and pulled onto the road. The town police station was only about a five minute drive. Julius didn’t see any lights shining through the inside windows. It was as if the place was abandoned, and given that most of the police force was taken out by the plague, it might as well have been.

Officer Kelley led him inside by the wrists. Julius knew that he was innocent of any crime, but he didn’t resist. There was no point. This was a different world from the one in which he had formed all of his opinions on the rights of the state and law enforcement. He wasn’t sure what the standard was, now.

Julius was brought forward, past rows of empty rooms with empty desks. There was a small jail cell in the back of the building, and Officer Kelly pushed him into it. He was surprised when she also stepped in, and then closed the door behind her. She took off his cuffs, and then leaned against the bars, looking at him and saying nothing for a moment.

“What’s your name?” she finally asked.

He looked at her for a second before answering. He couldn’t see any malice or ill will in her expression. Still, it was hard for him to get a sense of anyone’s motivations any more. The world had stopped making sense from the time he had stepped out of the woods.

“Julius,” he said. “And to answer your next question, no, I have no idea why I am still alive.”

“You must know something,” said Officer Kelley. “Did you experience symptoms? Were you just not affected to begin with, or did you get sick and then survive?”

“I left for a camping trip right before it all started,” said Julius. “I don’t know if that has anything to do with it. I’m not sick now, though, and I never was.”

The police woman sighed, and then crossed her arms. She was looking at him intently, and Julius very much began to feel as though he was being properly interrogated.

“What were you doing with that woman in the store?” she asked.

“What did it look like I was doing?” replied Julius. He couldn’t resist letting a smirk slip onto his face. Officer Kelley seemed to blush a little bit. She shook her head and glared at him.

“No, that’s not what I mean, you jackass,” she said. “You might be one of the last men left on the planet. Are you really that stupid?”

“What are you talking about?” asked Julius. The police woman had moved closer to him, and was looking at him strangely. He felt an odd electricity begin to permeate the air, almost as though the room was charged for something to happen.

“In the world we live in now, a man left alive would only have one responsibility,” she said. “And I think you know what it is.”

He looked at her blankly. Officer Kelley actually had a very nice body, though the baggy police uniform she wore did not fit her well. Julius figured that it might have been one of the left over men’s uniforms, which now served almost no purpose.

She moved closer to him, within arm’s reach. His cuffs were off, and he thought momentarily about trying to overpower her and make a break for it. It wasn’t feasible, he decided. She was still armed, and on top of that, he felt strangely compelled to stay.

“Are you willing to take responsibility for your new role, Julius?” asked Officer Kelley. Her voice had a slow, seductive tone to it that needed no explanation.

Instead of answering with words, Julius leaned forward and kissed her. Her lips were soft, and she tasted nice. Officer Kelley wrapped her arms around him and the two of them locked together in an embrace.

She was aggressive, and immediately began ripping Julius’s clothes off. All he could really do was let her. The look in her eye was one of lust, and of a woman who knew what she wanted. She pulled down Julius’s pants and boxers, and began fondling his little man.

“Mmmm, that’s right,” she whispered. “Be a good boy and get nice and hard.”

It didn’t take long, and the second Julius was sporting a healthy direction, the police woman pushed him back onto a bench running across the back of the room. She stood over him, dominant and sexually feminine. The officer slowly began to strip out of her work uniform, tantalizing Julius with every movement she made.

He saw now that she truly did have a very nice body. Her breasts were medium sized, but incredibly firm and well-shaped. She didn’t have an ounce of extra fat on her outside of her butt, which was large enough for him to get a good grip on.

Her bra and panties were the last things she removed, and then she stood before Julius, naked and exposed. It felt almost sacrosanct to be looking upon a woman who represented what remained of the authority in the town entirely naked. His cock twitched as she moved closer to him and slowly settled herself down over his cock.

Julius picked that moment to act. He reached his hands up and grabbed the woman by the hips, and then forced her down onto his hard member. She was already wet, but her tight pussy took a little bit of extra pressure to accept his rod.

“Whoa, wait,” she said. “Slow…slow down.”

Julius ignored her. He began thrusting his hips upwards, lifting the small woman in time with his beginning strokes. She felt amazing, and it made him question whether or not it was really so bad to be the last remaining representative of his gender.

“Oh yeah, that’s right officer,” he said. “It’s your turn to come along quietly!”

Officer Kelley began to squeal out loud, almost like a young girl losing her virginity. Julius was enjoying every second of it. Her cunt was squeezing him so tightly that it may as well have been a vice grip. The woman began to tense up after just a couple of solid pumps, and cried out even louder as an orgasm swept over her.

“Sorry ma’am, but I’m not finished yet,” Julius said with a laugh. He continued pushing into the woman, feeling her juices dripping down onto his crotch. She was in her thirties, maybe around the same age of his mom, and he found himself wondering just how many of the teenagers she had harassed over her career had fantasized about pumping their dicks into the hot, cougar cop.

That thought was too much for him, and he felt his dick begin to convulse, unloading his seed deep into the back of her womanhood. He let his climax take its course, and then set her down next to him on the bench.

She was still dazed from the encounter, and didn’t notice Julius quickly moving to grab his clothes along with the keys from her uniform. He unlocked the door and stepped out of the cell, closing it behind him.

“Hey, hold one,” she cried. “What are you doing?”

Officer Kelley quickly crossed her legs and covered up her breasts, seeming to snap back to reality. Julius smiled at her.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be back tomorrow if you haven’t already been released,” he said. “Next time you arrest me, make sure you at least have a charge!”


CHAPTER 6

By the time Julius made it out of the police station, the sun was beginning to set. A strange feeling began to wash over him as he made his way to the street. There was a small crowd of women, maybe eight or nine, who seemed to have gotten wind of the fact that a man was still alive and in police custody.

Most of them just stared as he made his way by, but a couple began yelling for him to stop, and one of them grabbed his sweatshirt. Julius had required his pistol on the way out, and pulled it out and fired it into the air. The shot was deafening, but it managed to push the crowd back. He waved to them apologetically and shook his head.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s going on any more than you do,” he yelled.

He continued back down the street. It took him longer to get home on foot than it would have by car, but that was okay. Most of the people in the town had gone inside for the night, and after a moment he felt himself letting his guard down and going into his head. It was nice to have an empty moment to think. It reminded him of being out alone in the forest, and made him yearn for the lifestyle.

Julius saw that his mom’s car was still in the driveway as he walked up his street. It was no surprise. There was less going on in the town than there ever had been before. Most people seemed to be just hanging around home. The women who did still have jobs continued to work, from what he’d seen, but often found that their job responsibilities had shifted massively since the outbreak.

He walked in through the front door and took his shoes off. His mom was sitting in the living room and watching TV, wearing only a thin night gown that her tits seemed to be threatening to push right out of.

“Hey mom,” he said. “I’m back.”

“Oh my god honey, I was so worried!” she said. Laura stood up and ran over to him, wrapping him in a tight embrace. He could feel the sheer material against his skin, and instantly started to get excited.

“Yeah, well, I’m fine,” he said. “Totally unharmed.”

His mom didn’t immediately break the hug, an though he tried to fight his own impulses, his cock began to grow within his pants. It seemed to spring up to its full length in less than a second, and he knew that his mom could feel it pushing against his stomach.

“Honey, you’re the last male left that anyone knows about,” she said. “There are a lot of women out there who would think about trying to…do things to you, because of that.”

“I know mom, but don’t worry,” he said, feeling his cock ache as it pushed up against his mother’s soft body. “I’ll be okay.”

“That’s not what I mean,” said Laura. “I…I think you need to find a way to take care of yourself a little better.”

Julius felt his mom’s hand rubbing up and down the length of his back. He looked into her eyes, and saw a mixture of motherly love, and something else. Her perfume smelled amazing, and though it made him feel incredibly awkward, part of him wanted to push his crotch forward against her.

“I just want to make sure that you’re not tempted into doing anything that goes against your interests, sweetie,” she said, her hand beginning to stray down his chest, down his stomach, and then, even further. “It’s okay, I don’t mind.”

“Mom!” cried Julius. She was rubbing her soft hand over his covered bulge, and it managed to feel incredibly wrong and incredibly amazing at the same time.

“Don’t worry, honey, it’s fine,” she said. “Don’t think of it a sexual thing. Just let mommy take care of you.”

Despite her words, it was hard for Julius to put aside the fact that she was his mother. She led him over to the couch, and sat him down on it. Part of him wanted to stand up and rip her tiny night gown right off, but he managed to keep controlled.

Laura sat down next to her son and went to work with her hands. She unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out through the flap of his boxers, and then began working it, slowly and steadily.

“Oh god mom,” he moaned. “That feels so amazing…”

“I know it does baby,” she said. “Remember when I used to rub your back when you were little? Remember how good it felt?”

She was moving her hand up and down his shaft, gently and deliberately. Julius had experienced hand jobs before, and had never much liked them. This was different, though. His mom’s light touch seemed to send waves of pleasure through his body. His hips angled up slightly with each of her strokes, as though trying to give her a better angle to work from.

“Just let mommy take care of you, sweetie,” whispered Laura.

She sped up, pumping her son’s cock up and down and rubbing his inner thigh with her free hand. Laura shifted her position so she was down on her knees in front of him, close enough so that he could feel her hot breath on the sensitive head of his cock.

“Oh, mom,” he said. “Please keep going mom, don’t stop! I’m gonna, I’m gonna…”

“Do it sweetie,” she whispered. “Do it for me.”

Julius couldn’t hold out any longer. His dick began to explode, tensing up in the most powerful orgasm he had experienced all day. His mom held her hand over the tip of his cock, catching his cum and then smearing it back along his shaft almost as though she was using it as lube to milk out the last few drops.

He was breathing heavy, and almost felt like he had to take a second to come back to reality and confirm what had happened. His mom had masturbated him, and he had enjoyed it, as guilty and ashamed of that fact that he was. It was hard for him to even look her in the eye.

“I think I should try to take care of you as often as I can, honey,” whispered Laura. “Anytime you get an urge, just come tell me. And no matter what, don’t let any other women…do things to you. Please?”

Julius looked at his mom and nodded.

“I won’t,” he said, hoping that he would be able to hold to that promise.

Laura walked upstairs to the bathroom to clean up. Julius zipped up his pants and then turned on the TV. A news reporter seemed to be announcing a breaking story, and he turned up the volume so he could follow along.

“We have been receiving reports of a man alive in the United States that is immune to the plague. Due to an information blockade vital for the security of the nation, we cannot release anything more than that. The President is currently in a meeting with her advisors, and we will keep you updated on this story as we learn more about it.”

Julius smiled, and turned it off. He walked up to his room and climbed into bed, knowing as he closed his eyes that his life would never again be the same.
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CHAPTER 1

“Mitch, I’m telling you, we can’t miss out on this!”

Mitch Hadley was lying in bed, on his cell phone talking to his oldest friend, Benny. The conversation they were having was totally in line with many that the two 18 year old high school seniors had hashed out before, primarily, what to do for fun that night.

“Benny, it’s going to be lame, trust me,” said Mitch. “The Hendersons throw the same tired, post-Halloween costume party every year at the start of December. It’s just a bunch of boring adults eating cheese and making small talk, my parents are regular attendees.”

“So is my mom, Mitch, but I’m telling you, it’s more than that,” said Benny. “Everyone drinks, and they usually get really wild. I heard some stories last year about some crazy hook ups, even sex out in the open! We have to see this with our own eyes.”

Mitch sighed. His friend was persistent, if nothing else. He really didn’t want to go, but Benny’s enthusiasm was infectious, and he found himself lacking for a decent excuse to bail on the event.

“Alright, fine,” he said. “I’ll have to rush to get a costume together for tonight, though. We can’t use the same ones we had on Halloween or our parents will spot us in an instant.”

“Great! Let’s meet at the end of the street at around eight. Make sure you don’t let your step mom see your costume ahead of time.”

“All right man, I’ll see you there.” Mitch hung up the phone and shook his head, not entirely sure that he had just agreed to something that would turn out well.

He headed downstairs, intent on raiding the laundry room for any interesting clothing items he could use in his outfit. Mitch was rushing a little, and because of his fast pace he almost bumped directly into his step mom, Angie.

Angie had married Mitch’s dad, Greg, about 10 years ago. She was in her mid-thirties, and could have been described as a trophy wife if it hadn’t been for her piercing intelligence. Her breasts were nicely formed and hung perfectly on her petite frame, and she had a butt that Mitch had guiltily stolen glances at many times before over the course of his teenage years.

“Hey sweetie!” she said to Mitch, pulling him into a hug. “I’m headed out to the Henderson’s party. Your father’s flight will delayed, he won’t be back until later tonight.”

Mitch reciprocated the hug, feeling his crotch pushing up against his mom’s soft body. She was wearing a sexy cat costume that exposed a ton of cleavage along with a good part of her midriff and long legs.

“Uh, okay mom,” he said. “I guess I’ll have the house to myself, then.”

Angie nuzzled in closer to him, not realizing that her son was quickly entering a very compromised state. Mitch could feel a hasty erection springing up in his pants, and felt incredibly ashamed at just how good it felt.

“Looks like it honey,” she said. “Not a bad way to spend a Friday night. You can do whatever you want tonight, and really enjoy yourself, however you please.”

The hug had gone on for a while, too long. Mitch’s cock was throbbing for attention, and he was at the point of not caring if his mom felt it or not. There was an illicit, forbidden atmosphere in the air, which was only broken by Angie finally releasing her arms and pulling away.

“I hear that the costume party got a little wild last year,” said Mitch.

“Did it? I don’t remember…” replied his mom. “Anyway, I’m helping Lizzie set up. I’ll see you later tonight, or tomorrow morning, sweetheart.”

She blew him a kiss, and then pulled on her winter coat and disappeared out the door. Mitch stared at her butt, which was only covered by a tiny pair of black bootie shorts, and wondered just how the people at the party would react to seeing her.

Strangely, the thought made him a little excited. If his mom planned on showing up dressed like that, it seemed like a fair bet that many of the other women would be wearing equally skimpy outfits. Mitch smiled and found himself being glad that he’d let Benny talk him into it.

He looked around in the laundry room and found a couple of things that matched what he needed. Mitch had a cape left over from his Halloween costume and planned on using it as the base for his new one.

Together with an old hat that his father had, some leather pants, a black long sleeve button up shirt, and a bandana with two holes cut into it, he was able to transform himself into Zorro. He found himself wishing that he had a sword to the complete the costume, but it looked relatively good even without it.

He spent about an hour eating food and watching TV before texting Benny. His friend had ultimately decided on going as The Mask, which Mitch found pretty hilarious. They re-coordinated their meet up, and then Mitch was out the door, headed for the end of the street.

It was easy for him to spot Benny, who had on a ridiculous yellow suit and green face paint. Mitch had to hold his laughter as he walked up to his friend.

“What?” asked Benny. “I think I pull this look off pretty well.”

“Well, on the upside, at least nobody is going to be able to tell that it’s you,” he joked.

Benny glared at him, and Mitch waved his hand.

“Anyway, do you have any good ideas as far as a cover story goes?” asked Benny. “We can’t exactly just show up and tell people our own names.”

“I’m Bill, and you’re Frank,” said Mitch. “We say that we’re friends of Greg, my dad, from out of town. He’s not going to be home tonight to tear our lie apart, and my mom probably won’t be able to see through it either.”

“Perfect!” said Benny. “Let’s get moving!”

The two of them turned, and started down the street, headed for the Henderson’s house and the party.


CHAPTER 2

There was a man standing outside of the door of the Henderson’s large, suburban house. Mitch nodded towards Benny, and then walked up to the man.

“Who goes there?” boomed the man. He was dressed in an animal fur loin cloth and had a rather comical looking horned helmet on, a look that wasn’t incredibly flattering on his overweight frame.

“They call me Zorro…” said Mitch, and a low and drawn out voice. The man burst into laughter, and then stepped aside, allowing the two of them to walk right in.

“That was easy,” whispered Benny.

“It’s a costume party, I take it that they just assume that anyone who shows up in costume is on the guest list,” replied Mitch.

It was only a little after eight, but the inside of the party was already packed full of people. On just a quick scan of the room, Mitch saw everything from Batman and Wonder Woman, to angels and devils, Walter White, Snow White, and many more, some of which he couldn’t identify and assumed came from an era before his time.

In the corner, he saw his mom, dressed in her ridiculously sexy cat costume, talking to a couple of other moms that were also wearing outfits that made Mitch incredibly horny. He found his heart beating a little faster than it should have been, and hoped that his mask would do the trick.

The Hendersons had even gone as far as to hire a private DJ, who had a small set of turntables set up against the far wall of the living room. There were a couple of people dancing, but for the most part, the attendees of the party seemed to be just drinking and chatting.

Mitch turned towards Benny and realized that his friend had walked off somewhere. He felt a little nervous as he looked around the room, wanting to have some fun but not exactly knowing where he could fit in. An attractive older woman walked over, wearing a golden bikini and with her hair styled in the same fashion as Princess Leia in her slave outfit.

“Ooh, Zorro,” said the woman, laughing. “Your reputation definitely precedes you, that’s for sure…”

As she drew closer, Mitch realized with a small start that he was facing Pamela, Benny’s mom. He almost panicked and tried to bolt, but forced himself to stay calm and trust in his costume. He smiled at her, and tried to talk in a voice lower than the one he typically used.

“I am here to fight evil and defend the fallen, milady,” he said.

Pamela was a gorgeous woman, and whenever Benny would host a get together at his house, he’d often be the butt of more than a couple of jokes concerning his hot mom. Her costume only seemed to amplify her sex appeal, and as she stepped closer to Mitch, clearly rather drunk, he felt an erection beginning to manifest within the confines of his pants.

“How gallant of you,” she said, putting one of her hands on his chest. The air suddenly felt hot to Mitch, and he found himself staring into her eyes. “Perhaps you can save me before the night is over, and show me what you’re really made of?”

The DJ switched the song, and a loud cheer went through the room, along with a bunch of people spilling onto the dance floor. Pamela took his hand and pulled him out, and before Mitch knew what was happening, he was dancing next to her.

“Here, I have to finish this, take a sip,” she said, pushing the cup that she was holding against his lips. Mitch didn’t want to make a scene, and drank the intensely alcoholic tasting liquid as she poured it into his mouth.

“Do you like it?” she asked him. “The bartender in the kitchen makes a mean Long Island Iced Tea.”

Mitch nodded, and Pamela began laughing, setting the glass down on a table and then throwing her arms around Mitch and kissing him on the cheek. He scanned the room for Benny, hoping that he could find him and then find a way to extricate himself from the very delicate situation.

“Come on, handsome, let’s dance,” she shouted over the loud music. Pamela pushed up against Mitch’s chest, and it took every ounce of willpower in his body to keep himself calm. She rubbed her tits on him, giggling and acting as though it was funniest thing in the world to her.

“Whoa, easy there, senorita,” he said.

“Call me Pamela, you stud,” Benny’s mom replied. She turned around and began rubbing her butt against his crotch, dancing with him in one of the dirtiest ways possible.

Mitch realized very quickly that things were getting out of hand. The center of the living room had been designated a makeshift dance floor, and it was packed with people. Pamela was grinding her butt onto him, and took it a step further by taking his hands and placing them on top of her golden bikini covered breasts. The material was only thin cloth, and he could feel her flesh and nipples through it easily.

There were too many people around for anyone to really see what was going on, but that didn’t make it feel any less illicit to Mitch. It was hard for him to think straight, his mind fogging over with horniness as his friend’s mom continued to push things further in a drunken attempt to have some fun.

He almost gasped as she reached her hand down his pants and began stroking his cock. She brought her lips close to his, letting them slide across his mouth without kissing him fully, and then let out a sexy little moan.

“Do you like this, Zorro?” she whispered. “I could do a lot for you, if you’d be willing to join me in one of the spare bedrooms.”

“I…I…” Mitch didn’t know what to say. Benny was his best friend, and what was happening seemed to be a complete betrayal of the trust that they shared. Pamela was still stroking him off, and the feeling of her breasts and body so close to him was so amazing.

“Oh wow, there are a ton of people in here,” said Pamela. She was right. About a dozen had pushed into the living room since the time that they had started dancing. A group of women behind Mitch bumped him forward, and his cock ended up pushing against Pamela’s skirt, nestling itself in between her buttocks.

“I…I don’t think we can go anywhere right now,” said Mitch. It was true, and it was the best possible outcome. The room was moving and grinding, so packed full of people it almost seemed to have a life of its own. Mitch’s cock was throbbing against his friend’s mom, and she seemed to still be delighting in teasing him and doing as much as she could to make the situation even more arousing.

He let his hands drift back up to her tits, and Pamela let out a small satisfied sigh. Mitch was too horny to stop himself at this point, and began dry humping against her, pinching her nipples and kissing her neck as he dead.

“Oh yeah, that’s what I want, big boy,” moaned Pamela. “Give it to me, yeah, give me everything you’ve got.”

Mitch kept in rhythm with the music, feeling his cock pulsing with pleasure. It was as though he was trying to fuck Benny’s mom with his clothes on, and something about that tiny, almost insignificant barrier made the situation even hotter than it should have been.

He couldn’t hold out for long, and felt his cock begin to explode in his pants right as the song ended. Pamela picked up on what had happened and seemed incredibly pleased with her actions.

“Next time, let’s do it in a bed,” she whispered. “This is definitely that kind of party.”

For some reason, her words delighted Mitch. He was incredibly glad that he had decided to come.


CHAPTER 3

The line to the bathroom was long, and filled with some people Mitch recognized, and some people he didn’t. All of them were wearing costumes, and he found himself sandwiched in between a man wearing a comical looking horse mask and the statue of liberty.

After a couple of minutes, it was finally his turn. He cleaned himself up, feeling both a strange mixture of shame and arousal over what had happened, and also incredibly glad that he was wearing leather pants that didn’t show moisture. With some water and a couple of paper towels, he managed to get himself as fresh as he had been on arrival.

When Mitch headed back out to the living room, he spotted Benny for the first time since getting into the party. He had a beer in his hand, and appeared to be flirting with a woman dressed as a belly dancer that Mitch recognized, on closer inspection, as the grad school enrolled teaching assistant for their AP History class.

“Way to go, Benny,” he muttered to himself. The bar was only a few feet away in the kitchen, and he stopped in and grabbed him a beer of his own, the bartender not seeming to be interested in carding anyone within the party.

“Alright, are you all having fun tonight?” boomed the DJ on the microphone. The response of the crowd was to let out a loud cheer. “Good, that’s what I like to hear. We have a little game for you, courtesy of your kind and benevolent host, Peter Henderson.”

There was more applause, and Mitch watched as his neighbor drunkenly stumbled over to the DJ’s set up and almost tripped over a cord as he reached for the mike. The crowd found it hilarious, and somebody shouted a jeer over the hum of the room.

“Costumes in the closet!” Peter yelled, his voice straining the speakers of the audio system. “You all remember this game from last year. Put your names in the hat, and we’ll start drawing them out!”

A clipboard was passed around with a table on it, with one column for men and one column for women. Mitch saw that most people had written not their actual name, but who they were in costume, and he ended up putting down “Zorro” in an empty square. It didn’t take long for everyone to sign up, and he found himself getting a little excited as he listened in to people in the party conversing about it.

“Things got ridiculous last year,” said a guy to his right. “I know at least a couple of people ended up getting really nasty.”

“I think everyone did, at least to some degree,” replied the woman he was talking to. “God, I’m getting a little excited just thinking about it. Are you sure you’re okay with this, honey?”

“Of course, babe. Tonight, I’m Big Foot, and you’re Dorothy from Kansas. We can go back to being ourselves tomorrow.”

“Zorro, you’re up first!” said the DJ over the mike. The closet is upstairs, and you’ll be heading inside of it with…Little Red Riding Hood!”

The crowd began to clap, and it seemed like everyone was clapping at once. Mitch didn’t know whether to feel lucky or nervous. He headed over to the stairs, and saw the woman that he had been paired up with. She was strikingly attractive, with large breasts, and a petite body. She wore a red cloak that covered her face, along with a tight shirt and a very short black skirt that clung to her perfect ass.

“Hey there handsome,” she said to him as he walked over. “Are you going live up to Zorro's reputation? I hear he is quite a hit with the ladies…”

Her voice was strangely familiar, and something about it caused Mitch’s cock to become rock hard with anticipation.

“Senorita, I think it’s your turn to see that in action,” he replied.

The crowd roared, and Mitch and the woman headed upstairs into the hallway and to the closet at the end of it. The small storage area had been cleared out, and a couple of pillows had been thrown down on the ground inside of it. The DJ and a bunch of people followed them up and closed the door behind them, and Mitch heard a small click as it locked from the outside.

“So you talk big…but can you back it up?” whispered the woman.

Mitch felt his cock jump at the chance to show her. He leaned in, finding her lips in the dark room as if led by erotic magnetism. The woman kissed her back, pushing her tongue into his mouth and running her hands along his body.

She pulled in close, and pushed herself against his chest, pulling his hat off him as she did. Mitch groped at her breasts, feeling hornier than he had been in a very long time. He wanted her, and it seemed like she wanted him just as much.

“I think Little Red Riding Hood needs to beware of the big bad wolf,” he whispered.

“Somebody already used that line on me right after I first traded for this…costume.” Her words trailed off as Mitch began to undress her, taking the cloak off and then sliding his hand up her shirt. The woman responded by grabbing his hard cock through his pants and massaging it.

“How about you give Zorro’s sword a little bit of attention?” he asked, slowly guiding her down to the floor of the closet. She didn’t seem to mind his crude humor and went to work unzipping his pants and pulling his cock out through his boxer briefs.

The woman licked his rod from the base of his shaft all the way up to the head, and Mitch shuddered with delight. He leaned back against the wall of the closet, and let her go to work. She wasn’t holding back, and sucked with an intensity and focus that made him feel as though it would be a miracle if he managed to hold out for more than a minute.

Whoever she was, she was a skilled cocksucker, Mitch thought to himself. The woman also seemed to have deep throating skills that were beyond anything he had experienced before, taking his entire member into her mouth as though it really was a sword that she was trying to sheath.

She used her tongue to rub the sensitive underside of his cock as she bobbed her head back and forth. It felt as though her mouth had a grip on him that seemed to grow tighter by the second, with the wet warmth of her lips creating a seal on his tool that felt sent almost too much pleasure racing through his body. Mitch was in heaven, and the woman was an angel.

Suddenly a phone, the woman’s phone, which had fallen out of a pocket of her cloak when she took it off, began to ring. It gave off enough light for Mitch to see what was going on in the closet, and for him to see the woman that was giving him head. He was shocked and horrified when he realized who it was.

“…Mom?” he whispered almost in disbelief. The woman kept sucking for a moment, and time almost moved in slow motion as Mitch felt the strange, dirty, taboo eroticism of the situation pushing him over the edge. Angie pulled her mouth off his cock and looked at him dumbfounded as he began to shoot out his white hot load, spraying her cheeks and mouth with his seed.

“This…this isn’t possible,” she said. “Mitch…how can you be here?”

There was a sound of footsteps coming towards them from the other side of the hall. Mitch realized that their ten minutes were up, and so did his mom. She rushed to throw her costume back on and give him his hat before the door was opened.

“Head straight home, young man!” she whispered to him angrily. “We…we’ll talk about this later tonight.”

“Alright, time is up!” shouted the DJ as the door was thrown open. It seemed almost blindingly bright outside, and it only made the situation more embarrassing to Mitch, even though he knew that nobody saw it the same way he did. Angie slipped out of the closet and made a beeline for the upstairs bathroom.

“Whoa, she seemed a little shaken up,” said the DJ. “Maybe you should practice your approach, Zorro!”

Mitch forced himself to smile. He was ashamed, and disgusted with himself. Just as his mom had told him, he headed out of the party and started walking home, not even bothering to say goodbye to Benny.


CHAPTER 4

Mitch was asleep when his mother got home. He roused slightly in his bed when he heard the door to his room open. It was dark, with only a sliver of light from the hallway shining against his wall.

“Mitch, honey,” whispered his mom. “We need to talk.”

He groaned, and sat up in his bed. It took him a moment to remember what had happened at the costume party, but once he did he felt his mind going through the full gamut of emotions that he had experienced earlier.

“Mom…” he said. “I am so sorry, I never meant for that to happen.”

“It’s okay sweetie, I know you didn’t.” Mitch’s eyes were adjusting to the darkness, and he could see that she had switched back into her original cat costume. “At least part of it was my fault. Me and Linda decided to swap costumes for fun midway through the party.”

She reached over and rubbed Mitch’s thigh. He could tell that she was trying to reassure him, but in reality it had the effect of reigniting the fire dwelling within his loins. His was aroused again, and it seemed like it was coming on in a wave stronger than it had been at any time before that night.

“What are we going to do about…what happened?” he asked her, breaking the silence.

“Nothing, honey,” she replied. “Everyone was in costume, just like us. Husbands fooled around with women other than their wives, and wives fooled around with men who weren’t their husbands. It doesn’t matter when everyone is in costume, it’s just for fun.”

“Mom…” he whispered. Angie’s hand had drifted, and kept drifting, causing his cock to stiffen as she rested her palm on top of it.

“I’m still in costume, sweetie,” she said. “We have to finish what we started.”

Mitch’s mother reached under the sheet and wrapped her hand around her son’s member. As always, Mitch had been sleeping naked, and the pleasure of having his mom stroking his dick was almost too much for him.

“Oh god,” he moaned. “This…is this really happening?”

“It’s just pretend, sweetie,” she said. “I’m a sexy kitty cat, and you’re Zorro. Let’s just have fun with each other.”

She pulled off her mask, and then her shirt. It was dark, but Mitch could just barely make out the outline of his mom’s tits, and began to grope at them as she lied down next to him in bed. He reached down and pulled off her booty shorts, which turned out to be tight enough on her to make it a rather harder task than he expected.

“We have to be quick,” whispered his mom. “Your father will be back sometime tonight…”

“Mom,” he said. “Are you…are you going to-“

Angie cut him off by swinging her leg over and straddling him in the bed. She was completely naked except for a pair of high cut black socks, and it was the most erotic thing Mitch had ever seen. Slowly and surely, she positioned herself over Mitch’s hard, upright cock, and let the head of it tease at her entrance.

“Ohh…yeah,” she moaned. “Fuck, sweetie, why does your cock feel so good?”

She dropped down a little, and Mitch felt his cock push the tiniest bit into her. He was fucking his mom, he realized. Or rather, they were fucking each other. He reached up with his hands and grabbed her by the waist, slowly urging her to drop further down.

Angie was moaning and biting her lip. She ran her hand across his chest, and let it rest against his face.

“Mitch, I’m sorry,” she said. “This…is going to change everything, but I…I feel like I have to do it now.”

“I know mom, it’s okay,” Mitch said. He could feel her cunt, so warm and wet, wrapping around his cock and accepting him as she dropped even lower. “You’re a good mother. You’re gorgeous, you’re so fucking hot.”

He couldn’t think straight. He wanted to fuck her so badly, his own mom. He needed to fuck her, and nothing was going to stop him.

“Do you like the way mommy feels?” whispered Angie. “I’m going to let you have all of mommy tonight, let you have the one thing that she knows you secretly want most…”

“Ah, mom!” Mitch cried out.

Angie began moving rhythmically, grinding and bouncing her pussy up and down on her son’s cock. Mitch let her lead for a minute, but felt his own lust building up inside and taking control. He grabbed her by the waist and began slamming her down onto his cock, bucking his hips up with every stroke.

“Oh yeah honey,” cried Angie. “Fuck mommy, fuck mommy hard!”

“Mom, oh god!”

His hands were on her nipples, pinching and teasing them. Angie leaned forward, and Mitch took the opportunity to bring his mouth to one of her nipples, licking it and sucking as though he were a child.

Mitch pumped his cock into her petite frame faster and faster, feeling something ancient and primal taking over his body. He felt guilty, and ashamed, but even more than that, he felt greedy. He wanted as much of his mom’s cunt as a man could have, and in that moment, he was getting it.

Angie began to tense up, letting out a small, stifled cry, and then collapsing onto her son, exhausted. Mitch kept pumping, shifting his hands down to her buttocks and pushing her pussy down as he lifted himself up. He could feel his mother’s hot breath on his neck.

“I love you, sweetie,” Angie whispered. She used the same voice that he heard every night when she would say good night to him, and in that context, it was too much. Mitch began to spray his cum deep inside his mom, his hips continuing to pump as though he needed to deposit every drop of his seed deep inside her.

The two of them were silent for a moment, Angie still collapsed on top of him. After what seemed like a very long time, she stood up, and began putting her costume back on.

“Mom, I-“

“Don’t talk,” she said, cutting him off. “We can’t ever talk about this, sweetie.”

Mitch felt deflated, but as his mother was leaving the room, she turned back to him and said one last thing.

“The Henderson’s throw that party every year, you know. Maybe we can go again next December…”
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CHAPTER 1


“
Oh my god, that’s her! Isn’t it?”

The last bell had rung about a half hour ago, and Tim and Marco were both huddled around a screen in the computer lab. Like always, the computer lab teacher wasn’t around, and in this case, that was an incredibly good thing. The two 18 year old seniors had just found the fabled nude photos of Ms. Beth Ashby, their second period English teacher who was rumored to have a past in softcore modeling.


“
That is definitely her,” said Marco. “Wow, these are even sexier than I imagined they would be!”

Tim couldn’t help but agree. Ms. Ashby was a beautiful woman, with large breasts, a sexy ass, and beautiful long blond hair. She typically had it tied back in a pony tail that complimented the prescription glasses she wore, but in the photos they were looking at, her hair had been let down freely.


“
Shit, the computer lab teacher is going to be back soon,” Tim said, looking at his watch. “Can you go distract her while I email a link of this to both of our accounts?”


“
Sure man,” said Marco. He stood up and walked out of the computer lab with a wild grin on his face.

It was had just been an excuse to get him out of the room. This was the ultimate find, and Tim felt himself being pulled in by the allure of the photos. He watched Marco leave, and after checking to make sure he was still the only one in the computer lab and there wasn’t too much through traffic, he pulled his hard cock out of his pants and aimed it at the screen.

Ms. Ashby had always been pretty fond of Tim and his studious approach to her class, and likewise, Tim had found her to be an excellent teacher. But the rumors were true, Tim had found the proof, and he couldn’t stop himself from reaping the reward.

Tim rubbed his rock hard cock gingerly as he clicked through the photos. The shoot had utilized a variety of outfits, and Ms. Ashby seemed to dutifully play every role from a nurse, to a cop, and quite amusingly, a teacher holding a ruler. Tim finally reached the nudes, and burned the image of her soft, pink nipples and huge breasts into his mind.

He pumped his cock harder as he flipped to the next photo. Ms. Ashby was lying on a desk, completely naked, hand buried in her cunt. Tim’s pace increased and he felt himself starting to approach the point of no return when he heard a sound behind him.


“
Tim, what the fuck are you doing?” He recognized it as the high pitched voice of his girlfriend, Lisa.

He turned towards her and forced a smile, realizing that there was no obscuring the scene.


“
Well, uh, as you can see, uh, I found some really interesting pictures,” he said. He felt guilty, as though he’d been caught pinching a cookie after dinner.


“
You are such a dumbass,” Lisa said angrily as she rolled her eyes. “Wait a second…is that Ms. Ashby?”


“
No, of course not,” Tim began holstering his tool as he quickly attempted to minimize the browser on the screen. He realized that the photos would get out eventually, but found himself expecting that this story would end up as part of the lore surrounding it, much to his supreme displeasure.

“Besides, why the hell do you care what I look at online?” he asked her.


“
Tim, you know what, this is ridiculous,” said Lisa. Tim was familiar with her tone, and knew what was coming. “We’re done, I don’t need a boyfriend who has this much trouble keeping his dick in his pants.”

She stormed out of the computer lab haughtily. Tim turned back to the computer screen, and after erasing his tracks and emailing himself a link to the website with the photos, he stepped away from the computer. Lisa had always been a bit of a drama queen, and this was the third time in the last seven months that she had “broken up” with him. He picked up his bag and walked out into the hallway.




CHAPTER 2

The school was much calmer after hours. Tim looked up at one of the clocks on the wall and saw that it was already past four. He had told his step mom Angela that he would be back after work at around seven. She had only been married to his dad for about a year now, and the two seemed to argue over everything, breaking up and making up on a regular basis. Well, that’s at least one thing that seems to run in the family, thought Tim.

As he walked through the front entrance to the school and out into the yard, Marco came running up to him.


“
Sorry man, I forgot to email the link to you,” said Tim, who was in actuality not the least bit sorry. “I will tonight, though.”


“
You need to get out of here,” Marco said to him, with a look of frightened concern in his eyes. “Carter is pissed. Whatever you said about him in math class has got him up in arms. He’s on the way here with at least a couple of other guys from the football team.”

Tim smiled jovially at Marco. “Can I assume you’ve got my back on this one, old buddy?”


“
Let’s not make an ass out of you and me.” Marco replied. “If you just apologize, they’ll go easy on you.”

Tim saw Marco’s eyes spot something over his shoulder and turned to investigate. Carter, the nineteen year old, six foot five captain of the football team, was swiftly walking towards him, with five other bulky meatheads in tow.


“
Anyway man, I’ve got to run,” said Marco, patting him on the back. “Send me those photos if you survive this.”

He jogged off towards the parking lot, leaving Tim alone and in the path of Carter and his gang.


“
Carter, man is it good to see you,” he said, each word dripping with sarcasm. “You’ve been well, I trust?”


“
Shut the fuck up, Tim,” Carter barked in response. “You know what this is about!”


“
Are you guys drafting me onto the football team?” Tim found himself surrounded as the five other guys with Carter encircled him. “Because if that’s the case, I’m going to have to politely decline. Soccer had always been more my speed.”


“
Always with the jokes,” said Carter, who was cracking his knuckles in a manner that Tim found to be almost comically clichéd. “Let’s see if you find this funny!”

Carter slammed his fist into Tim’s stomach, instantly knocking the wind out of him. Tim was not a fighter, but he was proud, and kept his eyes locked on Carter even as he dropped down onto one knee. He coughed, and then smiled up at him.


“
You know, my sense of humor has always been really dark, so yeah I definitely can see the humor in-“

Stars seemed to explode inside his head as he felt Carter’s next blow make contact with his face. Tim was thrown to the ground, and rolled himself back up into a standing position only to be pushed by one of the other guys back into the arms of Carter, who pulled him into a headlock. He could see the school’s entrance out of the corner of his eye, and watched as a busty girl in a short skirt made her way out through the entrance and over towards the spectacle.


“
Hey baby,” he heard the girl say, recognizing her voice as that of Tara, Carter’s girlfriend. “Who is it this time?”

Carter seemed to hesitate for a moment, loosening his grip on Tim slightly.


“
Just an asshole who talks way too much shit,” he said. “I’ll be done with him soon enough.”


“
I think a more proper introduction than that is necessary,” said Tim in a strained voice. He looked up at Tara, who had a body to die for and a perplexed look on her face as she watched Tim smile at her. “My name is Tim!”

He spat blood out after the last syllable, right on the football jersey of one of Carter’s lackeys. The group quickly threw him back down to the ground and began the almost ritual process of stomping and kicking his body.


“
Well, Tim,” Tara said mockingly. “I think you should be more careful who you get on the bad side of in the future.”


“
Nice to meet you, too,” Tim managed to mutter out in a weak voice.

After several more minutes of abuse, the gang left him on the ground. Tim brought himself up into a seated position, feeling pain race through ten different areas of his body. His face was a mess, and he could feel blood streaming down out of his lip and nose. He pulled himself over to the backpack he’d lost at the start of the scuffle, and gingerly stepped back up to his feet.


“
It could be worse,” he said to himself out loud. “At least they didn’t manage to land any kicks on my big, swinging, cowboy balls.”




CHAPTER 3

Checking the time on his phone, he realized that he was late for work. Like, extremely late for work, and totally unfit to be delivering pizzas in his current injured state. He hopped on his bike and started down the road in the direction of the pizzeria anyway, feeling as though at the very least he could win a willpower victory through sticking it out for the rest of the day. It was about 10 minutes away by bus, but he’d missed the last one, and was forced to bike.

It ended up being a much longer trip, and though it hurt his body all over to pedal and turn the handlebars, the wind felt surprisingly nice on his face. He parked his bike outside the restaurant at 6:45, almost two hours late for his two hour shift. His boss, Tony, was working the counter when he made his way inside.

“Get out of here, Tim, you’re through,” he said as Tim walked over.


“
I know, it looks bad, but you should see the other guy,” said Tim. “No really, you should, he looks like some type of sasquatch.”


“
I’m serious Tim, you’re fired,” said Tony, in a slightly regretful voice. “Do not pass go, do not collect $200, and so forth.”

Tim stared at his boss for a second, and then smiled.


“
What if I have a get out of jail free card?”

Tony frowned at him.


“
Or roll doubles?”

Tony pointed towards the door, and Tim slowly turned and walked through it, head hung low.

He took a long detour on the bike ride back to his home, feeling the fatigue accumulated from all of the hassles of the day weigh down on his body. Nothing had gone right today, he thought to himself. It was funny to him in a way, and he began to formulate a punchline, but stopped himself midway, feeling incredibly lonely at the fact that nobody was around to hear his joke. His phone rang, and he stopped his bike in order to get it safely out of his pocket. He’d been expecting it to be Lisa, calling to apologize for overreacting, or possibly Marco getting on him about the pictures, but it was his step mom, Angela.


“
What?” he answered in a slightly more impatient tone than he had anticipated.


“
You’re late, you said you’d be home by 7:15,” she said to him.

He looked at his phone and was surprised to see that it was already half past.


“
Look, quit nagging me, I’ll be back when I’m back,” he said into the phone angrily.


“
I told you to pick up red pepper for dinner on the way back, do you like making me wait?”

Tim hung up the phone. He was much more irritated than he had realized, and felt slightly bad for taking it out on her. He started pedaling faster, and then was forced to stop when he felt the injuries from the fight ache throughout his body. He looked around, deciding that he might as well get the red pepper and make his way home, and saw that he was in a part of town that he wasn’t all that familiar with.

There was what looked to be a tiny neighborhood grocer up ahead, and the lights were still on. Tim had never seen the store before, but figured that if they sold food they probably sold spices, including red pepper, and parked his bike next to the entrance.

He walked over to the front door, pulled it open, and stepped inside. The store was dimly lit, and strange incense like scent seemed to hang on the air. Tim looked over some of the aisles as he made his way towards what looked like the spice section, and noticed a range of occult seeming objects. Crystal balls, tarot cards, voodoo doll construction kits, the vast majority of the stuff seemed to be oriented towards the type that lived and breathed paranormal.

The shelf that he figured the red pepper would be on was populated by numerous shakers and jars of stuff he hadn’t known actually existed. He glanced across rows of newt’s essence, ground tiger claw, and unicorn powder. Tim fought back a laugh and felt like he had hit the comedy jackpot. He was already making mental plans to come back with Marco the next day when he heard the sound of someone coughing. He turned, and saw a short, incredibly old man, dressed in a grey robe, and holding a pipe in one hand.


“
Is there something in particular you are looking for?” the old man asked him in a slow and deliberately quiet voice.


“
Uhm, yes,” Tim said. He hadn’t seen anybody behind the counter when he came in and was caught slightly off guard. “I actually don’t need anything special, just some plain old red pepper, if you have it for sale here.”

The old man pulled his hand out of the depths of his robe. It was closed tight around something, and as he slowly opened his fist, Tim saw that it was a small shaker of red pepper.


“
Nice trick,” he said to the man. “That’s all I need for today, how much will it be?”

The old man brought the red pepper to the counter and quickly exchanged it with Tim for several dollars. He then turned to leave, but the old man shook his head and pulled a small, ornate, unlabeled bottle containing a reddish colored fluid out from under the counter, placing it in front of him.


“
Take this too,” the old man said. “I charge you nothing, for now. Take this and only drink it if you want everything in your life to change.”

Tim looked at the old man, and then looked down at the bottle.


“
Look, I appreciate the thought, but my step mom would incinerate if I came home high on some strange drug,” he said with a smile. “Thanks, but no thanks.”


“
This bottle contains the essence of desire,” said the man. “You are wise to not take it lightly.”

Intrigued, Tim picked up the bottle. He held it up to the light to get a good look at it. The liquid inside was red, but still somewhat clear. It seemed to gleam with an almost unreal sparkle, as though some type of gemstone had been crushed up and mixed in.


“
What exactly do you mean by that?” Tim asked. He turned his gaze back to the old man, or rather, where the old man had been. The store was empty of anyone other than him. He looked around for a minute more and then felt a strange chill go down the hairs on his back. He grabbed both bottles off the counter, headed outside, and started back towards his house on his bike.

The bottle of red liquid seemed to weigh heavy in his pocket on the bike ride home. It was so weird, between the strange contents of the store, the odd seeming old man, and the off putting encounter at the end. Tim did his best to clear his head and get the creepy thoughts out of his mind. He tried to think of any joke that had a punchline involving snake oil and fakery, but his mind drew up blank.




CHAPTER 4

Tim arrived back at his house a little after nine. He knew his step mom was going to be furious, but he at least had an excuse this time, and the red pepper was in hand. He felt the bruises from the fight weighing down on him as he got off his bike and walked up the steps. Only Angela’s car was parked outside. Tim’s dad usually worked out of another city during the week, and could only make it home on the weekends.

He tried to be as quiet as he could on his way inside. Sure enough, Angela had been dozing on the couch. The sound of the door closing was enough to wake her up, however. Her eyes seemed to light up with disappointment and concern at the sight of Tim and his swollen face trying to sneakily take his shoes off.


“
Honey, what in the world took you so long?” Angela asked him. “And what in the world happened to you?”


“
It’s nothing, mom,” he said. “I ran into a dump truck and then fell down a flight of stairs.”

Tim pulled out the red pepper and held it in front of her.


“
At the very least, I made sure to bring this back!”

Angela was not pleased. She stood up, and Tim instantly saw that she was wearing nothing more than her panties and a thin t-shirt, which seemed to showcase her large breasts and perfect butt a little bit too well.


“
Tim, what the hell is wrong with you?” she shouted at him. “Your father is going to hear about this, and consider yourself grounded until further notice.”

He opened his mouth to object, but it was pretty clear that nothing would dissuade Angela from getting her way, even if it was the truth. He took one last look at her body, which for some reason, seemed reminiscent of the photos of Ms. Ashby from earlier, and then turned and walked up to his bedroom.


“
I’m putting your plate in the fridge, it’s what you’re having breakfast tomorrow morning,” she called up after him.

Tim made his way upstairs and shut himself inside his room. At every step, his day had been a challenge. His hope and optimism were limited resources, and he found himself trying to be thankful that things couldn’t get any worse.

As he took his shirt off and prepared for bed, he again felt the small bottle of red liquid sitting in his pocket. He pulled it out, and after taking a moment to consider the words of the old man that had gifted it to him, popped the cork off the top. He brought his nose up to the brim. It smelled sweet, almost like a strong scented cider.

After considering it for a moment, he decided he would take a small sip. After all, what was the worst that could happen? The old man said that the concoction would change things in his life, but who was to say it wouldn’t be a positive change? And that was operating on the assumption that it even did anything at all. More than likely it was just a dud, some fake potion that the old man would usually sell off to gullible tourists. Regardless of anything, Tim felt like it would be a rather appropriate way to end such a shitty day. It felt like rolling the dice on fate, and that was exactly what Tim was in the mood to do.

He brought the bottle to his mouth and a poured drop of the fluid onto his tongue. It tasted amazing, a mixture of sweet citrus along with a tangy tropical flavor. He took a larger sip, drinking about half the bottle.  The flavor seemed to spread through his body. A strange tingling sensation bubbled in his fingers and toes, and then he felt something between his legs. His dick began to harden, slowly at first, and then rapidly, until he was sporting an erection that seemed larger and harder than any he had ever experienced before.


“
Whoa,” he said to himself out loud. “Maybe it was just Viagra in a bottle.”

Tim considered throwing on some porn, and then remembered the photos of Ms. Ashby from earlier that day. As he went to pull out his lap top, he became unexpectedly and overwhelmingly tired. He only managed to get his body into bed just in time, as sleep swept over him like a crashing wave.

When Tim awoke, he was greeted by the same throbbing, hard ache of his rod between his legs that he had experienced the night before. His body felt lighter, and it almost seemed like his eyes could focus easier and more clearly. He pulled himself up into a sitting position on his bed, and felt like his muscles where a little larger than he remembered. Must just be another growth spurt, he thought to himself.


“
Tim? Are you up yet?” Angela was knocking on the door and calling to him.


“
Yeah mom, hold on a second.” Tim rushed around the room frantically, looking for some clothes to throw on.

The door opened as though Angela had totally ignored him. Tim scooped up a pillow off his bed and did the best he could to hide his massive erection.


“
Mom! Can you give me a minute, jesus!” He yelled at her as she walked into his room.

Angela had a strange look in her eyes. She was looking at him in a way that Tim had never seen her look at anything before. Her mouth was drawn up into a small and flirtatious smile, and she licked her lips and moaned slightly as she approached him.


“
It’s fine honey, this can’t wait.” Angel walked over and stood close to him, a little too close. “I need to talk to you about something that I know has been hard for you to deal with.”

She ran her hand through Tim’s hair. It wasn’t the act of it that seemed unusual to him, but rather, the way in which she did it. Her face was close to his, and she was staring deeply into his eyes. Tim was still holding the pillow against his crotch and could feel his cock throbbing against it.


“
Mom, what are you doing?” He asked her. The entire situation was bizarre to him, and he found himself wondering if he was still dreaming.


“
I saw you when you were sleeping,” she said to him, stepping even closer and bringing her body up against his. “I couldn’t help but watch, I feel like we’re being drawn together, Tim.”

Angela grabbed the pillow and pulled it away from him. He struggled, but was too shocked and surprised by the ongoing series of events to expect it or resist.


“
I saw something poking up from your sheet,” she said to him as her hand ran down Tim’s stomach. “I just want to help you with it, you must be so uncomfortable.”

Tim felt his mom’s hand come to rest on his hard dick and almost recoiled from shock. He stepped backwards blindly, forgetting that his bed was behind him, and fell onto it. His cock bounced up and down as he landed as though it were mirroring his surprise.


“
W-what, what the hell are you doing?” he asked breathlessly.

Angela leaned onto the bed and began to pull herself over to him on all fours. Tim did his best to slide to the very edge of the bed. The look in her eyes just didn’t make sense to him. It was the look of intense desire and arousal, and the juxtaposition of seeing that on the face of his step mom was too much for him to comprehend.


“
Just lie back and let me take care of you,” Angela said to him, “I would do anything for you Tim, and right now what you need is a proper release.”

Angela grabbed onto his cock again. The action sent waves of intense pleasure shooting through his body. He leaned his head back and groaned, and then felt something warm and wet engulf the head of his cock. He looked back and was greeted by the sight of his step mom sucking on his member, hungrily.


“
Oh man, oh man…that feels so good,” Tim said, momentarily loosing himself in the sensation. “You can’t though, mom, oh god, oh man.”

He put his hand on her head, initially intending to pull her head back and put a stop to what has happening. Instead, he found himself urging her on, pulling her head down further onto his cock. He couldn’t believe what was happening. How could Angela be sucking his cock? It made no sense to him, and everything she had said leading up to it just made it more confusing. Tim was bouncing her head up and down vigorously now, and could feel Angela’s soft tongue rubbing against the base of his cock, pushing him nearer to the edge.

All of the sudden, Tim’s phone rang. He had dropped it on his night stand the previous night, and only had to turn his head slightly to see the screen, and the identity of the caller. It was his dad, and in an instant, reality seemed to come crashing down.


“
No, no, we can’t!” Tim said it and completely meant it this time, and rolled off the bed, dislodging Angela from her position.


“
Tim, it’s okay, I won’t tell him,” she said to him, “This will be our little secret, please! I just need you and your cock so badly!”


“
You need to get some more sleep, and besides, they make toys for that type of thing!” Tim was back in a clear state of mind, sarcasm included, and managed to grab an armful of clothes out of his dresser as he ran out of his room. He fumbled with his boxers as he made his way downstairs, and then quickly threw on his shirt and shorts.


“
Tim, wait! Just wait!” Angela called to him. He could hear her footsteps heading down the hallway, and he quickly rushed out of the house and grabbed his bike.




CHAPTER 5

He began his ride to school and did his very best to work out just what had happened in his head. His step mom was either losing her mind, or had accidently ate nothing but chocolate and oysters for breakfast, or possibly but very unlikely had always been in love with him? None of those rationales made any sense, but there were the best that he could come up with for the moment. Or wait…he thought back and remembered the potion from the night before. Was this what the man had meant, he wondered?

That made no sense to him at all, though. He was the one who drank it, not his step mom. Typically love potions were the type of thing that needed to be taken by the one doing the falling in love.

Tim did the best he could to banish all of the thoughts from his mind, including the images and feeling of his step mom from that morning. He figured that he would just forget about it and see how things were that night when he made his way home. It wasn’t really his place to be worrying about his home life, especially given the hornet’s nest he knew must be waiting for him at school. Both the computer lab incident and his battle with Carter would have made their way into the school rumors for the day, and he was sure that both tales would reflect pretty badly on him.

Tim biked through the parking lot of his school and made his way over to the bike rack. Tara was standing next to it. It wasn’t much of an issue for him, as he had never had a problem with her without Carter in tow, but he parked his bike slightly more cautiously than usual. She looked over at him and smiled.


“
Hi Tiiiim,” she said as he locked up his bike, drawing out his name.


“
Hey Tara, no violent apes following behind you I assume?” he said to her with dry glib.

She walked towards him, and for a second he thought that she might have some kind of weapon, and backed up cautiously. Both her arms were outstretched, and Tim watched dumbfounded as she placed them on his shoulders and brought herself up against him.


“
You look soooo hot today, Tim,” she said. “We should hang out tonight. Or even better, let’s skip class and hang out now!”

Tim opened his mouth to respond and was surprised by Tara bringing her face to his and kissing him deeply. He felt her tongue flick across his, and let his arms wrap around her to meet her embrace. Seconds passed as they made out, and then Tim pushed her away, realizing just how weird the situation was.


“
What, what is going on today?” he asked out loud. He started walking away from Tara. She followed him as if his clear rejection of her advances had not even happened.


“
Come on Tim, I need you. Please, just come and be with me for a minute, just for a minute!”

He started walking even faster towards the entrance of the school. Tara followed at a quick pace right behind him. As he made his way inside, he ducked around the first corner her found and hurried in the opposite direction of his locker. The eyes of girls milling about the hallway tracked him in an unusual way as he went, and he felt as though a spot light was being cast down on him from the heavens.


“
This is so weird, this is so weird…” he said quietly under his breath. Hurrying through the halls, he turned into a stair case and almost ran directly into a girl he recognized.


“
Oh, hi Tim,” she said to him. Tim recognized her as Nikki Peterson, a girl who had been a crush of his consistently for the past several years. She was wearing a low cut shirt that made her huge breasts seem to pop with exciting cleavage. “How are you? It’s been so long since we’ve really talked!”

She stepped right up to him in the stair well, and Tim felt her press her hand against his chest. Tim was still excited from the incident outside with Tara, and his dick immediately sprang to attention.


“
I’m good, Nikki. How are you?” he said. As he met her gaze, he felt an exciting chill run through his body.


“
I’m awesome,” Nikki said, smiling and staring at him. “And from the looks of things, so are you!”

She traced her hand down Tim’s chest, all the way to his stomach. It finally settled on his hard cock. Tim forced himself to breathe as he felt her begin to massage it. The hallway was crowded, and several other people were eyeing them as they made their way by. Tim had to fight off his initial instinct to pull her off into a classroom and have his way with her.


“
As much as would love to have fun with you Nikki, I feel like you aren’t in your right state of mind now,” Tim said to her, “Though I’m probably going to kick myself for being such a gentleman once this all blows over.”

Tim turned to leave, and almost ran directly into a wall of girls. The stairwell that they were in had filled with people, and there was no way out. He looked around, and noticed that outside of him, there wasn’t a single other guy in the group.


“
Hey uh, can we work something out,” He joked as he circled around, seeing no gaps to escape through. “I have a bunch of unsigned hall passes that I would be willing to trade for safe harbor!”

Several girls grabbed his arms roughly from the back. He was trapped, and had trouble deciding whether or not he should be upset about that. As he looked into the crowd of girls, he saw Tara push her way forward from the back of the pack.


“
Looks like you can’t run away now, Tim,” she said with a devilish smile on her face. “How about we finish what we started earlier?”

Nikki was still nearby, and she slid over to him as Tara began to run her hands across his chest.


“
Hey, no fair! I saw him first!” Nikki said, pawing on him and trying to push Tara out of the way with her hips.


“
He’s a big boy, Nikki,” Tara said, licking her lips. “Why don’t we share him for now?”


“
Okay, fine,” said Nikki, her big and soft lips turning into an exaggerated pout. “Let’s help him get into this. It has to be fun for him too!”

Tara and Nikki began to run their hands all over his body. Tim struggled at first, but quickly realized that even if he escaped from the girls holding his arms and legs directly, he would still have to deal with the huge crowd surrounding him. Her surrendered to his fate, and looked down to see Tara and Nikki unzipping and pulling down his pants.


“
Whoa, don’t you think we’re moving a little fast?” Tim asked, half-jokingly.

Tara had pulled his cock out through his boxers. It had been hard throughout most of the day, and now was no exception. He felt a shiver of pleasure shoot through his body was she started stroking it. Looking around, he could see the eyes of at least a dozen girls all locked onto it. He recognized some of them as his classmates, others as members of sports teams, and some, just girls he had seen walking through the hall.


“
Alright, push over. It’s my turn!” said Nikki, in the voice of a jealous school girl. She grabbed Tim’s cock with her soft hand and pulled it towards her, licking up the side of his shaft as she did.


“
Oh man,” said Tim. “Okay, maybe there have been worse kidnappings than this…”

Nikki and Tara both proceeded to lick at his cock, each one trying to wrap their tongues around more of it. Tim stared down at him and they both locked their eyes on his, looking at him adoringly. The other girls were still watching with the same intent focus, and the hands of the ones that were holding him began massaging his chest and abs.


“
How the hell is this happening to me?” Tim asked out loud, to no one in particular.

Tara and Nikki began kissing each other with Tim’s dick right in between their lips. It was almost too much for him. He could feel their soft mouths and tongues massaging against his cock, wet and warm. Tara shifted, and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. She began sucking it enthusiastically, and Nikki resigned herself to licking the base of his shaft and balls.

Tim was lost in the moment. He knew if this continued, he was going to blow his load, whether he wanted to or not. He pulled his eyes from Nikki and Tara working his cock and looked up into the crowd, and was shocked to see Carter on the edge of it. His face was red with anger, and he was trying to push his way towards Tim, but was held back easily by the other girls. Tim made eye contact with him and winked.


“
Hey Carter, watch this!” He said, right as Tara was pulling her lips all the way back to the head of his cock. Tim leaned his hips back, popping his cock just barely out of her mouth right at the same time that it began to explode with cum. The first stream hit Tara smack dab in the face, and she resumed sucking as Tim’s seed continued to be pumped out. Nikki was pushing her cheeks against his cock and nuzzling it lovingly. Tim could hear Carter screaming death threats at him, but had trouble focusing on anything other than the waves of pleasure from his orgasm.


“
This ends now, everyone get back to your classrooms!” An authoritative female voice yelled through the chaos, and Tim was surprised to see the crowd start to disperse. He saw Carter staring intensely at him, before turning and stomping off down the hall, punching lockers as he went. Tim felt the girls holding his arms release their grip, and he clumsily and somewhat shamefully pulled up his pants.




CHAPTER 6


“
Are you okay, Tim?” He turned and saw the face of his savior, recognizing her as his English teacher, Ms. Ashby.


“
Yeah, I’m fine,” he said, remembering the photos and the incident in the computer lab from the day before. “Uh, thanks Ms. Ashby…”


“
Don’t thank me yet, this isn’t over,” she said to him, the stern and authoritative tone returning to her voice. “You are coming to my office and you are going to explain to me just what was going on here. This is serious, Tim, we’ve expelled students for far less than what just happened.”

Tim sighed, and gave Ms. Ashby a tired and exasperated look. How the hell could he explain any of this, he wondered.


“
I’ll do what I can, Ms. Ashby. Just be forewarned, it’s a little trippy, and not the good kind of trippy either. Well, maybe a little bit of the good kind.”

Tim followed Ms. Ashby down the hall. She was a few paces in front of him, and he couldn’t help but notice the distinctive wiggle of her butt as she walked. The dress she was wearing was professional, but it clung tightly to her frame and left very little to the imagination. Given the photos that Tim had seen the day before, imagining was already rather unnecessary.

She turned back to face him as they reached the door to her classroom. Tim noticed that the blouse she was wearing was low cut, and he could see just the edge of the red lace bra that was holding her large and shapely breasts in place.


“
I don’t have a class right now, so we’ll be able to talk in private,” she said, gesturing for him to step through the doorway. “I want to hear the full unedited story. Leave nothing out.”

Tim swallowed hard, and walked into her classroom. The full story was convoluted and confusing, and he didn’t believe it himself. He took a seat in a chair that was near the teacher’s desk and thought about what he was going to say. Ms. Ashby closed the door to her classroom, and Tim almost did a double take when he saw her lock it afterwards, inconspicuously. She walked over to her desk and sat down on top of it facing Tim, legs crossed and chest angled forward as though she was dangling it in front of him.


“
Alright Tim, like I said before, I need to know what happened,” she said, in a very engaging tone. “What were those girls doing to you, how did it start?”


“
I think it was just some sort of prank, really,” said Tim. He had decided that telling her the truth would only land him in a psych ward. “You know how it is, girls can be so cruel.”


“
Your pants were down when I arrived, just how did that happen?” asked Ms. Ashby. Tim noticed that she licked her pouty and full lips after the last word, making her lipstick glean and reflect the light of the room.


“
Well one of them was uh, teasing me, I guess?” he said. He wasn’t even convinced by his own excuse.


“
I need more than that Tim, tell me what she was doing.”


“
Alright Ms. Ashby. If you really want to know, she was sucking my uh, well, you know…” he trailed off, unable to come out and say the word in front of his typically stern and proper teacher.


“
Your cock?” Ms. Ashby said, smiling suggestively. “The girl was sucking you cock, Tim?”


“
Yeah. Actually, both of them were.” Tim looked directly into Ms. Ashby’s eyes. He could hear it in her voice, and was surprised that it had taken him this long to realize that she was just as affected by him as all of the other girls.


“
They both were sucking your cock, Tim?” Ms. Ashby seemed to falter slightly, as though she didn’t know what direction to go in next. “Well…did it feel good?”


“
It felt amazing, Ms. Ashby,” he said, standing up from his chair and stepping closer to her on the desk. “It felt so good that I came, and blew my load on one of their faces.”

Ms. Ashby looked at Tim. Her eyes were filled with desire, but her cheeks blushed red, and her body seemed tense. She was more conflicted than the rest of them, Tim realized.


“
Well Tim, that’s, that’s not okay,” she said. Tim was drawing closer to her, and the space left between them seemed to pulse with erotic magnetism. “You can’t just have your cock out in school, it’s not okay. And you can’t have girls sucking it, sucking your hard cock.”


“
I can’t, Ms. Ashby?” Tim was right in front of her now and he leaned his face in close enough to feel her breath on his face. “Maybe I should have a woman suck it instead!”

He leaned in and kissed her deeply. Tim felt her tongue tease at his, and responded in kind. One of his arms wrapped her into an embrace, and his other hand roamed up to her breasts, feeling the fabric of her blouse and bra and the soft flesh of her tit.


“
Tim, I, I can’t believe this,” Ms. Ashby leaned back onto the desk, sliding papers and books off as she made room for her body. “You should, I think you should…go”

Ms. Ashby seemed to sending conflicting signals. Her words were clear enough to Tim, but her legs were spread wide, and she pulled him on top of her as she dropped her back onto the desk. Tim began feeling up her breasts and body eagerly, and rubbed his crotch against hers.


“
Do you want me to go, Ms. Ashby, or do you want me to fuck you like the porn starlet you are?” he asked, pulling down her panties underneath the skirt as he did. “I know all about your past.”

Ms. Ashby bit her lip and began to undo Tim’s belt.


“
Do it,” she whispered into his ear as her legs wrapped around him.

Tim’s rock hard cock seemed to spring out of his boxers and instantly to attention. Just as he had noticed earlier that morning, it still seemed unusually large. He guided it towards the entrance to her cunt and found that it was already wet and inviting.


“
Oh Tim!” Ms. Ashby yelled as he plunged his tool deep inside her. She was tight, and Tim found himself being overcome by a fog of sexual desire. This woman was the masturbatory fantasy of the entire male population of the school, and he had her begging for his cock.


“
That’s right, Ms. Ashby,” he said, increasing his pace. He held her shoulders and pulled her into him with each stroke. Her pussy was tight and seemed to cling to Tim’s dick like a fitted glove.


“
I’m going to cum for you, Ms. Ashby,” said Tim. “I have to earn an A in your class somehow!”

He fucked her hard against the desk. The sound of their thighs slapped together echoed throughout the classroom, and Tim was thankful for the door being shut and locked. Ms. Ashby was moaning loudly, and her tits were bouncing in rhythm with every stroke. After a minute, Tim saw her tense up in the familiar manner of an orgasm. He slammed his dick into her pussy a couple more times, and then pulled out and felt his cock explode into an orgasm, spraying white hot cum all over her tits and face.

Both of them took a moment to just breathe, enjoying the orgasmic bliss waving through their bodies. Then Tim came back to reality. He had just fucked his teacher, the one woman who seemed to be able to at least somewhat resist the effects of the curse. He pushed himself off her, pulled up his pants, and headed for the door. He felt strange, as though he was beginning to understand his predicament and the downsides to it more clearly.


“
Wait Tim, please,” Ms. Ashby called after him as he turned to leave. “Don’t tell anyone about what just happened…and we shouldn’t do this again, ever.”


“
Of course,” said Tim, knowing in his head that in reality he could have this woman at any time he wanted in the future, if he was so inclined. “As long as you can find it in your heart to give me an A on the final, this never happened, at least as far as I’m concerned.”

She smiled at him, and then Tim unlocked the door and stepped back out into the hallway, closing it behind him.




CHAPTER 7

First period was long underway, and almost all of the other students were in class. One of the overhead lights was burned out, giving the hallway a desolate vibe. Tim started off towards his locker. He debated whether or not to make his way to his first class this late, suspecting that there was the distinct possibility of it turning into an incident like the one before. He reached his locker and opened it up, pulling out his books for the day and loading them into his bag. Maybe it’s best to just head home and get homework assignments delivered by Marco, he thought.

As he shut the door to his locker and started towards the exit, he noticed a figure standing in the hallway, staring at him.


“
Tim,” he heard the voice call out, recognizing it as Lisa’s. “What the hell, Tim? Are the rumors that have been spreading around true?”

He walked toward her slowly, his head angled down slightly. After everything that had happened, the last thing he expected was to feel guilty about the fallout from his ex-girlfriend hearing about his exploits. Tim managed to bring his gaze up to hers as he drew close.


“
Yeah, it’s true,” he said, forcing the words out of his throat. “But you have to understand, there’s more to it than I can explain!”

Tears formed in the corners of Lisa’s eyes. He had loved her, contrary to the sarcastic tone he often found himself taking when it came to their relationship. He still did love her, to a certain extent. Most likely, if it wasn’t for the strange events of the day, they would have ended up back together. In the back of his mind, he had occasionally pictured them going to prom together, applying to colleges together, and being a functional couple, like they were supposed to be.


“
You can’t explain this away, Tim,” she said, tears flowing freely now. “I feel so stupid. I trusted you, you know…”

Tim felt his heart ache as he heard her words. The entire day had been something out of a strange dream for him, and he was desperately hoping that this is the moment he would be allowed to wake up. The real consequences of his actions, intentional or not, were right there in front of him in the form of this poor, distraught, teenage girl.


“
I’m sorry Lisa,” he said to her, “I’ll find a way to fix this.”


“
You’re such an asshole, Tim,” Lisa stepped forward and collapsed onto his chest. “Go ahead, do whatever you want to me, fuck me like I’m just another one of the sluts you seem so fond of.”

Tim hugged her, kissed her on the forehead, and then pushed her away.


“
I said I was going to fix everything, and I mean it. I’ll be back here for your forgiveness Lisa, once I’ve set things right. And eaten lunch, I’m totally starving.”

Tim turned and walked out of the school without looking back. He could feel Lisa’s gaze on his back, and knew that she was standing in the same spot he had left her, watching him.

The sky was dark and overcast as Tim made his way out to his bike. His mind raced with ideas about how to get his situation back to normal. It all started with the creepy old man in the unusual shop. Tim pulled his bike off the bike rack, but right before he could hop onto it, he noticed a figure coming his way from the corner of his vision. He turned, and saw Marco coming his way, followed by Carter in the distance.


“
Tim man, I tried to explain to him that it wasn’t true,” said Marco. “He thinks he saw his girlfriend, well, uh, sucking your dick.”


“
It’s true Marco. It was me.” Time forced a smile as he spoke the words. “Well, me and her. It takes two to tango, as all the health teachers love to point out.”

He knew that the comedian aspects of his personality found this whole situation to be hilarious, but as the day dragged on, the true nature of this spell he found himself under was beginning to make itself clear. It wasn’t a spell at all, it was a curse.


“
You bastard!” Carter exploded into shouting as he made his way over, and proceeded to grab Tim by the collar. He almost felt like it was happening in slow motion, and noticed that he wasn’t overtaken with the same sarcastic resignation he had found himself feeling the day before. Rather, he felt pity for Carter. It wasn’t his fault, he was just dealing with the wake of Tim’s decisions the best he knew how to.


“
I admit it Carter,” he said to him, looking him right in the eyes. “Do what you have to do. But avoid my face if you can, that’s the real money maker.”

Carter punched him right in the eye. Tim reeled back, and then picked himself up, surprised. The blow had not felt any more intense than the punches he routinely received from his baby cousin. Carter was breathing heavy and showing no sign of having held back out of mercy. Tim walked back over to him, arms at his sides.


“
I will fucking kill you!” Carter yelled, following up with another punch. This time it was to Tim’s abdomen. Though the punch lifted him up off the ground, he felt almost nothing, and landed easily back on his feet. He began to consider taking a dive and letting his arch nemesis get the apparent revenge he so desired, when Carter reached into his pocket and pulled out a small blade.


“
Put that thing away,” Tim said to him. Strangely, he felt calm, almost zen. “It won’t do either of us any good to end up in the hospital.”

Carter seemed to not hear him.


“
I will fucking kill you!” he repeated, and then charged at Tim, the hand with the blade pulled back and ready to strike.

Again, things seemed to Tim almost like they were happening in slow motion. Carter’s hand with the knife carved towards him through the air. He saw it as though broken down into a thousand tiny movements. Tim stepped to the side easily, grabbed Carter’s arm, and then twisted. The captain of the football team went flying through the air, and landed in a crumple on the ground. Tim turned back to him in time to see him roll over, and his eyes were immediately drawn to a patch of blood on his shoulder.


“
Oh god, oh god!” he cried. The blade had gone in about an inch, and seemed to hang from Carter’s upper arm as though it was a dart cast into a dart board.


“
What the hell did you do?” Marco cried.


“
I didn’t mean to, I was just trying to stop him,” Tim said. He took a step towards his friend, and Marco took a step back.


“
He has like eighty pounds on you…” Marco’s voice was mixture of disbelief and fear. “You tossed him like he was a bag of leaf trimmings.”

Tim heard another voice cry out over his shoulder, and he turned back towards the school. Tara and Lisa were headed his way.


“
Oh my god, Marco!” Tara cried as she sprinted over. As she approached the scene, she seemed to shift her path closer to Tim. Her body was oriented towards him even as she kneeled down next to her boyfriend.

“Get away from me, you whore!” Carter shouted. Tim could see tears welling in her eyes. She began to sob uncontrollably, and instead of helping her bleeding boyfriend, she stood up and collapsed her face into Tim’s shoulder. Lisa was only a couple feet back, and seemed to be observing the whole scene as though it was in a foreign language.


“
I don’t know you…” She said, backing away from Tim. “I don’t even know who you are.”

She turned and ran into the school. Marco slowly walked after her. Tim felt his heart pounding painfully inside his chest. He gently shifted Tara off of him, and walked over to his bike. He climbed onto it and started peddling.




CHAPTER 8

His pace was fast and deliberate, and it only took him about 10 minutes to make the trip. When he arrived at the store it looked much like it had the night before, except it was closed. Tim pulled at the locked door handle, cursing his luck. He turned to leave, resigning himself to his fate as he walked back to his bike. Before he could start off, however, the door opened, and he looked back to see the figure of the strange old man standing inside.


“
What is it you want?” the man asked. Tim looked at the man in the light of the day, with his tobacco pipe and trailing robes, and felt relief course through his body.


“
You gave me something last night,” he said. “The red liquid in the bottle, I drank it.”


“
I gave you that? Hmmmm….” The old man appeared to be thinking about something intently.


“
Wait, what is it?” Tim asked, feeling as though his fears were about to be confirmed. “Is it permanent?”


“
I’m just surprised,” The old man said smiling. “I have a really bad habit of giving things away for free when I get too drunk, but I thought I only had a few shots last not, very strange.”

Tim looked at the old man blankly, at a loss for words.


“
Bring me back the bottle,” said the old man. “I don’t remember giving you anything last night, very strange indeed.”


“
Thank you, I’ll get it and bring it back to you,” said Tim.

He turned and climbed back onto his bike, and began to speed back to his house.

By the time he made it home, he was almost completely out of breath. Dropping his bike on the front lawn, he rushed through the front door and up the stairs.


“
Tim, is that you?” he heard his mother call as he made his way into his room. He didn’t answer. The last thing he needed at the moment was another encounter with her.

Tim checked his desk for the bottle, and found nothing. Wasn’t there where it had been left last night, he wondered. He began searching his room, calmly at first, but eventually building up with what can only be described as frenetic energy. He looked under his bed, pulled off his blankets and pillow, went through all of closet, his bookshelf, and everything else he could think of, to no avail. Desperately he searched through his book bag, thinking that he must have put it there absent mindedly.


“
Tim, what’s going on?” Angela was at the door of his room. She was wearing tight black yoga pants and a workout top that showed off an immense amount of cleavage. Oddly this sight excited Tim much more than he expected, and he felt his dick hardening quickly and almost painfully inside his shorts.


“
Mom, oh, hey…” he trailed off as he began to speak to her. Something about her just made his mind fog over. She was so hot, how had he never noticed it before? Her tits would perfect, they would feel so nice to grab and fondle. He took a deep breath and tried to force the unwanted thoughts out of his head.


“
Have you seen an ornate bottle in here by any chance?” he asked her. His mom was walking closer to him with a smile on her face, still clearly under the influence of the liquid that Tim had taken. He felt himself wanting her to come closer, and in fact started to walk towards her as well.


“
Oh yeah, I found it on your desk,” she said. “I came in here to grab your dirty laundry earlier, and it kind of jumped out at me. I thought it might be liquor at first, but it was much too sweet of a drink for that to be the case.”


“
You…you drank some of it?” Tim asked. He found himself aching with desire for his mom, and the pieces clicked in his mind instantly. So this is what it feels like to be on the receiving end, he thought. His dick ached and he felt his hands reaching towards his mom’s body as if of their own will.


“
I drank all that was left,” she said. “Sorry! I still have the bottle though, it’s pretty cool.”


“
Give it to me, quick!” Tim said, loudly and urgently. “I have to bring it back to the guy I got it from.”


“
Oh, I’ll give it to you, Tim,” Angela said, her smile and tone of voice becoming much more seductive. “It’s right here, you just have to come over…and get it from me.”

Tim took another step towards his mom, and then another. She was holding the bottle in her hand. He meant to reach out for it, but found himself instead pulling her into an embrace.


“
Oh no, mom, we should put some space in between us,” He said. The words left his mouth but fell on deaf ears. Angela was rubbing her body against him like a cat in heat.


“
Let’s just hug for a minute,” she whispered hotly into his ear. “Doesn’t it feel good?”

Tim couldn’t think straight. He wanted her so bad, and the fact that she was his mom only seemed to make the situation hotter.


“
We can’t,” he said, and then as if purposefully contradicting himself, he pushed his lips against hers and kissed her deeply.

Instantly the room seemed to come alive with fire. Tim’s hands roamed all up and across his mom’s body, feeling the nape of her back and the curve of her breasts. She reached down and roughly pulled his shirt off over his head.


“
Oh, Tim!” Angela cried passionately. She pulled his shorts down to the ground and then licked the fabric of his boxer briefs and the skin on his stomach and chest as she stood back up.

Tim was seized by his urges. He quickly began ripping his mom’s clothes off, first her shirt and then her tight yoga pants, leaving her wearing only her lace bra and panties. He pushed her onto his bed, and then mounted her and began kissing her intensely as he groped at her chest and ground his hard cock against her crotch.


“
Do it Tim,” she said to him. “I want you to fuck me, Tim. Fuck your mommy.”


“
Oh god!” Tim undid her bra, releasing her gorgeous breasts. They were huge and soft, with perfect pink nipples and a full, natural shape. His cock was aching with the need for release at this point, and he pulled it out of his boxers and aimed it at her panties. Angela was just as horny as he was, and pushed her crotch up against it. If it wasn’t for the thin layer of fabric she still had on, it would have penetrated her, and Tim quickly pulled down her underwear and set about doing just that. He teased the opening of her cunt with the head of his cock before pushing all the way in, and then had a strange thought.


“
Mom…wait,” he said. “If we really do this, we’ll have to live with it, forever.” His hips seemed to be on a different wavelength, and continued pressing into Angela, slowly entering the folds of her tight pussy.


“
That’s it Tim, fuck me! Fuck me” cried Angela, lost in her own world of sexual desire. “Mommy is going to be your slut tonight.”


“
Oh god, mom! I can’t stop, it feels too good!” Tim felt like his hips were on autopilot now, and the moment became real for him. He was fucking his mom. All of today had just been one sexual tryst after another, all of them illicit and ill advised. And now he was fucking his mom, and loving it. Her cunt wrapped around his dick so perfectly, and she was kissing his neck and whispering dirty, nasty things into his ear.


“
That’s right mom, you will be my slut,” he said to her. The words came out of his mouth, but still managed to surprise him. “My own personal slut mom, oh god!”

His pace intensified. Angela’s juices were running freely, and she started to cry out as an orgasm began to overtake her body. Her cunt seized up and tightened even more around Tim’s cock, and after a few more strokes he knew he couldn’t hold out any longer. He pushed deep inside her with one last thrust, and felt his cock explode its white hot payload deep inside her womb. Cum dribbled out his mom’s pussy, and he collapsed on top of her, exhausted.

After a minute or so, the reality of the situation dawned on Tim. He was instantly filled with a mixture of confusion and guilt. This was his mom, and though he knew in his head that she was off limits and the whole situation was wrong, she had been the best fuck of his young life.


“
I…I have to take the bottle back now,” he said to her as he pulled his clothes back on. Soon things would be back to normal, and he could deal with the aftermath in a logical and sensible way.


“
Okay,” she said to him with a far off look in her eyes. “Will you be back in time for dinner tonight?”


“
Yeah, sure.” Tim smiled weakly at her, and then took the bottle and left the room.




CHAPTER 9

The evening sun was beginning to dip behind a greyish collection of clouds in the sky. As Tim left the house, the horizon seemed to darken, and the temperature of the air dropped by several degrees. He climbed onto his bike and set off for the mysterious shop, hoping that this would be for the last time.

Tim’s mind was filled with thoughts of the day. So much of it seemed like it played out beyond his control. Just what was this potion, what had it done to him, he wondered? All he wanted to do at this point was get back to who he was before drinking it, and every pump of the pedals on his bike seemed to bring him closer and closer to what would hopefully be his salvation.

He found the shop much the same as he had left it, except it was open. He dropped his bike outside, not bothering to chain it to anything, and headed on in. The old man was behind the counter, smoking his pipe next to a lit stick of incense in an exotic looking holder.


“
I brought the bottle,” Tim said to him. “Please, tell me how to undo this…”

The old man looked at him curiously, and then smiled. His long mustache seemed to twist upwards, almost with a life of its own, and Tim could see that several of his teeth were broken and missing. The old man snatched the bottle out his hand, and then glared at him.

“What is your name, boy?” he asked.

"Tim.”

“You may call me Jarovian,” the old man replied. He sighed, and then seemed to harden his demeanor.


“
I never promised you anything, boy.” Jarovian practically spat the words out.

Tim felt rage flow through his body. All through the day he had felt like the puppet strings of everyone around him were being toyed with and manipulated, and this man was the closest thing to a responsible party that he could identify. He launched his hands forward, grabbing the neck of the man’s robe and pulling his face closer to him roughly.


“
I brought you the bottle!” Tim yelled at him. “Fix it, fix me! How am I supposed to live my life like this?”


“
You have to learn to,” The old man removed Tim’s hands from his collar. Even with Tim’s newfound strength and speed, it seemed as though Jarovian was powerful in a way that totally surpassed the limits of his age. He bent Tim’s fingers back as though to chastise him.


“
Ow, ow, okay, please stop!” Tim felt like his knuckle was about to crack, and was relieved when the old man finally did release his hands. The man turned away from him, and walked towards the back shelf behind the counter.


“
I am not going to remove it just yet,” said the Jarovian. “Not until I feel like I’ve received proper reimbursement.”


“
Just tell me what you need and I’ll find it!” Tim said to him. He was desperate at this point. It seemed like a cruel joke to him, a lesson about the dangers of over indulgence that was being taught to him bluntly and deliberately.


“
I need you to find someone for me,” said Jarovian. “My daughter. Bring her back to me, and I will do everything I can for you.”

Tim was silent for a moment. The old man seemed sincere enough. He figured if that was what he needed to do in order to have peace from this curse, then so be it. He opened his mouth to give his answer, and then stopped.


“
Did you set me up?” Tim said. “Did you curse me intentionally, just so you could have me at your beck and call?”

Jarovian gave him a strange smile, and then began pulling a variety of instruments out from behind the counter. There was a compass, what looked like an animal skin flask, an ancient looking map, and finally, a short and very sharp looking sword.


“
You will have to learn to deal with your predicament on this journey,” he said. “Learn to control your newfound power. It is more of a gift than you realize. Learn to control it and return my daughter to me.”

Tim listened, and stayed silent. He waited for a moment, expecting the old man to continue. He walked around to Tim’s side of the counter and stepped right up close to him, his face only inches away.


“
This is the task I have for you. Bring her back to me, safely and untouched, and I will release you from your curse.”

Jarovian extended his hand. Tim looked down at it, and began to think about where he would end up if he shook it.

END
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CHAPTER 1

“That was excellent, John!” The director was beaming at him, scribbling notes onto a pad as he watched from the front row of seats in the auditorium.

His words were exactly what John had been hoping for. He had been acting in an amateur capacity since he was old enough to walk, and had never before attempted to take on a pivotal and meaty lead role like the one he was currently auditioning for.

“Thank you, sir,” he said. “Do you want me to run any other scenes?”

“Nonsense, I’ve seen more than enough,” said the director. He stood up from his seat and climbed up onto the stage, reaching his hand out to shake John’s. “I want you to take on the role of Maurice, and really live it up in the same way you just did with your monologue.”

“Of course!” said John. He felt a wave of emotion begin to wash over him, and couldn’t keep a broad smile from spreading across his face.

“I still have a number of roles to cast, but I want to get started with the rehearsals for the core characters immediately,” said the director. “Can you be here tomorrow morning, 10 AM sharp?”

John nodded his head.

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world!” he said.

He could barely contain his excitement when he got back home. John’s father had been away on a business trip for the past week, but he expected his step mom, Helen, to be around, and was a little disappointed when he couldn’t find her.

Helen had been John’s step mother since shortly after his mom had walked out on the family when he was ten, and over the past eight years the two of them had grown incredibly close. She was a beautiful woman, with a busty figure and the type of elegant beauty that made her seem timelessly attractive, even at 37 years old.

John ended up hanging out for a bit in the living room, reading through the copy of the script that the director had given him. It was an independently created production, completely new to him. The basic plot involved a romance between a rich older woman and a much younger man that was a friend of her son’s , and as he read through the scenes, he found himself getting strangely excited at his role in the play.

A number of them seemed to be very intimate and physical, and John found himself getting a little turned on just from reading the dialogue. He began to wonder about who would be playing the role of the older female lead.

His mind began to wander into illicit places, and he ended up heading upstairs into his room. John began browsing the internet on his laptop, and without even realizing what he was doing, he ended up on a porn site, staring at erotic images that only seemed to further fuel the wild thoughts in his mind.

He couldn’t resist for long, and after a moment, he pulled out his hard cock and began to stroke it to the naked women on the screen. John had always had a fetish for milfs, and the idea that he would be acting across from one in a play, kissing her, feeling her body, and being in such close contact, it was enough to drive him wild.

“Honey, are you home?” asked Helen. Her voice came from directly outside his door. John jumped back from his desk, frantically trying to cover up his nudity, but not moving nearly fast enough to beat the speed of the opening door.

Luckily, he managed to turn away, and fell down onto his bed and grabbed a sheet in time to hide anything too illicit, though his step mom looked at him suspiciously.

“Are you okay, sweetie?” she asked. Helen walked over and sat down on the bed next to him, and John couldn’t help but think about how much she looked like some of the milf porn stars he had just been jerking off to. Her top was low cut, and it was hard for him to keep his eyes off her cleavage.

“Uh, yeah, of course mom,” he said. “What’s up?”

Behind Helen on the screen of John’s computer was an older naked woman, slowly performing a strip tease for him. He prayed to god that she wouldn’t turn around before the clip finished playing and returned to the default image.

“I just wanted to tell you the good news,” she said. “I ended up following through with it! I auditioned!”

Helen dropped her hand down on her son’s thigh in what was meant to be a tender gesture. In reality, it just made John’s dick throb and ache for attention, and he felt a small bead of pre cum beginning to smear into the top of the thin sheet covering his crotch.

“That’s great mom,” he said, blankly. “Wait…what play did you audition for?”

“The one that you mentioned the other day,” she said. “Young Life, New Experience. The director wants me to play the part of the female lead!”

John could only stare at her for a second.

“Could you…could you say that again?”

“I’m the female lead!” said his mom. “What, I thought that you would be happy for me…”

Inside, John’s emotions were threatening to tear him apart. He wanted to do this play, and his mom being the lead character’s love interest seemed to wreck everything. Strangely, his cock seemed to throb at the idea, and he silently admonished himself in shame.

“Mom…” he said. “I also auditioned for that play. The director cast me in it as Maurice.”

Helen blinked several times at her son, as though her mind couldn’t quite process what he was saying.

“What…but, that would mean…” Her voice suddenly became very tiny and small. “I’m playing the role of Rose.”

“Yeah,” said John. “…I guess we’ll have to talk to the director. I’ve read the script, there’s no way that we can act some of this stuff out.”

Helen began to shake her head back and forth.

“No!” she cried. “John, this role….I know what it means to you!” Helen flicked her hair back, and for a moment John could smell her perfume on the air. “And you know what it means to me,” she said. “We’ll both just have to stick with it, and just be actors while we’re on stage.”

“But mom, how is that going to work?” asked John. “Some of the scenes in this play-“

Instead of answering him with words, Helen leaned forward and kissed him on the lips, flicking her tongue into his mouth in a manner totally inappropriate for a mother to do with her son. Her hand ran up his thigh and came to a rest on his hard cock, timidly rubbing the head of it as though she was trying to desensitize herself to what was to come.

“We’ll find a way to manage,” said Helen. “I know it will work out in the end, honey.”

There was an intense, almost palpable tension on the air. John felt a strange desire coming over him, and he had to work to keep it out of the forefront of his mind. His mom was so hot, he realized, and his cock seemed to pulse at the possibility of having her as his costar.

“Okay mom,” he said. “Let’s give it a try.”

Helen nodded, and then gave her son a hug. She stood up and walked out of his room, leaving John alone and confused. Tomorrow was the first day of rehearsal, and he couldn’t help but wonder just what it would hold.


CHAPTER 2

John drove his own car to the community theater instead of catching a ride in the minivan with Helen. It was important for the two of them to keep up the pretense of not knowing each other, and of being random strangers. The situation was already weird enough without the director and everyone else in the production knowing about the relation between them.

He parked near the entrance and headed inside. A couple of the cast members were already gathered in front of the stage, including his mother. As they saw him walk over, they greeted him warmly.

“Maurice!” called one of them. “The prodigal son has returned.”

“Yeah, yeah,” said John. “I’m excited, today is the first day.”

They hung out in the auditorium seats for a little bit. John found it incredibly awkward to have to pretend that he didn’t know Helen. He did his best, and knew that any momentarily lapse in the ruse could cost one or both of them their roles.

“Alright everybody!” The director was the last to arrive, and he called out to them in a booming voice as he made his way down the aisle. “It’s time to get started!”

The first scene was mainly just backstory for John’s character, Maurice. He spent a lot of time working with the director on the delivery of a monologue, and the basic blocking of the act. It led right into the second scene, in which his character met Rose, his mom’s character, for the first time.

“My son should be home any minute,” said his mom, in character. “You can come in and wait, if you’d like.”

John was surprised by her acting ability, and found himself really believing that she could play Rose.

“Uh, I would like that,” he said, fighting his embarrassment as he found himself slightly flubbing the line.

He walked over towards his mom, into the area of the set that the director had blocked out. The props weren’t set up yet, but in the scene, he was supposed to slide in close next to her as he stepped through the door. John did the best he could to make it fit what it seemed like the director expected.

“Cut!” yelled the director. “That was garbage! Where is the tension? Where is the lust? These two characters are star crossed lovers, I want to see the two of you eying each other as though you want it now!”

John walked back into his spot, and began to run through the scene again. This time, he could tell that his mom had taken the director’s advice to heart. She had a look in her eyes when she spoke her lines that made his cock tingle with desire.

As he moved to head into the imaginary house, this time Helen stood so that there was no way that he could get by her without brushing up on her body slightly. His crotch made contact with the side of his mom’s hip, and he felt a wave of hot, pleasurable fire shoot through his body. Their eyes met, and he could see his mom blush a little, though it was hard for him to tell if it was from embarrassment or arousal.

“Alright, that was a little better!” called the director. “Let’s get the slum town kids out on stage.”

John and his mom walked back into the staging area behind the curtain. He felt incredibly confused by what was happening, but Helen seemed to be handling it much better than he was. She smiled at him, and rubbed his shoulder.

“Don’t take it too seriously, sweetie,” she whispered. “It’s all just pretend.”

John nodded, and did his best to take her advice to heart. It didn’t feel like pretend, not to his mind and not to his hormones. He began to worry that the situation might get out of hand in all the wrong ways.

“Maurice and Rose!” yelled the director. “We need you back on stage, pronto.”

The director had jumped around in the script to account for cast absences, and the one he had chosen for them to rehearse was midway through the play, a sex scene starring Maurice and Rose. John began to blush intensely when he realized what they were going to have to do, and wondered if it was too late to come up with an exit strategy.

“Alright, we’re running the scene where Maurice and Rose watch a movie on the couch for the first time,” said the director. “Helen, I really want you to tease him under the blanket as much as you can. He’s a strapping young lad, he can take it.”

John’s mom blushed a little, but nodded dutifully. He walked over to the couch that the director had set up and lied down on in lengthwise. His mother climbed on in front of him, and then pulled the blanket over both of them.

“Alright action!” cried the director.

“Rose, I really should be getting home,” said John, feeling more confident in his lines. “I can stop by and see Tim another time.”

“Oh, please, Maurice,” whispered his mom.

“Louder!” called the director.

“Oh, please, Maurice,” said his mom. “You know that you didn’t come here to see my son, did you?”

John felt his mom’s hand begin to massage his crotch, and almost forgot his next line.

“Uh, Rose, don’t say things like that,” he said. “I’m your son’s friend, and I came here with pure intentions.”

“Oh, is that really true?” asked his mom. “Your fellow down below seems to tell a different tale.

It was true, and not just in the scheme of the play. John had a full blown erection, and was mortified by the way his mom was rubbing it up and down. It felt incredible, but the guilt and shame he was experiencing made it hard to focus on acting.

“Oh god, Rose,” moaned John. “This isn’t why I’m here. The orphanage needs volunteers, we need to get the kids back on track.”

“You’re one of those kids, Maurice,” said Rose. “How about I get you back on track?”

His mom began to pump faster beneath the blanket, her hand closing around his cock through his pants. John began to grab at her breasts and rub against her, under the guise of the scene. It felt so amazing, and he felt himself getting closer and closer to…

“Cut!” cried the director. “Maurice, that’s your line!”

John didn’t hear him. He kept thrusting into his mom hand, faster and faster, until finally he couldn’t hold out any more, and began to spill out his sticky wet cum into his pants. It began to soak through almost immediately, and he felt his mom recoil her hand in horror.

“John!” she whispered.

“Sorry,” he said, feeling himself overwhelmed with disgusting feelings. “I got a little carried away.”

He saw her face, and it was flushed redder than John had ever seen before. It only made him feel worse, and he found himself wondering just how he could have done something so sick and perverted.

“We’re going to break for today, I have to pick up my mother from the airport,” called the director. “Great work everyone.”

Helen immediately began heading towards the seats and towards the other cast members, not even giving John so much as a fleeting glance. He was grateful for it, however, as it meant that he could sneak out through backstage without anyone seeing the mess on his crotch. John had never been so embarrassed in his life, and had a confusing, silent drive back home.


CHAPTER 3

John was nervous and a little shaky when he got home. The walk inside and up to his room was silent, and it felt as though the house himself was judging him for what he’d done.

“It wasn’t my fault,” he mumbled to himself. “Mom…she did it to me.”

That was the one fact about what had happened that was surprisingly hard for him to face. His mom had jerked him off, and sure, it had been through his clothes, but to completion none the less. And the way she had been acting in the role of Rose, it had pushed all of his buttons in sickening, perverse ways.

John changed into a different pair of underwear and pants, and then sat down on his bed. He just wanted to forget, to put the experience out of his mind, and if he could find a way to, move on.

But it was hard for him to even imagine that he’d be able to. He’d read through the script, and he knew what it entailed. He and his mom would be getting very close throughout the production, and as much as he squirmed at the thought, it also made his cock strangely excited.

“Damn it,” he said. “This was a bad idea.”

He opened up his laptop and put on a movie, a romantic comedy about a racist blind woman who accidentally falls in love with a Chinese man. He lied down in bed, and willed himself to take a nap, hoping that it would help him look at the situation a little differently.

“Honey, are you home?” John awoke to the sight of his mom standing in his doorway. She had a tender, understanding look on her face, and it took his mind a moment to catch back up to what had happened.

“Oh…hey mom,” he said. The guilt in his voice was clear. He felt like a dog that had been caught peeing on the carpet, almost desperate to be forgiven.

“I just wanted to talk to you a little about what happened before,” said Helen. She walked over and sat down next to John on the bed.

“Mom, I am so sorry!” he said. “I never thought that things would end up like that.”

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “It was just something that…happened. We’re both actors, and we’re both mature adults. We’ll just have to be more careful in the future.”

John nodded, and his mom placed a soft kiss on his forehead. He was relieved, and found himself incredibly grateful that she was being so understanding.

“The director called me when I was on the way back,” she said. “He seemed to like our performance, at the least. But…he also told me something else.”

John was silent, and waited for her to continue.

“There are a couple of scenes that are, well…” His mom trailed off, and then let out a nervous cough. “There are some love making scenes in the play, John.”

“Mom, it’s not too late for us to come clean,” he said. “One of us could step down, and we could put this behind us.”

“No, I don’t think that’s necessary,” she said gently. “The director told me he wants the scenes to look as realistic and passionate as possible. If you don’t mind, would you be willing to do a private rehearsal with me? Just so we could work the kinks out?”

His mom’s suggestion made him feel weirdly excited. John tried to push the strange feeling of anticipation he had out of his head, and nodded at her.

“I don’t mind at all, mom,” he said. “We can do it right now.”

“Okay, perfect,” said Helen. “Thank you so much, honey.”

They grabbed their scripts, and headed down to the living room. The scene that Helen picked for them to rehearse was in the second act of the play. Rose gives Maurice a ride home in the dark of night, and right before she drops him off, she decides to take things further.

“Rose, you can’t,” said John. “Your son and I work side by side in the orphanage now. How will I be able to look him in the eye if we do this?”

“Are you really worried about that, Maurice?” asked his mom. “I’ll do anything for you. You can do anything to me…”

His mom was sitting next to him on the couch. In the actual play, they would have a prop set for the car that would hide their lower halves.

“Why must you torment me so?” he cried. “You know I want you, but there is just no way.”

“We are adults, Maurice,” whispered his mom. “What’s the big deal?”

Helen had begun massaging her son’s crotch, just as the script called for. John felt his dick quickly growing into a full blown erection, and he flashed his mom a look of warning. She smiled at him, and then broke character for a second.

“It’s okay honey,” she said. “Remember, we’re just pretending. Let’s just figure out how we can make this work? You know, without having another accident.”

She surprised him by unzipping his fly and letting his cock pop up out of the hole of his boxers.

“Mom!” he said, feeling his cheeks heat up. “This doesn’t seem like a good idea…”

“I know, honey, but…this is what the director wants.” She seemed almost intimidated by her son’s cock, as though it was a weapon that could go off at any moment. “I’m just going to go through the motions of what the script calls for. If I’m really careful, I can move my mouth over it without making any contact.”

“Mom, this seems like a bad idea,” he whispered. In reality, a voice screaming out in the back of John’s head seemed to think that it was a really good idea. He struggled with the conflict internally.

“I’m going to take it slow, honey,” she said. “It’s all just acting, and as long as you don’t move I can make it look realistic without…without actually sucking.”

John’s mom was blushing, and moved with a meek and shy air about her. She slowly brought her face down right in front of his cock, and then looked him right in the eyes.

“Keep reading your lines, honey,” she said.

John nodded.

“Rose, oh god, Rose.” His mom opened her mouth up as wide as it would go, and slowly began to lower it over his cock, straining to keep his member from touching her lips and tongue. It was incredibly erotic and incredibly confusing for John, and he almost felt like he wanted to look away.

Helen brought her head up and down over John’s cock a couple of times, moving slowly and deliberately as to not accidently trigger her son. Her breath still felt incredibly warm on his cock, and he had to focus on his breathing to stay calm. After a moment, she brought her head back up and looked at him.

“Is this too much for you, Maurice,” whispered his mom. “Do you want me to stop, or keep going?”

John paused for a moment, finding himself relating perfectly to his character in that moment.

“Keep going,” he said.

This time, Helen moved faster as she brought her mouth back down, a little too fast. The head of John’s cock slapped across one of her lips, and she reacted by accidentally pulling them closed on it, caressing his rod with wet, soft, warmth.

“Oops,” she whispered. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay mom,” he said. “You should keep going.”

Helen continued to give him a fake blowjob, but John could tell that her neck was getting tired. His cock brushed against her tongue, and then her inner cheek, and he felt the pleasure race through his body, almost overwhelming him.

The accidents also made it hard for him to sit still, and soon enough he was shifting on the couch, and twitching his cock, coming more into contact with his mom’s hot mouth each time he did. It felt amazing, and so wrong, and soon enough John found that his hips where pushing up in a way to make it happen intentionally.

One thing led to another, and his hand came to rest on the back of his mom’s head. He pushed her down, far enough that her lips were almost up to the base of his tool, and his mom’s mouth automatically closed around it. She tried to pull back, bringing her lips and tongue up his full length, but John found that his hand instinctively pushed her back down.

Helen let out a groan, but seemed to go with it. John continued guiding her head up and down, encouraging her to suck him off, and being almost overwhelmed by the illicit pleasure of it. He remembered his line right as it became relevant to the situation.

“Oh god, Rose,” he moaned. “I’m going to…”

He blasted his load deep into his mom’s mouth. She squirmed and broke her mouth free, cum dribbling down her lips as she looked at her son, shocked and embarrassed.

“That…that got way out of hand,” she said in a soft, but stern voice.

“Mom…jeez.” The guilt of what he had done fell on him like a ton of bricks. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay honey, we’re both actors,” she said. “It happens. We’ll just have to be more careful when we’re rehearsing from now on.”

He nodded, and his mom walked over to the bathroom. John tucked his cock back into his pants, and slowly walked up to his room, closing his door behind him and giving himself some time alone with his thoughts.


CHAPTER 4

The next day’s rehearsal was after school, and John drove his car straight there after finishing his classes. He tried to keep his mind occupied with thoughts of his homework, and the test he had coming up on Friday, but regardless of how hard he tried, his thoughts kept coming back to his mom, and what had happened the night before.

It seemed almost impossible for him to escape. The play was almost a trigger for him now. He couldn’t walk onto the set without his dick getting hard, and his mind filling with dirty, disgusting thoughts about her. The worst part of it was, it had felt good to him. Better than anything he had ever experienced before, and though he knew it was wrong, he wanted more.

As he walked into the auditorium, most of the cast was already assembled, including his mom. The director was talking to some stage hands off to the side, pointing them in different directions and handing him notes. John ended up walking over to where the other actors and actresses were sitting, and sat down on the far side of the group, away from his mom.

She was sitting next to a teenage girl that played one of the orphans. The girl seemed to notice him as he sat down, and whispered something to Helen, who immediately turned bright red as the girl began to giggle. John felt nervous, and did his best to just take it one moment at a time.

“Alright, do we have everyone here?” asked the director. “Great! We’re going to get started with the big scene today, the orphanage encounter. Places, everyone!”

The orphanage encounter referred to the scene in which Rose showed up in the orphanage, claiming to be there looking for her son, but ending up in one of the spare rooms with Maurice. The two of them end up letting their passions run wild, and have steamy, hot sex in the bed.

“Alright, can I get my Maurice and Rose over here?” The director waved to John and his mom, and they both walked over to him. “Listen, I need the two of you to really commit to these roles, can you do that for me?”

“Of course,” said Helen. “Just tell us what you need us to do.”

“I want this scene to look as realistic as possible,” said the director. “Maurice, when you enter the room, Rose is already going to be under the sheets, naked. The script calls for you to get into the bed with her reluctantly after taking off your shirt, I want you to take off your pants, too.”

John felt his heart race, but he nodded slowly to the director.

“Once you’re in the bed, take off your underwear as well,” he said. “I want this scene to be realistic! I realize that full on, naked touching is probably outside the realm of what you’re used to, but please, just go with it! It’s for the sake of the production.”

“We can handle it,” said Helen. “We’ll…find a way to make it work.”

She looked just as uncomfortable as John felt, but gave him an encouraging smile.

“Good!” said the director. “Alright, get into your places.”

John didn’t know what to think. He found himself debating whether or not to just walk off the set, and to leave the production. A voice in his head was working very hard to rationalize away his doubts, however, and his cock seemed to ache at the possibilities of the set up.

His mom stepped in close to him as they walked back stage. He stopped, and the two of them stood in a private spot in between two of the curtains.

“Honey, are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked. “I know it’s kind of weird, with me being your mom and you…being my son.”

“It’s okay mom,” he said. “I can manage.”

“Look, it’s the director who wants us to be naked, it’s not really up to us,” she said. “But it will just be acting. We’ll be careful, way more careful than we were last night.”

John nodded, and then walked over to his entrance point. His mom walked back out onto stage and climbed into the big prop bed that had been set up. She disrobed underneath the sheets, dropping each piece of her clothing onto the stage in a manner that exposed nothing, but still managed to be incredibly provocative. A stage hand ran out and picked up all of her stuff, and John couldn’t help but stare at her panties in the pile.

“Alright, whenever you’re ready, Maurice,” called the director.

John stepped out on stage and walked over towards the bed.

“Rose,” he said. “Look, we have to stop this. We shouldn’t be alone together, not anymore.”

“Maurice, please…” His mother’s tone was sensual, and convincing. “Just lie with me here, in bed, as a woman. I know that you want to, just let yourself do it.”

John played up the hesitation of his character for a moment, and then slowly began to take his shirt off.

“Good,” whispered the director. “Now the pants, too.”

He felt a little awkward as he kicked off his shoes and dropped his jeans. His package was poking out against his boxers, and he could feel the stares of all of his fellow cast mates on it.

“Come to bed, Maurice,” cooed his mom. He looked at her intensely for a moment, his cock pulsing in a way that went beyond acting, and then walked over and climbed under the sheets.

His mom reached down to the waistband of his underwear and began pulling them down, allowing his hard, throbbing member to rub against the soft and silky bed lining. The two of them stared into each other’s eyes, playing up the climax of the performance, and silently exchanging a thousand illicit and taboo justifications for what was about to happen.

John leaned in and chastely kissed his mother, letting one of his hands reach up and grab near her breast. He had no intention of actually fucking her, but wanted to make it look as realistic as the director wanted. Helen lied back on the bed, and John carefully climbed on top of her, letting his cock push up flat against her stomach.

It felt good, much better than he expected that it would. He began moving up and down, simulating the sex in a way that still managed to be incredibly erotic, and feel like it was venturing well into forbidden territory. His mom let out a soft moan and lightly kissed his neck.

“Nobody is buying it!” called the director. “Turn it up a notch, I want to feel the heat!”

John began to slide further back with each pretend stroke, and action which caused his cock to burn with pleasure. His mom was wet, and he could feel her fluids beginning to lube up the skin in between them. His cock moved a little more downward, rubbing slightly against her folds, and John felt his mind begin to fog over.

“Still not enough, come on you two,” said the director. “Let your inhibitions go. Make it as real as you can.”

John pushed forward, without realizing that his mom had shifted the angle of her hips slightly. The head of his cock pushed into her cunt, enveloping the tip with an amazingly satisfying warmth. His mother’s eyes went wide, and she stared at him, horrified.

“He said to make it look real,” whispered John.

“I know honey, but this is…”

“It’s only acting, mom,” he said softly. “Just play along.”

He pushed in further, feeling his mom’s pussy expand to accept his length. It felt incredible, and he couldn’t help but let a small moan escape from his lips. His mom was biting her lip, and her face was bright red with either arousal or embarrassment, or both.

All of the sudden, John began to get into the scene. He pumped into her harder, grunting with each stroke. He was fucking his mom, and loving every second of it, so much that all of the guilt and shame seemed to be secondary to the pleasure that had taken hold of him.

Helen began to moan, and John could see in his mom’s eyes that she clearly couldn’t believe what was happening. It seemed like she was trying not to enjoy it, and failing, and he felt her legs wrap around his waist and begin to urge him on as he took her with a primal lust.

“That’s better!” called the director. “Keep going, keep going!”

John didn’t need any encouragement. His hips were on autopilot, and the sound of their bodies slapping together was echoing throughout the auditorium. Helen began to scream out as he fucked her, and for a moment he was worried that she might give them away to the audience, who were still none the wiser to what was going on, or at least so John hoped.

He knew that he had to slow down, and bring the scene in to a close, but when John tried to will his body back into a calmed and controlled state, it only seemed to push him further into the depths of depravity. He groped at his mom’s perfect tits, and fucked her hard. She began to cry out and then tense up, and then John pushed deep inside her for one last, final thrust as his cock began to explode and shoot out its load.

Helen was shaking her head as her son came inside her, as though she couldn’t believe what they had done. John stopped kissing her and stared at her, trying to think of something to whisper in her ear to make it okay. The crowd began to clap dumbly, complementing the two of them on a performance that looked almost too real for them to believe.

“Excellent job, you two!” called the director. “The two of you have amazing chemistry together. With acting that convincing, there are a lot of other roles you’d be perfect for.”

John turned back towards his mom, and she looked at him disapprovingly. She had broken out of the role of Rose, and was back to being the authority figure that he knew and loved.

“Be more careful,” she whispered. “Next time we rehearse this, things are going to be different!”

John nodded. He couldn’t wait.
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CHAPTER 1

Leon still had a hangover from the night before. It was hard for him to shake it off, and made even harder by the rough waves and bouncing of the speed boat. He sat in the back of it, watching the driver shoot the craft forward across the open ocean as though he was in some type of movie chase scene.

“Yeah, we got lucky with the weather today,” said the man sitting next to him. He had been Leon’s escort ever since they had debarked from the small, remote Polynesian island which he had been flown out to the day before.

Leon didn’t say anything. The man was loud, brutish, and had a case of body odor that seemed to make his headache flare up every time he caught a whiff of it.

“The captain wouldn’t tell me why we were bringing you out, least you could do is speak up, boy,” said the man. “It’s pretty rude to take a free ride without respecting your elders.”

Leon sighed, and rolled his eyes. He had no intention of opening up to the man about anything. His dad was dead, and he was on his way to comfort his step mom, and to help her through it. And none of it was anyone’s business but his.

“Why don’t you focus on doing your job?” asked Leon. He shot the man a look that he had given many times before throughout his life.

“Hey, fuck you kid!” yelled the man. “You better hold your tongue if you-“

“Charles, relax,” said the boat’s captain from the helm. “Just let him be.”

Leon barely even registered any of the exchange. At that moment, it was hard for him to think about anything, be it the weather, or his eventual destination, or all of the liquor he had drank the night before in a desperate attempt to calm his mind and forget everything that had happened.

His father was, or had been, Max Anderson, and he was now dead. Leon had heard the news about a week ago, in a brief and concise email from his step mom, Julia. Dead of a heart attack at the age of 45, it had been almost unbelievable when he’d first read it. But Julia didn’t lie about anything, and he could tell from the brevity of the message just how badly she was hurting.

A phone call would be nice, but as far as he knew, they didn’t have any down below, just a basic internet connection which they all shared, and which left much to be desired in bandwidth capacity. It probably meant that their beverage selection would also be limited, Leon realized. He immediately felt bad for having such a base and simple concern take the forefront of his mind.

The relationship between Leon and his father had never been perfect. The elder Anderson had remarried almost immediately after the death of Leon’s mother when he was 12, and it had been hard for him to adjust to having Julia as a parent, though she had always tried her best.

Three years ago, Leon had been eager to get out of the house and off to college. It had been less to do with his academic pursuits and more to do with his frustration towards his family. Julia wanted to be his mom, but she had entered Leon’s life at a time where he was just beginning to become a man. His relationship with her had never been straightforward, and the complexities concerning the way he saw her, and the way he felt towards her, were a major motivating factor in his departure.

The speed boat seemed to hit bumpier water, and Leon had to grip the edge of the hull in order to keep himself steady. He looked over at the captain and saw the man sporting a wild grin, the type that only the saltiest of seadogs can pull off effectively.

“We’re almost there,” he said to Leon. “You’re arriving pretty late on the scene, aren’t you? The rest of them have already been down there for a month, and the last shipment for the year is the one you’re headed down on.”

“It’s a complicated situation,” said Leon. This much was true. Julia had told him about how difficult it was to convince the Blue Vision Company upper management to allow him to come down, even given the extenuating circumstances. As the submersible he’d be getting transport from became visible on the horizon, he began to better understand exactly why that was.

It looked like something out of a futuristic sci-fi movie. The only thing he could compare it to in his mind was a giant military submarine, but that wasn’t quite right. The shape of the thing was similar to one of the old airships that predated planes, except it had several large spheres attached to the side of it, and one huge one that seemed to trail a short distance behind.  

“I hope you have a really good reason for heading down to that dome, kid,” said the captain. “They say on the news that a couple of the scientists are already starting to lose it.”

Leon nodded to the man slowly. He had heard the same reports, and had gotten emails from his mom and his dad, while he was still alive, fleshing out the details behind them. While the situation was not quite as sensational as the media liked to portray it, not everything was going to plan in the undersea outpost.

Project Cobalt, as it was called, was an experimental sustainable living and science station in the form of a gigantic dome, pressurized to regular atmospheric conditions a kilometer below the surface of the ocean. About 100 people, mostly women aside from a few male scientists and undersea excavators, were living within it, and would continue to do so for a 10 month period.

The captain steered the speedboat over to a small loading platform on the side of the submersible. There was a crewman standing on the edge of it, and the captain threw him a line as they approached. The boat was tethered close to the platform, and Leon climbed up to it, feeling his feet adjust to the much more stable movement of the large submersible.

“You are Leon Anderson, right?” asked the crewman. Leon nodded. “Finally, you’re over an hour late. We can’t exactly wait all day for you, kid.”

”Well, I guess you’re lucky that you don’t have to, then,” he replied. The captain turned the speedboat away from the larger craft after saying his goodbyes, and Leon watched him zip off into the distance.

There was only blue on the horizon, along with a sun that was slowly beginning to set in the sky. Leon took a moment to take in the view, knowing that it would have to last him a while. It felt like he was getting ready to head off to another world, and in a practical sense, he almost was.

“Come on, buddy,” said the crewman. “The pilot is waiting inside. We have to get moving.”

Leon nodded, and then stepped through the hatch that the man was gesturing towards. The submersible was surprisingly cramped and claustrophobic for a vehicle that looked so large from the outside.

“It’s mostly just a cargo transport vessel, sorry about that,” said the crewman, as if reading his mind.

“It’s fine,” said Leon. “About how long will it take to drop down to Project Cobalt?”

“A couple of hours,” said the crewman. “We have to go slow, this thing usually doesn’t carry this many tons of supplies.”

Leon closed the door behind him, and twisted the handle until a resounding click let him know that it had locked into place. The crewman walked forward, and he followed him into the main section of the transport.

He was expecting it to look more like a submarine on the inside. It did have a good amount in common with one, but overall, the interior decorators seemed to have had employed a much more ergonomic design philosophy. There was a long, bus like corridor with lots of cozy looking seats. He settled into the one closest through the door that opened into the cockpit, feeling very odd about being the only passenger on the ship.

“We’ll be getting underway in just a moment,” said the crewman. “Feel free to come up to the front if you want to watch through the feed of the cameras.

Leon nodded. After a couple of minutes, the ship began to shake and creak. A loud claxon was sounding from somewhere above him, and in his mind it was almost interpreted as though it was a bell in a clock tower, announcing the beginning of a new day.


CHAPTER 2

Leon headed to the front of the ship, and found the crewman staring at what looked like a screen displaying the ocean outside the ship. There was also a pilot, or a captain, Leon couldn’t tell which, sitting in a chair staring at a complicated array of monitors and controls.

It seemed like an extravagant amount of effort to put into getting him and a couple of tons of supplies down to the ocean floor. Leon had been familiar with the assets of his parent’s company for all of his childhood and adult life, but he had never seen them in action so directly.

“This ship is still a prototype,” said the crewman. “A working one, but a prototype, none the less.”

“How exactly is this thing going to dock with the dome?” asked Leon. He’d been thinking about it since he’d first laid eyes on the behemoth submersible.

“Did you ever watch any science fictions movies when you were a kid? It’s a lot like that, except in high pressure instead of low pressure.”

Leon turned his attention towards one of the screens. It almost seemed more like a window than a piece of technology. Fish could be seen racing by the camera in massive schools, and the water had a bluish green hue to it that was slowly fading into darkness as the descended.

Leon looked over his shoulder, and realized that there was another screen in back of him that was focused on the surface. It took him a second to recognize a small splotch of circular color in the image as the sun, reduced to nothing more than a spot in the sky.

“It’s a different world down here, buddy,” said the crewman. “If you look into that one, you can see the dome coming into view.”

He pointed towards another monitor. Leon could see what looked like a ring of lights in it, with half of a sphere pushing out from the center.

“It looks so…unnatural,” he said. “I don’t know, I guess I expected it to be a little more…mundane.”

“Yeah, it’s tough. Let me tell you, I’m glad I don’t live down there. I hope you know what you’re getting in for, kid.”

Leon didn’t say anything. He had never been the type of guy to bemoan his own circumstances, and he wasn’t about to start right then. What he really found himself being suddenly concerned with was Julia, and her emotional state. He realized that he hadn’t even considered what had happened to his father’s body. The ship seemed to be descending gradually and deliberately, as if to give him plenty of time to get himself in the right mindset for what was to come.

Slowly but surely the domed city began to come into view. The light from the surface was dim, and almost nonexistent. The ring of lights that he had seen before appeared to be the main illumination for the translucent structure, which was composed of pieces that interlocked into a geodesic dome shape. Several support structures at the very bottom seemed to serve as both a base and as entrances and exits.

The captain piloted the submersible into a close docking position with the dome, and let it settle down to the ocean floor. Leon watched on one of the screens as tube extended from the side of the ship and locked into a hatch on one of the entrances.

It took several minutes, and it was a surprisingly loud process, but a light flashing on one of the main monitors and a chiming noise similar to an elevator door signal let him know that the connection was complete. The pilot in the front stood up from his chair, and Leon walked out of the front cabin with the two men.

“Alright, we’ve reached our destination,” said the crewman.

“Great, thank you,” replied Leon. He felt strangely ambivalent as he walked towards the main exit hatch.

“We’ll spend the rest of today unloading the supplies, and then we’re heading back up,” said the pilot. “You’ll be here for the next 9 months, kid. I hope you’re a fan of the scenery.”

Leon wasn’t really listening. He waited for the crewmen to unlock the hatch and open it, and then he stepped through it into the connecting tube, ahead of the men.

The surface of the hatch on the other side had a couple of small, flat sea barnacles attached to it. It began to click as Leon stood in front of it, and after a moment it slowly began to turn, rolling to the side and revealing a tiny, antiseptic white behind it. He walked into it, and immediately heard a voice speaking from a soundbox on the wall.

“Welcome to Project Cobalt, please take a seat in one of the chairs provided while the entry guidelines and criteria are explained.”

The voice was female, and clearly artificial. Leon followed its directions as it began listing off the rules of the dome, most of which he had already expected. The voice mentioned that the dome was a no smoking, and he found himself wondering if he’d be able to find a decent beer with in the circular confines of the underwater station.

“Please enjoy your stay aboard Project Cobalt. Any further questions may be directed to the station manager on site.”

The door in back of them closed, and then the one leading to the interior of the dome slowly began to open. Leon could see people standing directly on the other side of it, ready to greet him and the crew of the ship. His heart jumped a beat when he realized that Julia was among them.

She smiled at him, and a wave of unwanted emotion washed over Leon. The last time he had seen her had been right before he’d moved away from home 4 years ago, shortly after his 18th
 birthday. He had not been kind to either of his parents in the way he had left, and to see Julia’s soft, beautiful face and accepting, motherly eyes, made all of the memories come back in a flood.

“Leon…” she said to him as he walked forward. “It’s been…so long.”

“Mom, I’m sorry,” he replied. “I…I’m so sorry.”

There were a couple of other people waiting outside the entrance, and most of them moved by him to begin unloading the ship. Leon’s mom was wearing what appeared to be standard issue for the science team women, a tight blue t-shirt that clung nicely to her large breasts, thin leggings, and a medium length white overcoat.

He stepped forward, and Julia reached out with her arms to wrap him into a hug. Leon had been torn on accepting her affection back when they had lived under the same roof, but he forced himself to reciprocate the gesture, and pulled her against him. She was warm, and her petite body felt strangely vulnerable pushed up on his chest.

“Thank you for coming, sweetie,” she whispered. “Your father…it’s been so tough, without him around.”

“I’m so sorry, mom,” he said. “I just can’t believe it. It doesn’t make any sense.”

“Not now. We’ll talk about that later.” Julia pulled a couple inches back and stared into his eyes. Leon could see her pain and her strength, but something else was layered on top of it, something that looked like love. Julia leaned in and surprised him with a kiss, not on the cheek as she had so many times before during his upbringing, but on his lips.

Hot fire seemed to spread through his body as their mouths met. Julia ran her hands up his side, and Leon felt his body responding in a way that he was ashamed of. He ran his hand through her hair, and after a moment, managed to summon up the will he needed to break from the embrace.

“I’m sorry, honey,” said Julia. “I’m just so glad to see you.”

“It’s fine, mom, I understand,” he replied. He looked up and took around the dome, letting his eyes feast on the sight of it for the first time as a way from distracting himself from the guilty arousal his body had been stricken with.

What he saw seemed foreign to his eyes, as though he had touched down on a new, alien landscape. The ground was a mixture of sand and clay, pale white, almost as if the color had been bleached away. It felt strangely stiff against his feet, absent of the gentle give and sink of the regular earthen surfaces he was used to.

The dome wrapped around the science station like a physical horizon. The ring of lights he had seen on the way down were suspended in the water outside and above, and had the effect of shining light through the translucent composite shell material with a teal tint, with flowing shadows and patterns from the movement of the water and sea life being cast across the ground.

All of this made it seem as though the tiny enclosed area was all that existed, a little island of life and civilization within a broad expanse of dark nothingness. If he had awoken there without any prior knowledge, Leon was sure that he would have thought that his body had passed into another realm, where things worked very differently and the rules of existence were fundamentally altered. He realized that for the most part, those assertions were not all that far from the truth.

“Welcome to Project Cobalt,” said Julia.

CHAPTER 3

Leon followed Julia as they made their way into the area. There was a gentle hum coming from a machine installed above the entranceway he had come out through, and he assumed that it was either an air recycler or dehumidifier.

“Let me take you on a tour,” said Julia. “It won’t take long. This dome is more of a pilot project than the finished product.”

Leon had never seen anything quite like it. The shell of the dome stretched out high overhead, and he could see that the sides of it created a smooth seal with the base of the ground.

“What happens in the event of an earthquake?” he asked.

“The dome is actually a complete sphere,” replied Julia. “It was set into a hole dug out by automated submersibles. There’s only a thin layer of ocean sand and clay on the ground, underneath that we have storage space and thermal generators.”

She led him towards a large, industrial looking building in the center of the area. Overall, the dome was no more than maybe a kilometer across, maybe even less. Leon found himself thinking intently about the logistics of such a living situation. Julia seemed to pick up on his concern just from the expression on his face.

“It’s not bad here,” she said. “Your father…your father and I really enjoyed it.”

“I’m sorry Julia,” he said. “I don’t mean to stir up any bad emotions, but I have to know…dad’s body, is it…?”

It was hard for him to even get the words out. Julia stopped and turned back towards him. He could see pain on her face, but along with it, there was something else.

“I…I had him cremated. I was hoping you could scatter his ashes, if you wanted.” Julia pushed a strand of hair out of her face and looked deep into Leon’s eyes. “We weren’t that close, in the last few months. In the last few years, even. Leon, your father’s death hurt me, it hurt a lot…but so did what came before it.”

He didn’t know what to say in reply to that. Instead, he just looked up at the lights above, outside of the dome. The lack of wind on the inside reminded him of the artificial nature of the set up.

“It’s okay, mom,” he said, not knowing what else to say. Julia smiled, as though that was all she had needed, and rubbed his shoulder.

“Come on, I want you to see the science station,” she said.

The main building looked a little like a mixture between an observation outpost and a factory. Julia led him in through the main door, which was made of polished aluminum. Inside, about a dozen scientists wearing similar outfits to her own were hard at work.

“This is where most of our research happens,” said Julia. “We’re investigating everything from ocean acidity, salinity levels, to methods for extracting resources from the sea bed, and even ways to improve the sustainability of the entire operation.”

“Well I never doubted for a second that you were a hard worker,” said Leon.

“We’re actually short on manpower, always,” said Julia. “If you don’t mind, it would be nice to have some help with some of the more hands on, brute force tasks we have on our plate.”

“Of course,” he replied.

Julia led him back outside, and they headed over to a grouping of buildings on the far edge of the inside of the dome. There were two larger ones, and at least a couple dozen smaller domiciles in rows behind them.

“This is the main meeting hall and cafeteria,” said Julia, pointing. “And that’s our recreation and simulation center. It’s the only place in Project Cobalt that serves a non-scientific purpose.”

“Sounds like where I’ll be spending most of my time,” Leon joked.

Julia stepped up to the entrance of the meeting hall and pulled the door open. It was surprisingly spacious inside, with rows of cafeteria style tables and at least twenty or thirty residents eating dinner. She walked over to a kitchen counter with treys and some cafeteria workers behind it, and Leon followed her.

“Hey Jamie,” she said to a woman working in the kitchen. “Meet my son, Leon.”

“Oh wow, I didn’t realize he’d be arriving today,” said the woman. “Nice to meet you, Leon. I’m so sorry about your father. He was…a good man.”

“Thanks,” he said. “And it’s nice to meet you too.”

His mom encouraged him to load up a plate with food, and he did, feeling his hangover in remission and his hunger back in full force. The two of them headed over to a table and sat down. Leon noticed that he appeared to be the center of attention, and tried to ignore it as he began to dig into his dinner.

“Don’t take it the wrong way, sweetie,” said Julia. “Visitors down here are essentially non-existent. Give it a day or two and the novelty will wear off.”

“To be honest, I’m not complaining,” he replied.

A tall woman with piercing green eyes and short blond hair smiled at Julia and walked over to their table. She sat down in one of the nearby chairs with a confidence that told Leon what he needed to know before she had even said anything.

“You must be Leon, our new arrival,” said the woman. “My name is Elizabeth. I’m the Project Cobalt Operations Manager here inside the dome. I’ve gotten to know your mom, and your dad, rest his soul, quite well over the course of the last month.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” he replied. “I’m grateful to be allowed down here, this is a rough time for my family. I’ll help in any way I can with the project.”

“I appreciate that, Leon,” she said. “There’s more than enough work to go around. Come find me tomorrow morning and we’ll add you into the fold.”

He nodded, and the tall woman walked over to his mom. The two of them whispered to each other for a moment, and then she walked back towards the table she had been sitting at before.

“What was that?” asked Leon.

“Oh, nothing honey,” said Julia. “Come on, if you’re done with your food, we should head back to my domicile for the night.”

The two of them walked outside of the meeting hall and over towards the rows of small habitats that Leon had noticed before. Julia stopped in front of one near the back, close to the edge of the dome, and unlocked the door.

“Here we are. I shared this one with your father, but he was barely ever in it. Most of the time he would just sleep at his work desk in the science station.”

She stepped inside, and Leon followed behind her. He was surprised by the efficiency of the setup, which had a small kitchen, living room, a bed, and a bathroom, almost in the style of a one bedroom apartment, except much nicer.

“This place looks great, mom,” he said. “I can see how the Blue Vision Corporation managed to get so many people to sign on for this mission.”

“It’s a small perk, but a perk, nonetheless.” Julia yawned, and sat down on the bed. She patted the spot next to her. “Come over here, sweetie. We haven’t really had a chance to be alone yet today.”

Leon walked over and joined her. His mom was silent for a moment, and she looked at him with eyes that made Leon feel confused, and hot. Julia leaned in towards her son, letting her large breasts rub against the side of his body.

“We’ll have to share the bed, honey,” she said. “I hope you’re not too put off by the idea of climbing under the covers with your stuffy old mother.”

“Mom…” said Leon. “I should probably…just sleep on the couch.”

She set her hand down on his thigh, and Leon felt his cock begin to stiffen and ache for attention. Julia rubbed her hand back and forth, letting her fingers draw closer to his package, and Leon couldn’t help but let out a soft, guilty moan.

“Baby I just want to take care of you,” she whispered. “You came all the way down here for me, let mommy do something for you.”

Her palm came to a rest right on top of Leon’s hard rod, and he almost gasped with pleasure. Julia quickly began unzipping his pants, and reaching her fingers down into his boxers. Her touch was warm, and caused a shiver of pleasure to run up Leon’s spine.

“Mom, you can’t,” he whispered. “I mean…this, this isn’t right.”

Julia ignored his appeal to logic and reason, and started to work his cock out through the flap of his underwear. Leon wanted nothing more than to let him stroke him, and bring him right to the brink and past it, but he couldn’t. There was too much guilt and shame involved in the act, and no matter how much he tried, he couldn’t rationalize it away.

He stood up and fixed his pants, his face blushing hot red as he looked at his mom.

“I’m sorry, mom,” he said. “This…it’s not okay. What would...dad think?”

“Honey, you don’t understand,” said Julia. “It was never like that between your father and I.”

She stood up, and stepped close to him. Leon flinched back, thinking for a second that she was going to try to make another move on him, and not knowing whether or not he’d have the willpower to be able to stop him. Instead, she brought her face close to his ear and spoke quiet words into it.

“I didn’t want you down here to just help out with the project, Leon,” she whispered. “I need emotional support. I need you to help me get through this, to comfort me, and help keep me safe.”

“Mom, I-“

“It’s okay sweetie, you’re my son, and I’m your mom, no matter what.” Julia kissed him on the lips, and the action seemed to make the words she had just spoken seem dirty and illicit. Leon wanted her, as ashamed as he was to admit it, but his confusion was almost paralyzing in its power.

She didn’t say anything else, and climbed into her bed. Leon thought about joining her for a moment, but instead, he made his way over to the couch in the living area and collapsed down on top of it. Sleep did not come quickly, that night.


CHAPTER 4

Leon only managed to doze off for a few hours before his mind forced him back into a wakeful state. He could hear Julia’s gentle breathing coming from the bed. The room was dimly lit, with the shadows cast across the floor reminding Leon a little of his apartment back on the surface.

He quietly got out of bed and made his way outside. He was surprised to see that the upper ring of lights had been dimmed, making the dome close to as dark as it might be on a typical night back up top. Leon walked across the area that his mom had shown him before, all the way over to the far side of the dome.

Leon stood in front of the shell and ran his hand across the material. It felt almost like glass, but sturdier, and colder. He could see dark shapes moving in the water on the other side, some of them small, and some of them larger. There was an entire world out there, and he could only see the vaguest hint of it.

“It’s made out of a carbon fiber reinforced plastic matrix.” Leon turned, and saw that there was a woman walking towards him from the recreation center.

As she got closer, Leon noticed her more. She was younger than most of the other scientists he had seen, about the same age as him. She was short, and had a modest figure, smallish breasts and toned hips.

“My name is Kimberly,” she said. “You can call me Kim.”

“Nice to meet you. I’m Leon, I came down on the transport earlier today.”

“Yeah, I figured as much. We don’t get new faces around here very often.” She walked over to him and leaned against the dome next to him. The two of them were silent for a moment, and then he turned towards her.

“Can I ask you something, Kim?” He looked at her, and she smiled and nodded back at him. “This entire operation, it just seems so…grand, almost ludicrous in its scope. What’s the endgame here?”

“Wow, Leon, you jump straight to the point, don’t you?” Kim seemed interested in him in a curious sort of way. “A lot of the funding for Project Cobalt came from small island nations, places that consider themselves to be at high risk when it comes to the rising sea levels. If their land gets swallowed up by the ocean, there will be nowhere for them to move to, at least nowhere unclaimed by other countries.”

“So this is a sneak preview of the world of the future, then?” he asked her. “It kind of reminds me of a space station, a proof of concept along with lofty promises.”

“The difference here is that it’s actually happening. The Japanese government is building another dome a little bigger than this one a couple of kilometers away from here. Within traveling distance by submersible, or even on foot if you’re wearing a WAVE suit.”

“A WAVE suit?” Leon asked. Kim just looked at him and smiled, clearly amused by his ignorance.

“You’ll be introduced to one of those soon enough,” she said. “I think that will probably be part of the work you’ll be doing. I’m the station communicator for expeditions, so we’ll be working together if you do end up putting one on.”

A large, dark shape moved quickly in front of where they were looking outside of the dome, and Kim let out a frightened squeal. She jumped back a little, and it was Leon’s turn to be amused.

“Scared?” he asked. The scientist rolled her eyes and then shot him an exaggerated glare.

“It seems a little strange to me that they’d send somebody down here that was afraid of sea monsters…” he said. Kim blushed a little, and gave him a playful swat on the shoulder.

“You are a pain! Julia’s going to have her hands full.” The two of them shared a laugh, and then it was silent again. Kim looked over at him as though she had something that she wanted to say, and after meeting her gaze and nodding, she stepped closer to him and crossed her arms.

“Your dad…I just think you should know, he was an amazing guy. One of the few people I really liked, and could talk to down here in the dome.” she said. “He was really focused on his research. To tell you the truth, I think the stress is what took him out. I never saw that guy take a break, he focused on his research in a way that bordered on obsession.”

Leon nodded, and was surprised to find a strange surge of sadness and nostalgia flood over him. Her description of his father perfectly matched the one he had in his mind, and he remembered feeling the same way about him throughout his childhood.

“What was he researching, anyway?” asked Leon. “He never talked about it with me, not that we spoke all that often…”

“It was all very secretive,” said Kim. “He was one of the independent scientists here on the station. He mostly did his own thing, and seemed to have independent funding.”

Leon stepped away from the dome, and tried to shift his thoughts elsewhere. He had never really known his father, he realized, and apparently neither had anyone else.

“Anyway, I have to head back to my domicile,” said Kim. “It’s the one in the row closest to the meeting hub, all the way over on the side closest to the dome. You should drop by sometime, I like talking with you.”

Leon nodded, and the female scientist watched off, her hips swaying from side to side girlishly with every step that she took. He looked back out into the darkness outside the dome for a moment, marveling at what lay out beyond the composite shell. All he could see were vague, unidentifiable shapes, and it felt a little like trying to see the stars or moon on an overcast night.

He made his way back towards Julia’s house, thinking intently as he went. He was curious about what Kim had said about his father’s research, and wanted more than anything to know more, and to gain some insight into what had preoccupied him during his last days.

Leon stepped quietly into the domicile, and made his way over to a small desk in the corner of the living area. He moved slowly to avoid waking Julia, and began to open up the drawers of the workstation, looking for anything that would shine light onto the situation and satisfy his interest.

It was mostly full of books, and none of them seemed to be topical. There was a piece of paper, really just a small scrap, but it had a couple of words written on it that caught his eye.

“Ancient…civilization,” he muttered. Julia stirred in her sleep and let out a tired moan.

“Is everything okay, honey?” she said, half asleep.

“Yeah mom, I’ll turn in soon,” he said.

Leon found himself having trouble believing that those words could have anything to do with his father’s obsession. This was the same man that had always advocated looking at the facts and trusting in science over belief. He wondered if his dad had changed in the years he’d been away, and stumbled into ideas that had fueled his emotions into chasing after them.

He sat back down on the couch, and thought about it for a while. Then, without realizing it, he drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER 5

Julia was already up when Leon awoke the next morning. He was a little taken aback by how bright it was in the domicile, with light streaming in from the windows. The angle he was at allowed him to look up at the ring of lights illuminating the dome, and they were turned up high enough to make them look almost like a halo of tiny suns, looped around the space above the dome like a hanging chandelier.

“Good morning, sweetie,” said Julia. “I’m making breakfast, bacon and eggs, just like you used to ask for back when you were a kid.”

“Uh, thanks mom,” he said. Leon slowly pulled himself out of bed, allowing his body to adjust to moving.

“I wanted to apologize for last night,” said Julia. “I don’t know what came over me. I think I’m just emotional, what with everything that has happened.”

“It’s okay, I understand,” he replied.

Leon headed first to the shower. The setup of the bathroom was different than anything he had seen before. The toilet, the walls, and the roof, were all mounted together, as though the entire thing had been molded in one piece. With the door closed behind him, the room was the shower, and a roll of toilet paper and a dry towel were stored in a small compartment in the wall. The entire far side of the room was a mirror, and he watched himself in it as he began to undress.

He slipped his clothes into the dry compartment, and then turned on the shower. After a little bit of adjusting, he found a temperature that worked for him, and enjoyed a refreshing watch. When he made his way out into the living area, Julia was getting ready to leave.

“I have to get to the science station….honey.” Her words trailed off as she turned and looked at him, and her face flushed red slightly. Leon only had the towel wrapped around him, and wondered at just what she was thinking.

“They told me not to bring any clothes with me,” said Leon. “Said that there would be plenty down here for me to wear during the duration of my stay.”

“Oh yes, of course,” said Julia. She walked over to a storage compartment behind Leon, passing close by him as she did. He found himself getting strangely excited as her body came within inches of his, and tried to keep his tool relaxed underneath the thin, insubstantial fabric of the towel.

“There are a couple of different styles for you to wear,” she said, pulling a small door open. “Pick out whatever you need…and then, uh, change into it.”

“Okay,” said Leon. There was a tense, loaded silence for a moment, and then Julia coughed.

“I should get going,” she said. “I’ll see you in the meeting hall after. Elizabeth should be there, and she’ll  give you something to do.”

“Okay mom, bye,” he said. Julia stepped towards him and wrapped her arms around him. It was a motherly gesture, but somehow Leon couldn’t help but find it to have a deeply erotic undertone. Her breasts felt soft against him, and he could feel her hot breath against his neck. It was a struggle to keep his dick under control, and guilty thoughts began to rush into his mind.

“Bye sweetie,” said Julia. She kissed him, on the cheek this time, but Leon could sense that it was a challenge for her to keep from doing more.

Finally, she broke away, and headed straight out the door. Leon let out a sigh, and then pulled some clothes out and got dressed. Most of it was rather plain, blue t-shirts and grey slacks, along with a white overcoat which he forewent.

He walked outside, and was surprised by just how different the Dome felt in the morning than it had in the evening and night. The lights above were incredibly bright, and Leon found himself wondering about what kind of power source would even be able to generate so much illumination.

It had the effect of making the water directly around the dome much lighter and more visible than it would have been otherwise. At the depth of the sea floor and Project Cobalt, almost none of the sun’s natural light made it all the way down. The lights, operating at the capacity and intensity of daylight, made it seem like there were only a couple dozen feet under the surface.

He walked over to the meeting hall, noticing several other scientists also on their way. Leon smiled at them when they looked his way, and noticed that they all seemed to view him as almost a curiosity. It was a sealed off community, and he was the new guy. In his mind, it made perfect sense.

The inside of the hall was buzzing with activity. Elizabeth was at the center of it, and Leon started over towards her only to realize that she was preoccupied with several other people. Instead, he veered off to an almost empty table that his mom was sitting at, and joined her.

“I hope you’re adjusting alright, sweetie,” she said to him.

“Well enough. It’s definitely different from living in a regular city.” Leon noticed that his mom seemed to be looking across the hall at an attractive older woman, who was sitting at another table with one of the few other men that he’d seen in the dome. “Who’s that, mom?”

“That is Kendra,” said his mom. “Stay away from her, if you can. She’s a liar, and I wouldn’t put it past her to take advantage of whatever she can. Your father…she worked her snake tongue on him more than once.”

Leon didn’t say anything, and wasn’t sure if he understood his mom’s meaning. Luckily, he didn’t have to. Elizabeth had finished delegating out tasks to the people she had been talking to and was on her way over.

“Leon, there is a site that we need an extra hand to investigate outside of the dome,” she said to him. “I know you’re still new here, but it would be a big help for us if you could learn the ins and outs of suiting up and going on an expedition.”

Leon nodded.

“Sure, I don’t mind at all. It actually sounds like it could be interesting.”

“Great. Meet up with Miles at Gate 3 in fifteen minutes. Kim is going to serve as your operational manager for the duration.”

She walked back over to the people she had been working with before, and Leon turned to his mom. She had an apprehensive look on her face.

“Honey, be really careful,” she said. “It’s dangerous heading outside the dome. There is a lot you have to be mindful of, and if you drop your guard for a second…”

“Of course mom, I will.” Leon was actually a little excited to be getting a chance to explore the sea floor. It seemed like he’d been given a chance to explore a new frontier, and the risk was not a factor he took into major consideration when he had heard Elizabeth’s request.

“I’m serious Leon. There have been disappearances before, not here at Project Cobalt, but during the testing of the WAVE suits. Divers and explorers that just vanished, and their bodies were never found.”

“Quit worrying, I’ll be fine,” he replied.

Leon rubbed her encouragingly on the shoulder, and then after one last guarantee that he’d come back alive, he headed outside of the meeting hall and began to make his way towards Gate 3. It took him a moment to get his bearings, but he managed to find it without much trouble.

Gate 3 was a different entrance than the one the submersible had docked at the previous evening. There were two large storage and equipment stations on either side of it, and a man was standing outside of one that Leon had seen before. He had been sitting next to the woman his mom had been so suspicious of in the meeting hall.

“You must be Leon,” said the man. “I’m Miles. I’ve been given the task of making sure that you don’t die or do anything stupid today.”

Leon smiled at him.

“Well, hopefully you don’t stress out too much on my behalf,” he said. “What’s the first order of business?”

“That would involve getting you fitted for a suit!” Kim had walked up behind him and covered his eyes playfully. “Guess who?”

“Ha ha, very funny,” he replied. “Come on, we shouldn’t waste time.”

Kim led him into one of the stations, and Leon was a little taken aback by what he saw inside. Running up against one of the walls was a row of strange looking suits. They were lined with artificial scales, with what looked like a small backpack attached to the shoulders.

“These are the prototype WAVE suits,” said Kim. “They’re designed to handle the intense pressure of the ocean, and contain oxygen filters in the back that recycle breathable air and also distill small amounts of it from the water. There’s also a small computer screen on the wrist that keeps track of your vitals and handles a couple of other things.”

“Nifty,” said Leon.

“They’re powered by hydrogen fuel cells, and though they look tough, you’re going to want to be very careful about bumping around with them. The pressure down here will kill you in an instant if it finds a way in.”

She walked over to Leon and began taking his measurements with a small, flexible ruler. He was slightly bemused by the process, along with Kim’s seemingly complete lack of respect for his personal space and boundaries. She had no qualms about fondling his crotch in the name of science, and it made him smile and get a little excited.

“Alright, I think you’re a high medium, maybe a small large,” she said. “The suit should tighten around your body until it perfectly fits your form. There is a breathing tube that’s going to fit into your mouth, so you won’t be able to speak regularly when you have it on.”

Leon looked over at Miles, who appeared to be rolling his eyes impatiently.

“So how do I communicate?” he asked. “I’m assuming that’s going to be at least somewhat necessary on a mission like this.”

“Sub-vocalization.” Kim picked up on the confused look her gave her and shook her head. “Basically, just move your lips and mouth as much as you can to form the words without focusing on actually making noise. It won’t be very much, the tube and suit fit very close into your mouth and on your face, but the computer will pick up on your movements and speak them out through a machine voice box.”

“Sounds good,” said Leon. Kim handed him a suit, and he started to put it on over his clothes.

“Uhm…” The female scientist was blushing a little bit as she looked at him. “You’re going to want to strip out of your clothes first. And also, take this…”

She handed him what looked like a small, padded pair of underwear.

“Wait, what is this?” he asked. Kim hurried out of the room, and when Leon turned towards Miles, he saw nothing but contempt on the man’s face.

“You’ll figure it out when you hear the call of nature,” Miles said with a smirk.


CHAPTER 6

The suit fit Leon much more tightly than he had expected, even after Kim’s explanations. It also turned out to be a lot more rigid than it had looked hanging from a hook. He had trouble even just walking in it at first, which was only made more infuriating by the ease with which Miles seemed to move around wearing the WAVE suit.

“Maybe you should hang back for this one and let a properly trained explorer take care of this.” The voice that Leon heard in his ear piece, which was also contoured and pushed into his ear canal, sounded robotic, but with a strangely natural tonality that was more advanced than most artificial speech generators that he had heard before.

He tried to subvocalize a response, and failed in his first attempt miserably. The breathing tube pushed into his mouth, almost up to the back of his throat. It made him gag a little at first, but the feeling abated after a couple of minutes.

“Leon? Can you hear me?” asked Kim. Her voice sounded almost musical in his ear, which was a refreshing change from the annoying jabs of Miles.

“I…I can hear you,” he finally managed. It felt weird hearing the machine voice in place of his own, almost as though he was listening to a recording of himself speaking.

“I’m going to have the two of you head into the pressurized chamber,” said Kim. “It will slowly fill with water over the course of a minute or two, and then you’ll be outside. I’ll run you through the basics before we get underway with the mission.”

Leon followed Miles into Gate 3 and stood in the pressure chamber. The hatch closed behind them, and a flexible polymer shield rolled into place over it and seemed to meld into the contours of the door. This was followed by a couple of loud popping noises, and then water began to flood into the room, not from the outside where Leon was expecting, but from a small tube in the framework of the dome structure.

“We pressurize the chamber with stored water, first,” said Kim. “It allows us to have a lot more control, and reduces damage to the gates. Otherwise, there’s a chance that they could react to the outside pressure in a rather…unsavory manor.”

The water slowly filled the room, and Leon was surprised that he could feel the temperature of it through his suit. He waited as it rose up past his ankles, and then his waist, and then over his head as the room became completely submerged.

“Don’t try anything stupid when we get outside,” said Miles. “The last thing I need is the trouble of saving your ass from some dumb shit newbie mistake.”

“Nice attitude, man,” replied Leon.

The outer door finally opened, and Leon stepped through it ahead of Miles. He felt strangely agoraphobic as he stepped out onto the true ocean floor. The bottoms of his suited feet had weights attached to them, which were just heavy enough to keep him from floating up and make walking possible.

“Alright Leon, try moving around a little but,” said Kim in his ear. “You should be able to make a decent pace. I forgot to mention, your backpack also doubles as a water turbine, you can use it to accelerate or launch yourself up higher, if you need to.”

Miles was tuned in to the same frequency, and turned his on to demonstrate. He shot forward, moving almost like a fish, and then twisted and launched up higher into the water until Leon almost couldn’t see him. He came down near the entrance to the gate, and crossed his arms as though becoming impatient.

“Hurry up and figure this shit out, we haven’t got all day,” he said.

After a little bit of experimentation, Leon got to the point of being comfortable with all of the new technology. The water turbine was fun, and also essential to moving at higher speeds. Using it allowed him to move through the water at speeds that were at first hard for him to control. He also found a small headlamp attached to the forehead of the suit, which he realized would be critical after they moved outside of the small illuminated area close to the dome.

There was sea life all around them, but most of it seemed to keep a small distance away. Leon was a bit more wary of the shadows and movement than he had been watching it on the other side of the dome. He had intentionally avoided asking Kim or Miles about just what else was out in the ocean depths, fearing that the knowledge of it might do him more harm than good.

“Alright, I’m all set,” he subvocalized once he had gotten down the basics. “Where are we headed, Kim?”

“Right now the two of you are on the southern side of the dome,” she said. “We haven’t explored much out here yet, but one of our ocean cartographers picked up some signs of something unusual about two klicks out. Just keep headed straight south and you should get a visual on it before too long.”

It would take them a little over a half hour to make the trip. Leon was still adjusting to the fit of his suit, but on top of that, he found himself having to focus on moving forward and not being distracted by all of the sights the ocean had to offer.

There were fish of every shape, size, and color. Once they had moved a couple hundred feet beyond the dome, it was too dark for him to see anything in the water other than what his head lamp illuminated, but everywhere he pointed it, there seemed to be some sort of life.

“Quit wasting time,” said Miles. “We’re here to do a job, not scuba dive.”

Leon ignored him, but continued forward. They reached the sight after another minute or two, and what he saw when they arrived seemed like something out of his dreams.

The remnants of a large, wooden ship lie in front of them. It was encrusted with life, and a huge gaping hole in its hull seemed to serve as a passageway for fish and sea creatures in the area. Leon slowly moved over to it, taking large, floating steps as he approached.

“Kim, can you see any of this?” he asked.

“I’m watching the live feed from your headcam,” she replied. “It’s about what I was expecting. Most likely the two of you are the first humans to ever lay eyes on this thing.”

“Let’s take a look at the inside,” said Miles. The two of them ducked in through the hole and began shining their headlamps into the ship.

“Hmm, this is strange,” said Leon. “There are some old chests here, but they look like they’ve already been raided.” He looked inside one of them and reached around within. There were a couple of old coins, with strange, arcane writing on them, but Leon got the feeling that there had once been many more.

“Bring one of them back if you can, some of the archaeologists here would kill to get their hands on them,” said Kim.

“This place is a bust, I don’t see anything of interest,” said Miles. “Let’s turn-“

His sub-vocalization cut off in mid-sentence, and the entire hull of the ship suddenly shook and flipped slightly to the side. Leon moved fast and pushed Miles out of the way, saving him from being struck by a large wooden spur as the structure began to collapse on top of them.

“What the hell was that?” Leon swam up through the hole in the hull, which had shifted with the ship so much that it was now above them. His headlamp caught sight of something swimming up as he exited, but it was too far out for him to gleam any details from it other than the fact that it was big, and fast.

“It was probably just us moving around inside,” said Miles. “This is an old shipwreck.”

“No, it was definitely some type of creature,” he said. “Kim, did you see any of that?”

“I couldn’t make much out on my feed, but I can review the recording later, if you want,” she said.

“I’d appreciate that,” said Leon. “Come on, let’s get headed back.”

They made much better time on their return trip to Project Cobalt, in part for Leon’s experimentation with the water turbine’s thrust capacity. Miles seemed to be silently stewing about something, and Leon wasn’t interested in delving into what. The unlocked the outer hatch of Gate 3 and stepped back into the facility without saying much to each other.

The pressurized hatch slowly drained, in much the same way as it had filled earlier. The inner door opened, and Miles stepped through it first, stripping out of his suit with practiced ease. Leon, on the other hand, found himself struggling to even get the seals on the airtight layer loosened.

“Here, “ said Kim. “Let me, uh, give you some help with that.”

She pulled him off and into the small storage room that they had taken the equipment out of originally. Miles had changed and move on at this point, leaving just the two of them in a relatively private, enclosed space together. It was hard for Leon’s mind not to wander and think about just how pretty Kim was, and the fact that she was helping him get undressed only seemed to intensify his feelings.

“These suits can be pretty tricky to get off at first,” she said. “The stick to your body like a second skin.”

She ran her fingers along the various seals, coming into direct contact with Leon’s naked flesh. He felt a little embarrassed, especially at the fact that his cock at the strange situation.

“Thanks,” he said. “I can take it from here.”

“Oh no you don’t,” said Kim. “I’m the expedition manager. I have to take care of all of the needs of my explorers.”

She pulled the suit down, exposing the lower half of Leon’s body and his hard member, which bounced up as if it had been drafted for duty. There was a strange smile on Kim’s face, and she looked at his nakedness with an expression that seemed downright provocative.

Her face was level with his crotch, and he could feel her hot breath on him. Kim locked eyes with him as she moved her lips closer and closer to his cock, and time seemed to slow to a crawl, and the temperature in the room went up through the roof.

Suddenly, reality seemed to snap back with a vengeance. The young expedition manager was on her feet, and seemed to be deeply ashamed at her own behavior.. She turned away from him, and Leon felt himself aching under the pressure of his hard cock, and wishing that she had gone through with what she’d obviously been considering.

“I’m sorry, you should get dressed,” she whispered to him. Leon smiled at her.

“Okay, it’s fine,” he said. “Can we talk later?”

Kim nodded, and then hurried out of the storage room. Leon pulled his clothes out of the tiny locker against the wall, and slowly began to pull them on. He was tired, and filled with a strange burning sensation that felt like it needed to be taken care of.


CHAPTER 7

The underwater expedition had taken a good deal longer than Leon had realized. It was already late in the afternoon, or as much of an afternoon as the ring of lights above would allow for. His mind wandered as he walked, and he found himself thinking about his father’s desk from the night before, and the research he had been working on right up until the end.

He headed for the library, figuring that at the very least, he could get started on some background reading related to whatever his father had been after. Leon felt almost like he was trying to play detective and solve a mystery, except he wasn’t sure if there would even be a solution in the end.

Next to the recreational hub stood the building that he was looking for. It was large, at least by the standards of Project Cobalt, and Leon headed in through the front door. There was no attendant behind the front desk, and he gave himself permission to head into the shelves of books and begin digging around.

He felt as though calling the center a library was a little bit of a misnomer. Most of the space was devoted to archaeological finds, and most of what was on the shelves was research papers and dense original sources.

After a couple of minutes of looking, he managed to find a very general volume about island civilizations in the region of Polynesia around the dome, and sat down at a table to begin reading it. He’d only just taken a seat when he noticed that there was somebody watching him from across the room.

It was the woman that his mom had pointed out to him earlier that morning, Kendra. She was wearing one of the standard issue white overcoats, but seemed to wear it in a way that was more open, hanging from the edges of her shoulders and giving him a great view of her large breasts on her petite frame.

She smiled at him when their eyes met, and then stood up and started walking over to him. For some reason, Leon felt his heart begin to speed up. Kendra leaned over his table, setting her hands down on it and letting her tits dangle down in front of his face.

“You’re Leon, right?” she asked. “Max’s son…you look just like him, so handsome.”

“Uh, thank you,” he said.

“I’m Kendra,” said the woman. “I’m so happy that you were able to come down here, your step mom must be thrilled to have you around in her time of need.”

As she spoke, the older woman began to rub her hand gently on Leon’s shoulder. He was still excited from what had happened with Kim before, and had to will his lower half from getting too worked up.

“Yeah, well, I’m glad too,” he replied. “It’s also been nice just to be a part of the project, and see the dome from the inside.”

“Oh, I’m sure,” she said, taking the book from the table. “I see you’re also interested in your late father’s research.”

Leon didn’t say anything. A strange suspicion began to take hold in his mind, but it immediately seemed to run into conflict with his arousal. Kendra smiled at him coyly, as though that had been her attention from the start, and then surprised him but gently sitting down on his lap.

“If you have anything you want to ask me about what he was up to…” Kendra pushed her soft butt against Leon’s cock, causing it to pulse with pleasure. “Or if you just want to bounce ideas off me, or anything you want, just let me-“

“Kendra!” Leon turned, and saw Miles standing at the entrance of the library, visibly angry. He started over towards the two of them, and Kendra leaned her face in close to his ear.

“Let’s talk some more later, in private,” she whispered.

Miles seemed to stomp rather than walk, and glared at Leon as he stopped in front of the two of them.

“I, Elizabeth told me to come find you,” he said. “And I need to talk to you about some of the coins we found in the new wreck.”

“Of course Miles, let’s go take care of it,” she replied. The two of them left the library, leaving Leon alone with the book and an erection that felt like it was on the verge of boiling over.

He spent the next few hours poring over the text, and finding nothing that seemed unusual. Whatever it was that his father had found, it wasn’t something related to anything that had been previously published. None of the names matched up, and Leon ended up caving due to the dimming lights and his own hunger and heading back to Julia’s domicile.

It was dark out as Leon made his way across the dome. He had trouble estimating the time as easily as he could on the surface, but he was sure that it was past dinner. He entered his mom’s dwelling quietly, and found her sitting on the couch, watching a recording of something on the screen on the wall. The only thing she had on was a thin nightgown, and she patted the seat next to her and smiled at him as he made his way over.

“Have a seat, sweetie,” she said softly. “How was your day?”

“It was fine,” he said. “Mom…can you tell me a little more about what Dad was studying right before his death?”

All of the color seemed to drain out of Julia’s face. She stood up and walked over to Leon, and then dragged him over to the couch and sat him down on it. She was shaking her head from side to side, and Leon could tell that she was deeply upset.

“Stay away from all of it, Leon!” she said. “Don’t you dare go down the same path that he did!”

“Mom, I just want to know-“

“No! It’s not okay!” She grabbed one of his hands in hers and began aggressively rubbing his thigh. After all of the teasing that had happened to Leon that day, he was totally unable to keep his body from responding in the same way any man’s would.

“I didn’t find anything out,” said Leon. “But why is it such a big deal?”

Julia leaned forward, bringing her chest closer to him. The night gown she was wearing was shear, and Leon realized that he could see her breasts and nipples right through it.

“Honey, why don’t you just listen to me,” whispered his mom. “You aren’t here to dig up the past, you’re here for your mom. And she’ll take care of you, if you let her.”

She brought her hand down, slowly. Leon knew where it was headed before it even began to get close to arriving. His cock begin to stiffen in anticipation, and when Julia finally began rubbing his hard package he felt his body shiver from how good it felt.

“Oh god, mom,” he moaned.

“Shhh, honey,” she said. “You came all the way down here for me, why don’t I make it worth it for you?”

She shifted, and for a moment Julia sat down on her son’s lap. She pulled Leon’s hands up to her breasts, and he began to massage them without even thinking. It felt so good, and his body seemed to know exactly what to do, even if it was his mom.

“We can’t…” he forced himself to say.

“There are plenty of things that we can do together that are just fine, sweetie,” said Julia.  She began rubbing her butt against his cock, shifting until it slipped into a comfortable spot. Leon couldn’t stop himself from thrusting back, and could feel his mom’s warmth pouring out.

The two of them increased their pace. It felt like they were fucking with clothes on, and Leon was both aroused and incredibly mortified at the situation. He knew he had to put a stop to it, but something in his mind kept telling him to keep going, for just a second longer, and then a minute.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you honey?” whispered Julia.

“Mom, this isn’t right.” By this point, Leon felt as though he was speaking lines from a script that he didn’t like. His cock wanted his mom, it wanted to be inside her, and pound into her senselessly until he could blow his load deep inside, and get the relief he so desperately needed.

“It’s just fine, sweetie,” said Julia. “There is a lot going on her under the dome, and I want you to have a clear head.”

She turned towards him and slid her body down his, slowly and deliberately. Leon felt his cock rub in between her thighs, against her warm folds, and then against her stomach, and finally, Julia took both of her large breasts and pulled them across.

She pulled Leon’s pants down, and then his boxers. A small dot of pre cum was already eagerly awaiting her, and she rubbed it into the head of his cock with her thumb.

“I know you like this, Leon,” she said. “Just let it feel good, baby, I just want you to feel good.”

Julia took her soft fingers and slowly wrapped them around her son’s cock. Leon moaned before she had even started pumping. His cock was pulsing with excitement underneath her touch, and as she slowly began to stroke him off, he wanted more than anything to urge her on.

“Oh, mom,” he said. That was about all he found himself able to say. The situation almost seemed like an intense dream, or some type of hallucinogenic experience, it was so powerful. Julia had a look on her face that was both motherly and indecent at the same time, and that and the unbelievable pleasure racing through his body was all Leon could think about.

“That’s it, honey,” whispered Julia. “Go ahead, Leon, it’s okay. I’m doing this all for you.”

He began thrusting his hips forward to meet her hand each time it came back and forth. Julia’s face was so close to his cock, and he could feel her humid breath tickling it on every exhale. He could feel himself slowly building to the brink, and so could his mom. She brought her hand up and slid it under his shirt, and Leon felt himself being pulled over the edge.

“Oh god, mom!” he cried. His cock began to spasm, spraying out powerful jets of white hot cum onto his mom’s night gown. Julia just smiled and continued jerking him off with a strange mixture of motherly love and sexual intensity.

“There, doesn’t that feel better Leon?” she asked him. His cock slowly began to settle down, along with his breathing. Leon lied down on the couch, mentally and physically exhausted, and after a minute he felt his mother place a blanket over him.

“Just rest for tonight sweetie,” she whispered. “You have a big day ahead of you tomorrow.”

That much he knew was true, and this time, sleep came easily for Leon.

END
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“
Try giving it some more gas this time, bro,”

The sun was high in the sky, infusing the air with heat and humidity, and Dave was frustrated. He was trapped in the driver’s seat of a broken down Dodge Neon, about 10 miles from the nearest town, with his step mom, Lana, his step sister, Tara, and her close friend, Liz. Dave tried the engine again, this time pushing down the gas pedal as he did. Nothing happened.


“
It’s no use, we’re going to have to come up with something else,” he said.

The four of them were on their way to the wedding of Dave’s brother. The trip had been relatively uneventful so far, with Dave doing most of the driving, occasionally assisted by his sister. They had spent the last 6 hours in the car, comforted by the air conditioning, until now.


“
It’s way too hot in here, I’m going to see what’s up the road,” Dave’s step mom said.

He looked over at her. A bead of sweat was dripping down her neck, and it seemed to curve on its way down and fall into the cleavage of her nicely formed 34D cup breasts. The flirty summer dress she was wearing was anything but modest, and even though she was a rather petite five foot four woman, it still seemed too small for her. Dave politely averted his gaze.


“
Alright mom, go ahead,” said Dave. “I’ll see what I can look up on my phone and keep an eye on these two.”

Lana had been his step mom for almost 5 years now. It was time for him to get used to it. He’d been 14 when his dad remarried, and even though she was almost 15 years older than him, he still felt as though she was far too young to be his step mom. The fact that she had the looks and body of a woman half her age also didn’t help in the slightest. As he watched her start walking away, his eyes were drawn to the soft, perfect curves of her butt, and the distinctive wiggle it made every time she took a step. He felt guilty, but also remembered some of the conversations he’d had with his friends from school about the sex appeal of various local women involved in school functions, with his mom almost always coming out on top.

For the most part, it had never complicated Dave’s home life. His friends had always been polite enough when they were in her presence, aside from the blatant flirting and ogling of her body. The issue for him personally had always just been from his own hormones as a teenager, as far as he could tell. Seeing her in a towel with her tits threatening to pop out would instantly get him excited, and necessitate at least one guilty jerk off session with her (or a woman he imagined to look just like her) as the focus. It felt wrong and immoral, but on more than occasion Dave had just become too horny to resist.


“
Call if anything happens mom!” Dave heard his sister Tara yell out to Lana as she made her way further down the road. “We’ll be fine here!”

Of course they would be, Dave thought. Tara had managed to convince Lana to let her “close friend” Liz accompany them to the wedding at the last second after negotiating the extra seating arrangement with Dave’s brother. As Dave had been aware of for the past couple of years, his sister was a lesbian. She was three years older than him, and came back from college a changed woman, in more than just one way. Though he didn’t have any concrete evidence, it was obvious to him that Tara and Liz shared a closer relationship than just friends, and he often heard noises that sounded like muffled moans coming from Tara’s room on the nights Liz would sleep over. He had masturbated to what he thought he could hear, once, and felt extremely weird the next morning.

He looked over at his sister and her friend, noticing them becoming more physically affectionate now that Lana was almost out of eye sight. Dave’s step mom was a Christian in the classical, almost fundamentalist sense, and though she would occasionally espouse her belief in the right for people to be able to do whatever they wanted with their freedom, Dave was positive that it didn’t extend to her own daughter getting sexual with another woman.


“
I’m going to see if I can get better reception,” said Dave as he got out of the car. “Will you two be fine here alone?” he asked, with a special emphasis on the last word.


“
Oh yeah, it’s fine,” Tara said, looking pleased.

Dave walked off opposite the direction his step mom had gone in. The whole trip had been somewhat eventful, and he was actually welcoming the change of pace the car breaking down was providing. He ran a Google search for the nearest auto shop to their location, and within five minutes he had called for a tow and gotten a quote of how much it would cost. The modern marvel of smartphones, he thought.

As Dave made his way back the car, he noticed a very suggestive fog on the windows. He didn’t want to ruin what might an amazing opportunity for his sister to fool around with her friend, but his curiosity got the better of him. He walked over to the car and opened the back left door. Tara had her shirt off, and the right hand of Liz was rubbing up against her crotch.


“
Hey,” Dave said, smiling “Mom’s going to be back soon and a tow truck is on the way.”

He had to admit, the situation was pretty erotic, and he could feel a good amount of tingling in his dick as he looked at them. Dave had never really paid much attention to his step sister’s body. Tara didn’t have the breasts and butt of her mom, but that wasn’t really her fault. It was hard to compare any woman to Lana and have them come out on top. Dave could definitely see what his dad saw in her.


“
Dave, this isn’t what it looks like!” Tara protested, covering up her exposed chest with her shirt.


“
I don’t care, I’m not mom.” Dave said “You two can go wild, just don’t get caught.”

He looked up and could see a large truck with a winch on the back approaching in the distance. Damn, that was fast, he thought. He leaned his head back into the car to make sure the girls were decent, and then stood on the side of the road and waved it down. The tow truck driver backed his winch up against the sedan’s bumper, and in short order, had it secured.


“
Thanks a ton,” Dave said. “Are there any hotels close to your auto shop?”


“
Yeah, there’s one nearby,” said the mechanic. “I can give you guys a lift, but I only have two seats.”

Lana had just arrived back and overheard their conversation.


“
Well, can’t you make two trips?” she asked.

The driver gave her a blank look.


“
It’s fine, mom” Dave said. “You sit on my lap, and Liz sits on Tara’s. It won’t be the comfiest arrangement, but it will save us time and money.”

Tara and Liz piled into the cab of the truck first, taking the seat nearest to the driver’s. There didn’t appear to be much room left in the other seat for one extra person, let alone two, along with their bags. Dave did his best to squeeze in, and then pulled his step mom up on top of him. Closing the door was another chore, and the tow truck driver had to push on it from the outside to ensure that the clasp had fully caught.


“
There” said Dave. “Everybody comfy?”

Nobody else in the truck answered, and the driver started off. Dave realized, almost immediately, that having his step mom on his lap was not going to end well. The curves of her soft butt seemed to mush against his dick, which began to swell up within the first thirty seconds of her being on top of him.


“
Are you okay, Dave?” Asked Lana, who from the sound of her voice could feel exactly what was going on.


“
Yeah, I’m fine.” He said, and then laughed. “Hopefully it’s not too long of trip.”

No sooner than the words had left his mouth, the truck was forced to pull onto a back road detour to avoid construction work. It was an old dirt road, full of potholes, nooks, and crannies. Dave’ mom jiggled around in his lap, and his dick became even harder. He tried to get his mind off the situation, but it was tough to focus on anything else. The sensation was amazing, and his cock, now rock hard and at its full length, had nestled itself with her soft and perfect butt cheeks. Every bump they hit seemed to slide Lana forward and back, and to Dave, it felt like he was being jerked off by a cloud of flesh.


“
Are we almost there?” Dave asked the truck driver. His dick felt like it wanted to explode, and he had never been so overwhelmed by horniness in his entire life.


“
Sorry, it will just be a minute more,” the driver replied.

Suddenly, they went over a large bump, and Dave felt his mom bounce up in the air. As she came down, her dress rode up, leaving her bare panties exposed and pushing against Dave’s thin shorts. It felt amazing, and was incredibly erotic. He knew that she could feel his cock at this point, and could only wonder how dirty it must feel for her to have it wedged against her cunt like it was.


“
Are you okay, mom?” he whispered into her ear. It came out sounding much naughtier than intended.


“
I’m fine, honey, just fine”

His step mom did his best to calm him down, rubbing her hand on his thigh in a way that was meant to be helpful, but in reality, it just made Dave’s cock twitch with excitement. He had been grabbing her thighs since the beginning of the ride, and began pushing his crotch up and grinding against his mom intentionally. He could see the look on her face, a mixture of embarrassment and guilt, with just a sliver of pleasure mixed in. Dave felt much the same way. One of his hands slid up to her stomach, and his mom made no move to stop it. His mind was filled with thoughts of her body, what she would look like naked, what she would feel like naked, it was intoxicating. He hoped that they would reach the hotel soon, but even more than that he was conflicted with an extreme desire to spray his white hot load all over his step mom’s perfect ass.

They pulled up to the hotel just seconds later, and Dave let out a sigh of relief as his mom got off his lap and out of the truck cab. They had been extremely close to crossing a line that would have made the rest of his life extremely weird.   He paid the truck driver and made plans to stop by the auto shop the next day, and then followed the girls inside, his dick still at half-mast and wet with pre cum. Lana was already talking to the front desk manager when Dave caught up to her. She still looked a little out of breath from the sordid incident in the truck, but managed to meet Dave’s eyes when he approached.


“
They’re saying that they only have two rooms left” she said.


“
That’s probably fine, you can have one and the three of us will take the other” replied Dave, still very conscious of both what had just happened during the ride and his still semi aroused penis.


“
What? No, we need our own room” cried Tara. “I mean, it wouldn’t really be appropriate for Dave to be sharing a bed with us.”

The front desk manager took the opportunity to butt in “Typically our policy is no more than two adults to a room” he said. “Each of our suites only has one bed and a small love seat.”

Dave looked at his mom. More than anything, he wanted to avoid going back to where he had been in the truck. His lust and hormones had gotten the better of him, and the fact that his step mom had come so close to being the outlet made him feel dirty.


“
I think it’s fine” he heard his mom say. “Dave and I can share a room, and you two can have the other.”

Dave held his tongue, feeling like there was no point in arguing now that his mom had made up her mind. Looking over at Tara and Liz, he could see the excitement on their faces and didn’t have to make any leap of imagination to understand where it was coming from. They were going to fool around tonight, and make each other writhe in the ecstasy of numerous orgasms.

He looked over at his mom and felt his dick tingle slightly. The experience of having her on his lap in the truck was still fresh on his mind. He knew what her curves felt like, how her butt seemed to be perfectly shaped and designed for a cock to slide right up into. He could imagine what it would feel like to be pounding her from behind and experiencing the full benefits of that cushion, and as he did, he felt guilty.


“
We’re room 272” she said. “Are you ready to head on up, honey? We’re going to need our sleep for the drive tomorrow.”

The four of them got into the elevator and went up to the second floor. Tara and Liz were in 273, right next door.


“
Great” said Tara. “Me and Liz are going to watch a movie, we’ll see you two in the morning”

Dave wondered if his mom had any inkling as to why they were so eager as they both headed into their own room. He decided against hinting outright, and instead keyed the door pen with the electronic card and brought his bag in. The room was nice, and included a private bathroom, a nice flat screen HD TV, and just as the front desk person had pointed out, one bed and one small love seat. He had been planning on letting his mom take the bed, but upon seeing just how tiny the love seat looked, he immediately had second thoughts.


“
How are we going to make this work, mom?” Dave asked. The floor didn’t look all that uncomfortable, he thought to himself.


“
We’ll both share the bed, honey” she said. “It’s no big deal.”

The silence that followed her comment seemed to fly right in the face of its base assumption. It wasn’t a big deal on paper, true. But all Dave could think about at that moment was the experience of having his mom on his lap in the truck, the feel of her perfect ass. It was clearly taboo territory, and now the idea of sharing a bed with her for the night seemed to excite him, or at least his cock, even further. He coughed.


“
Mom, I’m not so sure that’s a good-“


“
Dave, I said it was fine” she said in a reprimanding tone. “You’re my step son, and we can be adults about this.”

He wasn’t so sure, but figured that if he managed to get some time to himself in the shower, it would be doable, and dropped the subject.


“
Alright then, we’ll share the bed. Do you have any ideas for dinner?” he asked


“
I figured we could relax here for a bit, maybe watch some TV, and then head out on the town and see what we could find” she said.


“
It might be a little while before the two of them are done with their movie” Dave said, forcing himself to keep an even and believable tone. He didn’t always see eye to eye with his sister, but wasn’t about to cock block her either, metaphorically speaking.


“
That’s fine, I could definitely use a shower in the meantime” Lana said.

While Lana took some clothes out of her bag and got set up in the shower, Dave turned on the TV and took to browsing through the channels. It was the standard cable stuff, and though he’d watched plenty of television before, it had been more than a couple of years since he’d last watched anything beyond what he could find online. He found the commercials to be particularly hilarious, giving him a sense of why he stopped watching the networks to begin with, along with a small and unexpected twinge of nostalgia. Scrolling up through the browser menu of channels, he eventually arrived on about a dozen or so that were clearly adult oriented, pay per view affairs. He clicked on one, and to his surprise, the channel changed to it without bringing up a forced pay wall.

A young man and an older, but still very sexy and attractive woman were on the forefront of the screen, sitting on a bed. He could see that the young man was massaging the woman’s leg seductively, and whispering in her ear. The woman seemed to be hesitant, and kept smoothing her blue dress out and breathing nervously as the guy felt her up. He kept whispering something in her ear, but Dave couldn’t figure out how to turn the sound up on the remote to hear just what he was saying. Eventually the man progressed further, and had ridden his hand up her dress, clearly massaging the woman’s crotch. She rolled her head back in pleasure, and as she leaned back on the bed her body seemed to open up, inviting the young man to mount her and do what he intended.


“
Dave, do you want to take a shower or are you all set?” Lana had stepped out of the bathroom, still dripping wet and wearing nothing more than a towel. The standard hotel issue ones were smaller than normal, and her breasts were pushed tight together, spilling her cleavage out the top to its very limit. The bottom barely made it down to her hips, and Dave got the feeling that if she were to bend over it would ride up to at least her waist. The thought sent blood pumping straight down into his rod.


“
Oh, no thanks mom, I’ll take one when we get back” he said. The scene on the TV was heating up. The man had his shirt off and was pawing hungrily at the woman’s breasts through her dress. He was sitting on top of her and dry humping his cock right into her thighs. Reaching with one arm, he pulled her dress down and two naked breasts popped right out. Dave was aroused, especially by the fact that Lana was still standing in the door way facing him, clad in almost nothing, and totally oblivious to the sex scene playing out on the TV due to the angle.


“
Alright” she said, seemingly in thought. Her body was on perfect display for Dave, and the couple on the TV screen had progressed even further, and the man’s pants were now off. Dave could feel his cock becoming rapidly hard as the man began to thrust against the woman.


“
What are you watching?” she asked. Dave scrambled to change the channel, and then pulled a sheet over his lap as an afterthought.


“
Nothing” he said. The look on Lana’s face was one of mild skepticism. Still wearing only a towel, she walked across his field of view and over to the small kitchen area.


“
I need some more soap for the bathroom, I think there might be some in this top cabinet” she said. The cabinet seemed to be just a little too high up, and she pulled herself onto the very tips of her toes to try and reach it. Her towel seemed to ride up with her, bringing the bottom of her naked butt into clear focus for Dave. He was quite surprised that it stayed on her as she stretched her arms up. Her wet hair dripped water on the ground, and the whole scene seemed to be something designed to be overtly suggestive.


“
Here, let me help” said Dave. His main concern was getting his mom back into the bathroom before his cock became too excited. It was hard enough to imagine sharing a hotel room with her for the night without bringing a raging erection into the mix. He walked up behind Lana and reached over her into the cabinet.


“
Oh, thank you” she said, stepping slightly away from the cabinet and unintentionally pushing her exposed ass right against Dave’s sensitive cock. He felt it, and had to fight the temptation to grind his hips against her.


“
It might be deep in there” she said, not moving.


“
Oh yeah? Let me see just how deep I can get” Dave reached higher up into the cabinet and pushed his crotch against his mom’s butt. She was still warm from the hot shower, and the softness of her flesh reminded Dave of the truck ride, spurring on his hardness and making him want to see how far he can take things.


“
Thanks, Dave” she said. “You’re always so helpful.”

Dave finally found the soap in the back of the cabinet, and as he pulled it out, his mother turned to face him directly. He presented it to her with a smile, and she leaned in, giving him a hug as a reward. He felt his hard cock sliding up against her flesh as he reciprocated, pulling her against him.


“
This whole situation has been so frustrating” she said. “You’ve been so helpful this entire time, it really makes me happy.”


“
I know, mom” he said, still hugging her. Several more seconds passed, and the line between a safe, motherly hug seemed to have been crossed. Dave was grinding his body against his mom, entranced by the feeling of his hardness rubbing against her. “It’s been a little frustrating for me, too.”


“
If there’s anything I can do to help, just let me know” Lana said, twisting up to look him in the eyes. As she did, the unthinkable happened, and her towel fell to the ground. Dave ran his eyes over her body, absorbing the image of his mother’s perfect curves, soft pink nipples, and clean shaven and inviting cunt into his mind. The two of them continued holding each other for a split second afterwards, and then Lana seemed to snap out of it.


“
Oh, jesus!” She grabbed her towel and raced back into the bathroom.


“
Mom, do you need any help?” Dave asked as he heard the door shut. “I can come in, if you do.”

More than anything he wanted into that bathroom. He had never felt so aroused and horny in his life. He also felt like he’d done something wrong, with his mother taking flight after the hug like that. But he didn’t care. His cock was hard, and he wanted to go into the bathroom and be with his step mom. He wanted to show her the state that she’d put him in.


“
I’m fine Dave!” She yelled through the door. “Wait out there, I, I need a minute alone.”

It took about twenty minutes before Lana was finally ready to come out. When she did, Dave immediately saw just from the look on her face exactly how much trouble she was having properly identifying and coping with what had just happened.


“
It’s fine for us to hug, Dave” she said. “Just from now on, we probably shouldn’t do it when I’m only wearing a towel.”

Dave settled his things into the apartment and changed into another set of clothes. Lana shouted through the bathroom door that she was headed down to the lobby to get some info on the local attractions, and he heard the door shut as she left. His dick was still semi erect, but he unfortunately recognized that there just wasn’t any time for it. Later, perhaps, he thought. But at the same time, the idea of doing it in the bathroom of a hotel room, and then having to share a bed with his mom the entire night was a little unsettling to him. Or worse, what if he felt the need to take care of himself during the night, or had a sex dream, with his mom right there in the bed? He forced the thoughts out of his mind and headed out into the hallway to grab Liz and Tara. They were leaving their room right as he left his.


“
Hey baby bro” said Tara. Her face looked refreshed and she and Liz were both in new outfits. It wasn’t hard for Dave to make the connection to what they’d been up to, but he tried to not let it show on his face.


“
Hey you two” he said. “How was the movie?”

Tara and Liz shared a secretive, coy smile.


“
Fine” they both replied in perfect unison.


“
Hey, sorry you got stuck having to share a room, too” said Tara. “I realize it kind of takes the fun out of being at a hotel when you’re in such a small space, bumping elbows with your mom.”


“
Yeah, it’s definitely a small room” said Dave. They’d already bumped more than just that, he thought, feeling slightly guilty and weirded out by the fact that his dick still felt so excited. “Anyway, what I really need right now is to just get some food.”


“
We’re going to get more than that” said Tara. “Liz says there’s a great club just a couple of blocks from here. 18+, I say we check it out and do some dancing.”


“
Mom is not going to be down to just let us take off to a club” Dave said. “She’s not exactly the open minded type.”


“
Then let’s bring her with us, I’m sure she’ll manage to have fun after a drink or two.”

The three of them made their way down to the lobby and met up with Lana, who was getting directions from the girl behind the desk. She looked amazing in her outfit, sporting a short cotton skirt that showed off her luscious hips and sexy thighs, along with a nice sweater that clung to her frame in a way that somehow managed to be both appropriate and suggestive at the same time.


“
Hey you three” she said as they walked up. “Apparently there is a really nice burger joint right down the road that we can walk to.”


“
Burgers?” Tara said, rolling her eyes. “Can’t we eat somewhere nice?”


“
It’s the only place that’s nearby that doesn’t require a reservation, no arguments” Lana said.

They walked as a group down the road towards the restaurant, Tara and Liz following Dave and Lana. Dave looked over his shoulder at one point and was mildly surprised to see the two of them holding hands. They were not really trying all that hard to be subtle, he thought. He looked over at his mom. She had her phone out, and was obviously trying to navigate with it, reading street signs as they went and double checking. Her outfit was phenomenal, as Dave had noticed before. His eyes were drawn immediately to her breasts, and even though the sweater didn’t show much skin, the shape and size of them was still apparent enough to make him feel horny and pent up.


“
It should be right up here” Lana said, still staring at her phone.


“
There it is” said Dave, pointing. They were in a downtown area, and there was a good amount of foot traffic, which wasn’t surprising on a Friday night. “And it looks like the club you wanted to check out is right across the street”

Tara turned to him, surprised that he had brought it up.


“
So yeah mom, I forgot to ask but, is it ok if me and Liz check out what the place is about after we eat?” She asked. “And Dave too, if he wants.”

The look on Lana’s face was one of obvious concern, mixed with more than a drop of disapproval.


“
Clubs are not good places for people your age” she said. “I know I sound old fashioned, but I’m serious! And especially not one in a city that you don’t really know well.”


“
Why don’t you come with us then?” Tara asked. “You know you love to dance, come on, it will be fun!”

Lana frowned silently, but seemed to relent.

They went into the restaurant and grabbed some food, sitting down to eat in one of the booths by the window. Tara and Liz chatted with each other about dancing, and the clubs they’d each frequented in their home towns. Lana seemed to pout, still annoyed at the conversation outside. Dave listened to all of them, but couldn’t keep his eyes off one of the waitress that was gliding around the tables. She was wearing a low cut top and denim jeans, and seemed to fill out her clothes in a way that allowed for a lot of eye candy. He was so busy watching her that he accidently bumped the table as he reached for his fries, spilling his glass of water all over his crotch.


“
Jeez, Dave!” cried Tara. “Where were you looking?”

He looked down at his pants, exasperated. “Oh man, they’re soaked.”

Lana was sitting next to him at the table, and she pulled a small handkerchief out of her bag. “Here, let me dry them off a little.”

She started dabbing at Dave’s pants, right on top of his package. Tara and Liz were still talking, but Dave felt his attention be pulled immediately down to what was happening between his legs. His mom softly patted on his jeans, and he could feel her hands and the cloth rubbing against his crotch. The water was still cold, and he could feel it seeping in through the fabric, but his mom’s hand seemed to send fire flowing through his cock as she innocently rubbed at his wet crotch.


“
Look at that waitress” Tara said to Liz. “Is that really appropriate work attire?”


“
I know, right?” Liz said agreeing. “Her tits are practically topping out of her top. I’m sure they would completely if she leaned over.”

Dave’s dick was rapidly growing in size. He was still glancing at the waitress every now and then. In fact, he couldn’t stop himself, especially now that Tara and Liz had made it the topic of their conversation. His mother had slowed down the rhythm of her hand as she dried his crotch, sliding the handkerchief more gently, almost sensually.


“
You know, she’s probably fooled around with guys in this restaurant before.” Tara said. Dave’s cock was now rock hard and he wondered how his mom was managing to ignore it. “I bet she’s even messed around with customers before. Sucked them off in the back room, maybe, or given out a couple of hand jobs.”


“
Tara!” Lana cried. Her hand tightened around Dave’s cock as she did, not tight enough to hurt him, but in a way that clearly went beyond cleaning up a spill.


“
It’s not okay to just assume things about other people” Lana continued. She was stroking Dave’s rock hard cock now, not aware of just how erotic it was for him. He wanted to cum, more than anything, even if it was from the absent minded and accidental hand of his own mother.


“
It doesn’t matter if you think she’s giving hand jobs, or blow jobs, or having sex right in the backroom” Lana said. “If there’s no evidence, then she deserves the same benefit of the doubt as everyone else.


“
Mom’s right” Dave said. He could barely think straight. His cock was aching for release, and it seemed like his mom was willing to give it to him, albeit without realizing it. “If it’s not out in public, it’s nobody’s business beyond those involved. Besides, it’s all natural…sometimes people just need a nice release.”


“
Right, well I mean, yes.” Lana said, standing up and clearing her plate, much to Dave’s despair. His cock was only a soft touch away from going off, and it took all his will power to keep from pulling her hand back and forcing her to finish the job.


“
Besides, it’s a little weird hearing this from you two” she said as she sat back down.

Tara and Liz froze, and hen shared a very troubled look.


“
I mean the way you dress all the time” Lana continued. “You both might as well be giving the world a free show.”

Dave finished his food, trying to put the thoughts of sex out of his mind. Tara and Liz mostly chatted about the movie they had supposedly watched for the rest of the meal. Afterword, then the four of them headed out of the restaurant, Tara and Liz leading, and Dave and his mom trailing slightly behind. The club was right across the street, and the bouncer at the door carded all of them on the way in. The place was dimly lit and filled with people, with music blaring so loud that Dave had to strain to hear anything else.


“
Wow, this place is packed” he yelled, looking over at his mom. Tara and Liz were already on the dance floor, and he could see them playfully shaking around and rubbing up on each other.


“
Let’s not stay too long” said Lana. “I don’t really like the look of this place.”

Dave watched as she pushed her way through a wall of people over to the bar. The bartender seemed to be fielding a string of orders at the same time, and didn’t notice her. Looking around, Dave could see the dance floor filled with a mass of people that seemed to just vibrate to the music. Tara and Liz were now in the middle. He pushed his way forward, and before he knew it, a short and busty college aged girl was grinding herself against the front of his pants. To him, dancing had always just seemed like a precursor to sex. A way of getting to know a potential partner before taking the plunge, and making sure there was a good amount of physical chemistry and excitement. He felt blood rushing to his cock and could tell that at least in this case, the answer was yes.

He looked over back towards the bar and saw his mom with a drink in her hand, sitting on a bar stool next to a handsome man, whose large muscles were stretching the fabric of his tight t-shirt. The man had his hand on Dave’s mom’s leg and seemed to be caressing her thigh. It seemed unusual to Dave, who knew from experience that his mom was not typically the type to warm quickly to strangers. This guy seemed overly friendly, and his hand was far too high on Lana’s leg for Dave’s comfort.

Dave was still grinding with his newfound dance partner when he saw the man whisper something into his mom’s ear. She seemed to laugh, and made a movement with her hand as if to playfully shoo him away. Instead, he stood up, and taking her hand in his, he led her out onto the dance floor. Great, thought Dave. His mom loved to dance, but she had never been a fan of taking it too far.

Or so he thought. Within seconds, the man had positioned himself behind Lana and seemed to be grinding his crotch against her. Dave could see her face quite clearly, and watched it shift through the phases of surprise, confusion, and embarrassment, before finally settling on a slightly bemused look of indulgence. His cock must be right up against her ass, Dave thought.

The two of them continued to dance, and their movements seemed to grow lewder and less appropriate. Dave’s date had run off to the bar to grab a drink, and he stood there alone, with no distractions or recourse, as he watched a very muscular and very horny man dry hump his step mom. She was enjoying every second of it, and between her half closed eyes and the way she bit the top of her lip slightly, she seemed to give off an aura of heat. The man was now running his hands up Lana’s stomach, and it was obvious where they were heading. She must be really drunk, Dave thought. Part of him wanted to go over and put a stop to it, but the other part of him was getting pulled in by the level of eroticism of what was going on. He wanted to see how far his mom would go, but he also didn’t. He thought about how the situation would play out if he wasn’t here, if all the people in the club weren’t there, and then felt guilty and wrong and pushed the idea out of his head.

As if reading his mind, the song changed and the man was quickly leading Lana over to one of the private booths in the corner. Those were typically reserved for the high spenders, Dave thought, confused for a moment as to what was happening as the man pulled his mom in after him. The thin silk curtain hid most of the action of what was happening, but Dave could still see silhouettes, and could still see his mom’s hand being pulled down onto the man’s crotch. She seemed to resist for a second, and then something popped out of the man’s pants that was clearly the shape of a hard cock. Her hand was on it. Dave couldn’t believe it. Her hand was going up and down on it, and her other one seemed to hold steady in front of her mouth in an expression of mock outrage. Seconds pass, and then the man was then pulling Lana’s head down, closer, and closer, until…


“
Dave!” Tara’s friend Liz was suddenly right in front of her face.


“
Uhm, yeah?” Dave asked, distracted. He tried to lean around her to see what was going on in the booth, to no avail.


“
Me and Tara, and uh…our new friend, we’re getting out of here” she said. Dave turned towards where Liz had been looking and saw his sister making out with a very skinny and very androgynous looking guy.


“
Are you kidding me? There’s no way my mom will be alright with…” he trailed off in mid-sentence, the scene in the corner still fresh on his mind.


“
I know, that’s why Tara wants you to distract her for as long as you can, okay?” Liz said. She flashed her eyes at Dave suggestively. “There might be a reward in it for you if you do a good job, just don’t tell your sister. Or your mom, haha.”


“
Yeah, sure, whatever.” Dave was distracted, but also sympathetic. He watched as Liz ran off to join up with Tara and their boy toy, feeling slightly jealous. Between that and the last comment Liz had thrown in had also thrown him off, he had assumed they were both completely into women.

As he turned back towards the dance floor, he saw his mom walking right up to him. Her cheeks were flushed and her hair was slightly messier than the last time he’d seen her.


“
Where are Tara and Liz going?” she asked in an impatient tone. Crap, Dave thought. This might be tricky.


“
They ran into somebody they know from school and are walking him back to his car” Dave lied. “He’s really plastered.”

The skeptical look his mom gave him immediately told him that she wasn’t buying it. It was hard for him to lie to her, and it was made even more difficult by the thoughts of her in the booth that he seemed unable to keep out of his mind. The man’s cock had been out, Dave thought. What did she do?


“
Did they put you up to this?” she asked. “I’m going to call them right now, this is not okay!”


“
Come on, let’s just go get you some drinks at the bar, mom” Dave said. “Leave them be.”


“
I’m not just going to relax after watching them walk off with some random stranger” she yelled. “You do realize exactly what they will probably end up doing tonight if I do, right?”


“
Probably something not too far removed from what you just did with that guy in the booth” Dave said. The words had come out of his mouth before he could stop himself, and he instantly regretted them.


“
You saw that?” His mom’s mouth had gone agape, and she seemed as horrified and embarrassed as he had ever seen her before.


“
Did you suck his cock, mom?” Dave felt like he had gone too far to go back. “I know you at least gave let him feel you up, dry hump you. And I saw you giving him a hand job.”


“
It didn’t go any further than that! I was just having a good time, and then he brought me to the booth and just pulled out his big, hard…thing” Lana’s cheeks blushed as she said the last word.


“
I saw him pulling your head down!”


“
I never let him bring it all the way” she countered. “He kept telling me all night long that I had perfect lips for, well, you know what. I admit, it was kind of hot, and so was seeing the state he was in for me, and hearing him tell me about all the things he wanted to, well, do to me. But I didn’t let him! How could you think I would, I left right after he started to take things too far!”

Dave watched his step mom storm away from him towards the bar. He felt horrible, and couldn’t believe that he had let his imagination get the best of him. The last image was still burned into his memory, the one of her getting her mouth brought down towards the man’s hard cock, the guy’s head leaned back and his hands laced through her hair. He pushed it out of his mind and felt guilt sweep in to replace it. He swallowed his pride, and walked over to the bar, sitting down in a stool next to his mom.


“
Sorry…” he said. “I shouldn’t have-“


“
It’s fine, Dave” she looked at him tenderly. “It’s fine.”

Lana looked up at the bartender, who was distracted by a group of thirsty people who had just walked in, before quickly sliding her drink over to Dave.


“
What?” he asked, shocked.


“
It’s a gin and tonic” his mom smiled. “I know you’re not 21 yet, but what else are we really going to do while we wait for your sister and her friend to get done with just whatever trouble they worked so hard to get into tonight.”

Over the next hour and a half, Lana managed to sneak Dave four drinks total, aided by a shift switch of bartenders halfway through. She had a number of drinks herself, and the two of them passed the time by making small talk in the way that two random bar patrons of opposite genders might make small talk. It almost felt like flirting, and to anyone listening in that wasn’t aware of their familial situation, it might have been mistaken for that. Eventually, one of the bartenders caught on to what they were doing, and politely asked them to leave. This was fine with Dave, who was feeling quite tipsy and could tell that his mom was in the same boat. They walked back to the hotel, joking and laughing about what excuse Tara and Liz would have to offer in the morning.

They made their way back into the hotel room, and Lana had to fish through her purse in order to find the keycard to the door. She dropped it and had to bend over to pick it up, giving Dave a nice and up close view of her perfect ass. His cock tingled and he did his best to ignore it. Today had already been sexually charged enough, he thought.


“
I’m going to take a shower real quick before bed, mom” Dave said as they finally made their way back into the room.


“
Alright, honey” his mom replied.

He made his way into the bathroom and slipped off his clothes. Climbing into the shower, he played around with the knobs a little bit before finding the perfect temperature, and then stepped inside. The entire day had felt like one gigantic test after another, he thought. For it to end with him in a frustrated state, sharing a bed with his mother, it was not alright. He began stroking himself. The first thoughts that came into his mind as he did were of his step mom, first on the dance floor, and then in the booth. He pictured her mouth going up and down on his cock, sucking it with the enthusiasm of a porn star.


“
Dave?” he heard the door open. “I don’t think there is a towel in there, I brought you one.”


“
Mom?” he said in a panicked voice. The panic was soon replaced by lust, a guilty and shameful lust, as he realized that he was still stroking himself. “Uhm, thanks. You’ve been so understanding for all of today.”

Lana seemed to linger for longer than necessary in the bathroom. “It’s fine, so have you honey. It’s been hard, today. Everything’s been hard, sometimes you just have to push through it and keep going, you know?”


“
Oh, I know mom” he said, feeling an orgasm quickly approaching. “I’m glad that you’re here when I need you. It’s you that I think about when I really need to-“

Suddenly the hot water cut out of the faucet’s stream of water, and Dave, feeling the ice cold biting at his back, instinctively threw himself out of the shower. His mom had been much closer to the curtain than he had anticipated, and the two of them ended up in a tangle on the bathroom floor, him naked and erect, and her wearing nothing more than a thin nightie. Lana had tripped backwards first, and the angle Dave fell at caused his cock to brush up against her lips when he landed. He felt their softness, and then something wet, and then realized his mom was trying to say something and his cock was preventing it. He leaned back quickly, feeling a mix of shame and horror.


“
Dave...” she said. A small drop of his pre cum had been wiped onto her lip in the fray, and Dave almost blew his load right there as he saw her lick her lips unconsciously, tasting it. “It’s okay, honey. Just put your night clothes on and let’s forget this and go to bed.”

Lana got up slowly and walked out of the bathroom. Dave found his boxers and a night shirt, threw the both of them on, and then hesitated before heading out into the bathroom. How the hell was he going to be able to face her for the night, he asked himself silently. How the hell where they supposed to share a bed?

Eventually, he forced himself out the door. His mother was sitting on the bed with her legs crossed looking very solemn. Dave walked over and began to open his mouth to apologize, when another sound broke through the tense silence.


“
Ah, oh, yeah…that’s right, just like that!” The voice sounded a lot like Tara’s, and it was coming from the wall adjacent to her room. A bed shaking also could be heard, bouncing up and down in the unmistakable rhythm of a wild sex session.


“
I can’t believe her!” Lana said, voice shaky with incredulous fury. “I’m going over there!”


“
Mom, no!” Dave still felt like it was his job to at least make sure his sister had a chance at having a fun night. “Let’s just lie down and watch TV.”

He gave his mom a hug, and felt her tired body melt into his arms. The two of them climbed under the covers. Lana was pouting, the sounds of Tara and her guest still vibrating through the air. Dave lay down next to his mom and pulled her into a close embrace, half cuddle and half hug. He immediately realized that it was not the best move as his cock quickly began rising to its previous proportions. He reached for the remote on the night stand in a bid to put on something to get his mind off sex.


“
Let’s see what’s on” he said, clicking the power button.

The sound of Tara’s moaning was immediately replaced with the sound of a porn star moaning. He had forgotten that he’d left it on a channel with late night adult programming. He quickly turned the TV back off, but not before getting a glimpse of a naked woman with huge tits getting railed hard from behind. His cock was now so hard that it ached. The sound of the sex happening next door continued to fill their ears. It seemed even more erotic now, the realness and proximity of it making Dave pine for release.”


“
That’s right, I’m your whore! Please, don’t stop” Tara’s voice could be heard all throughout the room, louder this time.


“
This isn’t happening!” Lana cried. “I’m going over there, and you’re not going to stop me!”


“
Wait, no, hold on Mom!”

As Lana got up to leave the bed, Dave found himself pulling her back down. She struggled against him, trying to make her way to the door. Dave knew that she cared and in her mind she was doing the right thing, but this seemed like it would just make the situation worse.

Somehow Dave’s hard cock slipped out of his boxer flap during the chaos. He was trying to pin his mom down by the arms, and his cock seemed to angle towards her cunt as though it was being guided by magnetic forces. He has hornier than he’d ever been before, but did his best to control himself. His cock oozed with pre cum and he thought back to that moment in the bathroom before. Lana took advantage of the brief moment of distraction, bucking her hips up. The motion cased her nightie to ride up, and as Dave quickly noticed, she was completely naked underneath. She pushed up with her arms some more, and then bucked her hips again right as Dave leaned into her, causing the unthinkable to happen.


“
Oh…what?” she cried, stopping for a moment.

Dave could feel his mom’s wet cunt around his cock. She was tighter, much tighter than he had expected. It felt amazing, and seemed to wrap around his hardness like a small glove fitting to a hand.


“
Jeez, sorry mom!” he cried. He knew that this was going too far. “I’m going to stop.”

As he started to, however, she pushed her arms up again, and he was forced to slide up against her in order to keep her still.


“
Oh, wow…Dave.” His mom cooed. Her eyes looked up at him, in an almost dream like state. “Maybe just hug me like this for another minute or so.”


“
Yeah, I’ll hug you like this for a little longer” he said. “Sorry, it feels so good.”

He pumped his dick in and out, not believing that it was actually happening. The sounds of Tara in the next room were still playing in his ears, and he found himself intensifying in speed. Lana’s cunt was amazing, and he felt himself taking out all of his sexual frustration of the past day on it, pumping harder and harder. Her hips began to buck up to meet his thrusts.


“
Oh yeah, oh yeah…Dave keep going. It’s fine, it’s fine to hug your mom” Lana was biting her lip and breathing heavy.

Dave fucked his mom’s pussy even harder, and began to kiss her neck aggressively. It was just hugging, he told himself. His mom was a sex animal, and he fully understood what the man in the club had seen in her. That man had wanted this for himself tonight, and somehow Dave had ended up with it. He felt his step mom claw into his back with her nails, and took it as encouragement to ram his hard rod into her with even more intensity. The only thing on his mind, at that second, was spraying his white hot load of cum deep inside her. He didn’t care what the consequences would be, he needed to get off.

Finally, Dave began to feel his mom’s body start to tense up underneath him, and felt the inside of her pussy begin to rhythmically squeeze his cock. He was still listening to Tara and her boy toy in the next room, and heard them also reach a crescendo.


“
That’s right, cum inside me!” he heard Tara cry. “Cum inside me.”

As if he were a proxy for the man in Tara’s room, Dave began to unload inside his mother. He continued pumping as he filled her pussy with cum, before finally collapsing on the bed beside her, pleased with the state of the accidental affair.


“
I think we should hug like that more often” he said.

END
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PROLOGUE

The storage room was small to begin with, but the grinding bodies of Zack and his homeroom teacher, Ms. Wade, generated enough heat to make it seem like sauna. He pushed his cock inside her, hard, feeling himself dangling on the verge of exploding.

Ms. Wade had to stifle her moans, totally lost in ecstasy, almost to the point of forgetting that she was being fucked and defiled by her own student. Her cunt felt amazing against Zack’s cock, and he pumped his dick into it firmly, knowing that he wasn’t going to stop until he blew his load deep inside of her.

Zack had already suffered more than enough sexual teasing at the hands of his host mother, and was dead set on following his primal urges through to fruition. He thrust into Ms. Wade with all the urgency and intensity of a man that needs to cum, and to get a proper release, however illicit it may be. His teacher was pushed up against the wall and he was fucking her roughly, giving little thought to the chaotic events that had led to the situation.




CHAPTER 1

The salty ocean waves lapped meekly against the side of the boat. Zack Harmon leaned over the railing, looking down about twenty feet into the water below. It seemed to be a strange contrast, such a large boat taking him out to such a small island.

Zack was 18 years old, in his senior year of high school, and part of a several month exchange student program. Many of the more scenic and exciting locations had been snapped up by the students with more money. It was just the way things went, and given his modest, scattered upbringing, it also really wasn’t much of a surprise.

Easthaven sounded good on paper. It was a small, remote town on an island in the Atlantic Ocean. Until Zack actually started doing some research on the place, he was holding out hope for a picturesque ocean vacation.

The town was just off the coast of eastern Canada. It was tiny in both size and population, with only about 5000 active residents, with more bleeding away each year. Unfortunately for Zack, it was his only option, and between that and staying in upstate New York with his newest foster family, the choice was clear.

The tip of Easthaven was beginning to poke out over the horizon. The air was cold this far north, even in the early fall. He shivered, wishing that he’d brought a heavier jacket as goose bumps began to prickle up on his arms.

Next to him were a suitcase and a duffel bag, which carried the entirety of his belongings between the two of them. Packing had been a strange experience. He had only a small amount of possessions that he could really call his own, and wasn’t even sure that his room in the foster home would still be his when he got back. He stuffed away everything into his luggage, and set off, not sure of what to expect.

The engines of the boat were loud, and seemed to clash against the water in the way they fought against the sea’s natural equilibrium. He walked from the front of the boat, along the railing, towards the side. There was a girl not too far down the way from him, and he smiled at her as their eyes met.

“Hey there,” he said. “How’s it going?”

“Good, thanks,” she replied.

There was a momentary silence, and she returned the smile. The girl had the foresight to wear warm, heavy clothing, Zack noticed. She had on a pink, feminine looking winter hat, and a thick wool jacket that still managed to cling to her in a way to show of nice breasts underneath it. She had a trim waist and very slender hips, and was wearing a pair of baggy sweatpants.

“Are you part of the exchange program, or just visiting?” he asked.

The girl’s eyes lit up at the question.

“Yeah, the exchange program. I take it you are too?”

“Yep, unfortunately I am,” he replied, smiling. He meant it as a joke, but the truth in his words seemed to almost come back on him.

“Why unfortunately?” asked the girl. “I had to fight tooth and nail just to get a chance at this, I would think you’d be glad to get the experience.”

“It doesn’t sound like Easthaven is really the center of, well, anything,” he said. “Actually, it doesn’t sound like the town has anything to do at all.”

“Well…I’m sure there will be something or another to do for fun,” she said, her eyes beaming at him. “I’m sure we can find something…to past the time.”

There was a spark of chemistry between them, Zack could feel it clearly. He slid further down the railing next to her, and leaned in a little bit.

“I see you had the sense to actually bundle up for the cold,” he said.

“Yeah. You must be feeling it in that sweatshirt, do you want me to help warm you up?” she asked.

Zack opened his mouth slightly, unable to tell entirely whether she was joking or not. As if to enhance his dilemma, the girl slid one of her cloth gloved hands over and ran it across his fingers. He felt his cock begin to get a little excited, even despite the cold.

A large blow horn sounded towards the front of the ship. Zack turned his attention forward and saw that they were pulling into the port. He could see the town behind it, and got a good sense of just how small and rural it was from a single glance.

“Sorry, I have to go grab my luggage from below deck,” said the girl. “But was nice meeting you, uh…”

“Zack,” he said, reaching his hand towards her.

“Alex.” She shook his hand, and then walked over to a stairway near the center of the ship. Zack watched her walk away, noticing the slight, feminine wiggle of her hips with every step. He smiled. Maybe this won’t be so bad after all, he thought to himself.


CHAPTER 2

There were only about ten passengers disembarking, including Zack. Alex was a few steps ahead of them as they walked onto the wooden pier, but his attention was drawn to something else. A woman was standing at the edge of the shore next to a car, holding up a sign that read, in big letters, “ZACK HARMEN”.

The exchange program that his school ran operated off an old fashioned model in which each student would be placed in a household with a host family for the duration of their stay. The arrangements were determined without any input from the students, and as such, Zack had no real idea what he was getting into when he signed up.

The woman holding the sign was probably in her mid-thirties and absolutely gorgeous. She had a petite figure, but with large breasts, a thin waist, and curvy hips. She was dressed in a warm looking woman’s overcoat, with a pink scarf wrapped around her neck and a pair of sunglasses on.

He put down one of his bags and waved to her before walking over. Her reaction when she realized who he was involved clapping and hopping up and down slightly, as though she was encountering a lost loved one.

“Hello!” he yelled as he walked up to her. “I’m Zack.”

The woman instantly pulled him into a tight hug, and he dropped his bags in surprise. He hadn’t been sure exactly what to expect on this island, but this was far from it. After a moment, he wrapped his arms around her and returned the embrace, slightly bemused, but enjoying the feeling of her soft breasts against his chest.

“Zack, it’s so nice to meet you,” she said. “I’m Quinn. I’m…I’m going to be your host mother for your stay.”

She let go of him, and flashed a broad smile.

“I’m so excited, I can’t wait to show you the town,” she said. “But where are my manners, you must be exhausted. Hop in and let me take care of these.”

“Oh no, it’s fine, I can-“ Quinn interrupted him, moving to grab his bags.

“Sweetie, please, I insist,” she said. “Let me welcome you onto our little island properly.”

She threw his stuff into the backseat of the car. Zack couldn’t help but admire her butt as she bent over, which seemed to be perfectly toned and just the right size. She quickly turned back to him after loading his bags into the car, and for a moment, he thought she might have caught him.

“Alright, hop in,” she said, walking to the driver’s seat. “The town is small, it’s just a quick drive to my place…or should I say, our place?”

“Okay,” he said. “Thanks Quinn, you are really making me feel welcome.”

“It’s one of my skills.”

She smiled at him, and he climbed into the passenger seat of the car. Quinn started the engine, and pulled the car out of the dock parking lot and onto the road.

“So tell me about yourself, Zack,” she said. “What made you want to take the opportunity to be in the exchange program?”

Zack looked ahead at the town as they drove into it. There were only a few people on the streets. The buildings seemed to be well maintained, for the most part, and it gave the area a very homely feel.

“It was pretty much the only option for me,” said Zack. “My situation back in the states is…complicated, to say the least.”

“You don’t have to tell me, if you don’t want to,” said Quinn. “I have my own household issues to deal with. My husband works in the oil fields, usually for months at a time. We don’t really talk all that much, not anymore.”

Zack wasn’t sure how to respond to her confession. They passed a car in the other lane and it honked. Quinn smiled and waved her fingers on the wheel towards the driver.

“Sorry, I don’t mean to dump all of my baggage on you,” she said. “I guess, part of the reason I agreed to be a host mom was just to have a slightly more active home. That’s terrible, isn’t it?”

“I don’t think so,” said Zack. “Though it is a little, well, different from what I was expecting. Aren’t most host families usually like, an entire family.”

“I fudged a couple of the questions on the application,” said Quinn. “Can you keep it a secret?”

Zack smiled at her.

“Sure.”

They pulled into Quinn’s driveway after another minute. The house was small and seemed to be one of the more recently built ones on the block. The area they were in might have been called the suburbs if it wasn’t for the fact that the city was so small. All of the stores and places of interest were easily within walking distance, and Zack found himself being glad for it.

“Alright, come on in!” said Quinn.

This time, Zack managed to successfully grab and take responsibility for his bags, though he almost had to hip check Quinn out of the way in order to do it. She laughed, and jokingly squeezed one of his muscles.

“Oh wow, are you already trying to show off your guns to me, sweetie?” she said. “Trying to make your host mom proud?”

“Am I that transparent?” said Zack. He caught her eyes for a moment, and saw a flash of something behind them. Quinn coughed, and turned towards the house, walking towards the door and opening it.

“It’s, uh…not locked?” asked Zack. “Is that really safe?”

“You’ve obviously never lived in a small town before,” said Quinn. “I have many things to teach you.”

“Apparently so,” said Zack. Again there was a small, electrically charged pause in their conversation.

“Let me give you a tour!” said Quinn.

The house was essentially a modest cottage. Downstairs, there was a comfortable living room complete with a fireplace, a kitchen/dining room that looked to be filled to the brim with every cooking accessory a person could need, and a bathroom.

The upstairs had two bedrooms, a bathroom, and a small set of stars that could be pulled down leading to a tiny loft (which Quinn insisted had never been used).They stopped outside of Zack’s room, and he brought his stuff inside.

“You must be exhausted,” said Quinn. “I know this is probably a lot to take in.”

“I’m okay, Mrs. Piper,” he said. “I’m just excited by how different everything is here.”

She followed him into his room and sat down next to him on the bed.

“Please, call me Quinn,” she said. “I’m going to be your host mom for a while. We should get comfortable with each other. Treat me like you’d treat a step mom.”

“Okay, Quinn,” said Zack. “I can manage that.”

There was a moment where neither of them said anything. The cottage was silent, and Zack could hear the gentle rhythm of Quinn’s breathing, and see the rise and fall of her chest.

“I’m glad to have you here, Zack,” she said. “This program is fun for you, but it’s fun for me as well,”

She smiled, and reached her hand over and began gently rubbing his thigh. Zack instantly felt his cock begin to stir in his pants. He knew she meant it as a motherly caress, but something about this woman was getting him incredibly worked up.

“Thanks, Quinn,” said Zack. “I’m sure it will be fun for…both of us…”

Zack’s words trailed off as Quinn continued rubbing. Her hand slid further and further up his thigh, coming closer to dangerous territory. His cock was incredibly excited, and he found himself pushing his hips up ever so slightly in her direction.

“Let me know if you need anything else, tonight,” said Quinn, finally standing up from the bed. “I’ll make you some food before bed.”

“Thanks Quinn,” said Zack. She turned and walked out of the room, and he took a moment to breathe and react to the situation he had been placed in.


CHAPTER 3

“Wake up. Sweetie,” said Quinn. “It’s time for school.”

The rest of the night had gone by relatively uneventfully. Quinn had made dinner, and on his way to bed Zack had stolen a glance at her wearing a skimpy night robe that showed off all of her major assets, but she hadn’t noticed. He went to bed early and slept easily.

“…What time is it?” asked Zack, half asleep.

“Time for you to get up!” said Quinn.

He opened his eyes and was greeted by the sight of her wearing even less than she had been the night before. Quinn had on a tiny night robe that just barely cut down to her thighs. It was too small for her, and her breasts pushed up clearly against the fabric, giving him a little show as the outline of her nipples poked out.

“It’s your first day at Easthaven High,” she said. “It’s probably a smaller school than what they have back in New York. I hope it’s still good for you.”

Zack realized that he was sporting a terrible case of morning wood. He hunched over as he slid out of bed in an attempt to hide it, but given that he was wearing only a thin pair of boxers, it was somewhat futile.

“Thanks!” he said. “I’ll be downstairs in a minute. I just have to get changed.”

“Alright!” said Quinn. “Zack…I meant what I said last night. I really am genuinely happy that you’re here.”

She stepped towards him, and curled her arms around him in a hug. He hesitated for a moment, embarrassed at his own situation, and then returned the embrace.

“I know, Quinn,” said Zack. His cock pushed forward against her, and he could feel the cloth of her nightgown against his bare chest.

“I want you to tell me all about your first day,” said Quinn. “I’m your host mom, but that doesn’t mean we can’t be friends, too.”

“I will,” said Zack. She tightened the embrace, and Zack felt his dick push even harder against her stomach. There was no way she didn’t feel it. His cock was on the verge of slipping out of the confines of his boxers, but all he could focus on was how good Quinn’s body felt against his hardness.

“Well, I better go make you some breakfast,” said Quinn. She released him, and then turned and walked out of the room. Zack breathed a sigh of relief, feeling his cock pulse with guilty desire.

He pulled some clothes out of his suitcase, deciding to wear layers to avoid the mistake he had made the day before, and got dressed. He did feel slightly nervous thinking about the prospect of being at a new school, as a senior in high school. But it was worth it for the escape it had given him.

He stopped by the bathroom to brush his teeth, and then made his way downstairs. Quinn was finishing up a fried egg and some toast. She slid the food onto a plate and brought it over to him. Zack was surprisingly hungry, and he devoured the food in short time.

“Alright, it’s time for me to get going,” he said.

“Have a good day, honey,” Quinn replied. “Any dinner requests for tonight”

“Food,” said Zack. Quinn laughed and rolled her eyes. He stood up, and made his way outside.

One of the upsides to Easthaven being such a small community was that it allowed Zack to walk to school in a doable amount of time. At home, he had been forced to take this bus, and that entailed waking up early to get to the bus stop. He found getting there with his own two legs to be much more convenient.

The school was similar to the town itself, small and old fashioned. He made his way through the front doors, and then after searching up and down a couple of hallways, he found his home room. Everything seemed a little unfamiliar, but the inside of the classroom was almost a carbon copy of what he was used to.

“Hello, come on in,” said the teacher. She was in her mid-thirties, attractive with a slim build, and had a pair of very academic looking glasses on. “You must be Zack, I take it?”

“Yeah, I’m new here,” he said. “With the exchange program.”

“Have a seat,” said the teacher. “My name is Ms. Wade, it’s nice to meet you. We have a couple of other new students today.”

Zack scanned the room, and had his first surprise of the day. Alex was sitting in the front row, smiling at him. He walked over and sat down in the seat next to her.

“Hey,” he said. “Looks like we share a home room.”

“Yeah, looks like it,” she replied. “I’m just happy that there is someone here that I know, even if only a little.”

A couple more students filed into the classroom, laughing and acting like the carefree high school seniors they were. It seemed very similar to what he was used to back home, but different at the same time. Zack pulled out a notebook and watched as Ms. Wade began writing on the blackboard. The first bell rang, and she walked over and closed the door.

“Alright class, the exchange program is under way for the school and we have a couple of new students here. Please try to make them feel welcome,” she said.

There were a couple of laughs from the back of the room, but when Zack looked over his shoulder, they seemed to fade. Ms. Wade continued on.

“We’ll have study hall until second period starts today,” she said. “No talking, whatsoever.”

Zack lazily thumbed through his empty notebook. It didn’t seem like there was really much else to do. He had forgotten to bring a book or anything to occupy himself with, figuring that he wouldn’t need it on his first day. He began to doodle on a piece of paper, and was in the process of zoning out when a unmistakable noise pulled him back to reality.

A loud bang echoed through the halls, followed by a scream, followed by more bangs. Everyone in the room instantly froze. There was silence for a second, and then another series of bangs rang out.

“Those…are gunshots,” he said, almost in a daze.

“Oh my god…” said Ms. Wade. “Everyone, stay in your seats!”

She quickly walked over to the door and peered out into the hallway. Zack could see her visibly shaking, and was amazed by her nerve. Ms. Wade stepped out into the hallway, closed the classroom door, and locked it behind her, and that was when the chaos broke out in the classroom.

Everyone began speaking their terrified minds. Zack looked over to Alex’s seat only to realize that it was empty. She had gone to the bathroom earlier, and hadn’t come back. He felt his heart begin to race as he thought about the terror of being out in the hallway and exposed.

Slowly, using every ounce of his nerve that he could muster, Zack stood up and walked over to the door.

“Hey, what the fuck are you doing?” cried one of the guys. “Don’t go out there, are you crazy?”

Zack looked back towards the class and saw that most of the eyes in the room were locked onto him. He forced a smile, and then turned the door knob and peaked out into the hall.

“I’m just looking out for a friend,” he said. “I’ll be okay.”

His heart was pounding wildly, seeming to contradict the words as they left his throat. Zack forced himself to step out into the hallway and close the door behind him, feeling all the while like he was signing his own death warrant in the process.


CHAPTER 4

As Zack began to move down the hall, the gunshots picked up again. He was moving away from them, but they were much too close for comfort. There were more screams, and he could hear footsteps pounding on the tile floor.

He crouched down and moved slowly, peering around each corner as he went. There was no way for him to know if this was an isolated incident, or if there was more than one shooter, or anything really. All he could do was try to keep safe.

The layout of the school was still foreign to him, and he quickly realized that it exponentially amplified the amount of danger he was in. He moved slowly, and would peer in through the windows of any classroom he went by. They all seemed to either be ghostly calm, with students hidden under desks and behind presentation boards, or a chaotic mess of fear and panicking.

Zack approached the school’s sprawling, open walled library and stopped. He could hear loud, deliberate footsteps, and was sure that they didn’t belong to a fleeing student. He pushed himself up against a bookshelf, and tried to still his racing heart.

“No, please…” cried a female voice. Zack peered through a gap in the books and saw his homeroom teacher, Ms. Wade. Tears were streaming down her face, and she seemed to be almost incapable of talking coherently through her sobbing.

“Do it,” said another voice, a man’s this time. “Or I will make your death even more painful.

Zack shifted one of the books so he could get a better view. There was a figure dressed entirely in black, every inch of skin covered up. The hand of the figure was gloved, and wrapped around a deadly looking pistol. His head was covered with a black cloth Halloween mask with a crudely patterned skull on the front.

Ms. Wade’s shirt was already torn open slightly. The man slowly lifted up the gun and pointed it at her head, and she began to vibrate with fear. Her hands were trembling, but she slowly reached over to the pants of the figure and began to unzip his fly.

Zack had seen enough. The book shelf gave him a small amount of cover, and he slipped along it until he was behind the masked man. Then, summoning all of the courage he possessed, he threw himself forward and rammed into the shooter with his shoulder.

The gun went flying out of the man’s hand, and he toppled down to the ground. Zack wasted no time and immediately grabbed Ms. Wade’s hand and pulled her to her feet.

“Come on!” he shouted.

“Oh god, oh god!” she screamed.

Ms. Wade was deep in a state of panic, but she managed to follow behind Zack as he led her away from the library. The masked man was busy reaching for the pistol, and the two of them managed to get a decent head start before he turned to follow.

“You can’t escape!” his voice yelled. Zack didn’t slow down, fully intending to prove him wrong and dragging his teacher with him.

He turned around a corner, and quickly opened a door and pulled Ms. Wade through it with him, locking it behind them as quietly as he could. They were in a tiny storage room, with only just enough space for them two of them to stand shoulder to shoulder.

“He…he was going to,” Ms. Wade said.

“Shhhhhh…” replied Zack. He put his hand over her mouth and held her still.

Footsteps could be heard coming down the hall towards him. Zack felt his heart begin to race and knew that his teacher must be under the same stress. He took his other hand and grabbed hers, rubbing it to try to calm her down. She responded by squeezing back tightly.

The footsteps drew closer, until they were right outside the door. Zack held his breath, fully expecting gunshots to fire through the door. But a moment went by, and they never came. The shooter continued down the hall, until they finally could no longer hear him.

They waited in complete silence for several minutes. Ms. Wade had pulled close to Zack, and buried her head against his chest. He felt himself calming down, and starting to think about just what they would have to do next.

“Zack…some of the students are dead,” Ms. Wade whispered.

He looked at her blankly, not sure how to respond.

“He shot them! He shot some of the students!”

“It’s okay, it’s going to be okay Ms. Wade,” he whispered.

“Please, just hold me Zack. Tell me it’s going to be okay.”

“It is going to be okay, Ms. Wade,” he said.

Zack hugged his teacher tightly. Her shirt was still torn open, and he felt himself feeling slightly guilty for noticing her cleavage, and the nice feeling of her breasts pushed against him. He pet her hair softly, and then grabbed her by the shoulders.

“Ms. Wade, stay here,” he said. “I need to go see what’s going on.”

“No! You can’t,” she said, voice full of fear and concern. “Zack, you’ll die!”

“Trust me, I won’t,” he told her. “I’m just going to take a look around.”

Zack reached to open the door of the storage room, and felt his teacher cling to him desperately. Without really thinking about what he was doing, Zack cupped his teacher’s cheek in his hand and leaned in, kissing her on the lips. Ms. Wade hesitated for a moment, and then began to kiss her student back, wrapping her arm around him and pulling him into a hot embrace.




CHAPTER 5

For a moment, the outside situation was completely forgotten. All of the stress and fear contained within the experience of Zack and his teacher, Lana Wade, seemed to be transmuted into something else. And it was something just as primal, and compelling.

Zack felt his cock quickly springing to attention in his pants. Ms. Wade was grinding against him. Her bra was exposed through the tear in her shirt, and he found his hands beginning to undo the rest of the buttons almost out of instinct.

Neither of them said anything to each other, but their bodies spoke in an intense language of their own. Ms. Wade shifted her shoulders and let him drop her shirt down, leaving her big breasts clad in nothing more than a small black bra. Zack pulled his shirt off over his head and then quickly unzipped his jeans.

They pressed together again, kidding passionately. Zack was rock hard, and from the way his teacher was grinding her hips against him, he could tell that she wanted it. He pulled her pants down, and then the two of them quickly fumbled around with each other’s underwear, removing the last barrier.

Zack pushed his teacher against the wall and lifted up one of her legs. The head of his cock was pushing against the entrance of her cunt, and he could feel for the first time just how wet and ready she was. He slowly eased himself into her, feeling the amazing sensation of his teacher accepting him spreading across his dick.

Ms. Wade stifled a moan as she felt Zack enter her. He slid into his teacher slowly and gently at first, and then allowed his pace to pick up. The two of them were still dead silent, something deep inside them aware of the danger surrounding them, but the illicit feeling of the sex was fueling the fires of their lust.

He began to get into a regular rhythm, fucking his teacher as though she was just another high school slut. Ms. Wade was kissing his neck softly, her arms wrapped around him. Zack realized that in a very real way, she needed this more than he did. The chaos taking over the school had robbed them both of power, and this was almost like a defiant statement against it.

Ms. Wade was pushing her hips against him in time with his thrusts. He began to feel her tense up, the insides of her cunt tightening as she went into an orgasm. She bit her teeth against his shoulder as the pleasure swept over him.

Part of Zack wanted to stop, right there. He felt like he had crossed a line, and even though the situation was hectic, he knew that things didn’t need to progress any further. A hot fog of desire had settled over his mind, however, and he felt his hips continue to pump into his teacher with almost a will of their own.

It felt amazing. Even though she didn’t have the curviest body, Ms. Wade was a gorgeous woman. Her tits hung in front of Zack, and though the closet was dark, he could still make out the outline of their ample size and perfect form.

He leaned forward and began to suck on one of her nipples as he fucked her. His cock was beginning to tense up, and he knew what came next. He pumped into Ms. Wade with all the strength he had, forgetting for a second what was going on in the rest of the school.

His teacher began to moan, and he had to force her mouth into his shoulder to keep the sound from leaking out into the hallway. He thrust his cock deep inside her, until finally, he couldn’t hold off any longer. Zack blasted his white hot load deep into the cunt of his teacher, feeling steams of cum explode inside her, feeling her up with his seed.

Both of them could only breathe, for a moment. It was almost like coming in for a landing after sky diving from a plane. The reality of what had just happened, and what was still happening, slowly began to dawn on them.

Zack pulled his cock out of her and began to put his clothes back on. His teacher pulled her arms around her naked parts in an attempt to preserve her modesty, almost like a shy school girl. Zack politely averted his eyes, feeling like the surreal nature what was going on almost nullified its consequences.

“This…this didn’t happen,” said Ms. Wade. “If we both live through today…”

“I know,” said Zack. “I’ll never speak of it…”

He thought for a second about leaning in to give her one last kiss, but held back, and instead just cracked open the door to the hallway and slipped out of it. Ms. Wade didn’t stop him this time, and as he stepped back out into the school he felt an incredibly sense of vulnerability sweep over him.

There was a killer on the loose, and Zack had no idea what, if anything, he could do about it.


CHAPTER 6

The school hallways were still new and unfamiliar to Zack. There were no gunshots firing, at least not that he could hear, but an unnerving feeling remained with him as he started back towards the classroom.

He knew that he needed to check in on any survivors he could find. He knew that if possible, his main objective should be to just get a handle on what was happening, and especially if the shooter was still in the school. But somehow, the task just seemed overwhelming. He had to force every step that he took forward, trying to keep a low, silent profile as he went.

Zack turned around a corner. In the hallway ahead, the bathrooms were on one side, and a body was on the other. He approached slowly, feeling the reality settle on him as he saw the pool of blood surrounding it.

The face wasn’t one he recognized, but that was expected. He bent down next to it, watching as blood stained the soles of his sneakers. It was a student, and they no longer appeared to be breathing. They were dead, and all Zack could do was stand there and look.

There was a unwelcome metallic stench in the air, and it suddenly overwhelmed Zack. He stepped over the body, recoiling as little drops of crimson splashed up on his pant leg. He walked forward, unable to look back at the scene of gore behind him.

Something was ahead of him, leaning against a gap in between rows of lockers. It was a girl. It was Alex. He walked more quickly towards her, feeling like seeing a person he recognized was almost like being thrown a lifeline.

“Alex!” he whispered. She had her arms crossed, and was leaned away from him.

“Zack?” she said, surprised. “Oh my god, I’m so glad you’re alive.

He hugged her, and she buried her head in his shoulder. When he pulled back, Zack expected to see tears, but instead, she had a grim and determined look on her face.

“I’m so glad you made it,” she whispered. “Zack…I want you to stay with me.”

“I will, I will, don’t worry,” he replied.

“No, I mean, after this…too,”

Alex looked serious. Her eyes were locked onto his, as though she was trying to speak to his soul instead of his ears.

“I can’t trust anyone here, Zack,” she said. “Please, I want you to stay close to me. Really close, Zack.”

“I will, of course,”

Zack didn’t know what to expect next, and the kiss that she leaned forward and gave him threw him off guard. He let his hands wander up her back, and managed to hug her in response after a moment.

“Come on, we have to get somewhere safe,” he said.

Zack grabbed Alex’s hand and began leading her down the hall. Despite what he said, he wasn’t sure if anywhere in the school was safe. They passed by a trail of blood that led through a doorway, and both of them dropped into a stealthy crouch, trying to move quietly.

Eventually, they made it back to their classroom. As they approached the door, several police guards streamed into the school. All of them had their guns up and at the ready, and moved quickly towards them.

“Get down!” one of them screamed. “Get down, now!”

Both Zack and Alex dropped flat onto the floor. The police officers opened the classroom door next to them, and then moved on. One of them stayed behind, and helped them to their feet, and then began leading the group of them down the hall.

They exited the school, and all of the emotions the students had been suppressing during the shooting began pour out, almost like a river overflowing a dam. There was crying, yelling, and mourning as they were led out into one of the soccer fields where the survivors were being gathered.

Along with students and teachers that had already made it out were a large group of terrified community members and parents. Alex was pulled away from Zack as her host family found her and began hugging her. He scanned the crowd, and caught the worried eyes of Quinn across the field.

“Zack!” she screamed. “Zack, Zack!”

HE walked towards her, staying relatively calm. She bolted at him as though a woman possessed. Tears were forming in the corner of her eyes, and she wrapped him in a tight embrace.

“You’re alive!” she said. “Thank god!”

“It takes more than that to do me in,” he said, smiling.

Quinn kissed him four times in quick succession. The first three landed on his cheeks, but with the last one, she pushed her lips against his. They were soft, and she tasted good. The surprise of seemed to send an excited chill down his spine, and when she pulled back, the look the two exchanged was of more than just relief.

“Come on, the police are sending people home as soon as they check in,” said Quinn.

“Is that…normal?” asked Zack. “I mean, the shooter was wearing a mask.”

“They don’t want a crowd out here exposed in case he’s still on the loose,” she replied.

Zack walked up to the officer with the list and gave him his name. The officer marked him off, taking attendance almost in the same way a teacher would. Quinn waited for him in the parking lot by the car, and as he walked over, he saw her smiling at him, brimming with emotion.

“I was so sure that something had happened to you, Zack,” she said. “You’re not allowed to die…”

“What, are you already laying down the house rules?” he joked, trying to break the tense mood as he climbed into the car.

Quinn smiled at him, and then reached her hand over to the passenger seat and rubbed his thigh. It excited Zack slightly, and he felt a little guilty. He had been one of the survivors. He had made it out alive, and some of the other students hadn’t.

More than that, as they drove back to Quinn’s house, Zack began to feel a strange responsibility dawn on him. He was one of the few people in the town with an unbiased perspective on what had just happened. He had been there, and watched the shootings be carried out around him. He had fought off the killer.

Zack wasn’t sure, what, if anything, he could do to help in the aftermath. But he knew that he had to do something. His first day in Easthaven had been far from anything he ever could have imagined, and he knew that it was only the beginning.
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PROLOGUE

Andy had tried to stop his step mother, Vanessa. He had tried to calm her down, and to get her to listen to reason. But the drug had been affecting her too strongly, and she had pushed herself up against him. His cock had responded in the same way as it would have for any woman, and the fact that she was his mom didn’t stop him from quickly getting hard.

Andy had experienced the effect of the drug before first hand, and knew what she was going through. He had not been able to resist, either. But this was different. This was his mom, and she was pushing herself up against him like a cat in heat. Her cheeks were blushing red, as though she knew how perverse it was for a mother to be throwing herself at her son, desperate for sex, but just couldn’t stop himself.

The worst of it was that Andy wanted her, too. His cock was rock hard, more ready than it had ever ben for any other woman before. He wanted to feel the inside of his mother, he wanted to push his member deep inside her and let his hips go wild. But he felt ashamed of his desires, and guilty for even entertaining them.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t sure if that guilt would be enough to stop him, and as his mother began to pull his hands onto her breasts and unbutton his pants, he wondered if he would be able to keep resisting…


CHAPTER 1

“Come on, Andy! We signed up for it, we might as well follow through.”

Andy Riven was walking behind his step sister, Mikhaela. The two of them were on their way to the town’s health clinic, reporting in for a research study they had found and volunteered for online.

“It’s not that I want to ditch out, sis,” said Andy. “I just think they are being awfully vague about the whole thing. Participants wanted for “Excitement Research”? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

Mikhaela lengthened her stride down the sidewalk. It was early fall, and there was just enough sun out to bring the air to a comfortable temperature. Andy and Mikhaela had been siblings almost since birth, when Andy’s dad had married Mikhaela’s mom, Vanessa.

“I realize that you’ve done this kind of thing before at your college, but I just turned 18,” said Andy. “What if this turns out to be a lab rat type thing?”

Mikhaela didn’t slow down. Andy couldn’t help but notice the slight wiggle of her hips as she walked. She had an amazing body, petite but with large breasts and curvy hips. He had been tortured all through puberty with thoughts of her, and still had the occasional unwanted urge of desire towards her every now and then.

“Would you quit worrying, little brother?” she said, turning and glaring at him. “Just trust me, it’ll be fine. I’m betting it might even be fun, and we’ll both earn an easy hundred bucks out of it.”

Andy sighed and walked faster to keep up with her. His sister had always been a little bossy, but it was his fault, in part. He was a little too accepting of her crazy ideas, and often went along with plots that led him into trouble.

The clinic was only a short walk from their house. Andy was surprised to see that there was no sign or indicator of the study out front, just the same usually empty walkway that he was used to. The two of them walked in through the sliding doors and were greeted by an attendant behind the front desk.

“Would you two happen to be…Andy and Mikhaela Riven?” she asked.

“Yes, that’s us,” replied Mikhaela.

“Great, have a seat and the researchers will be with you shortly,” the woman said.

Mikhaela gave her brother a reassuring smile, and the two of them walked over to a pair of empty chairs and sat down. They were only waiting for about a minute when a woman in a long lab coat walked up to them. She was wearing pink rimmed glasses and had an attractive, albeit bookish look to her.

“Hello, I’m Dr. Thompson,” she said. “I’m the head of the research study for today. If the two of you will follow me, I’ll lead you into an examination room and get things rolling.”

She began to walk quickly down a hallway in the back of the lobby, Andy and his sister following along. They went into a room on the far side of the facility. IT was different from what Andy had been expecting.

Instead of being a typical examination room, it was more of a Spartan affair. All of the walls were painted white except for one, which had what looked like a full length mirror on it. There was only one piece of furniture, a table that looked like relatively standard medical affair except for the fact that it was lower to the ground that usual, at about the height of a regular bed.

“You two can get comfortable, this is where the study will take place,” said Dr. Thompson. “In case you were wondering, the mirror on the wall is two way and me and my associates will be observing you through it.”

She looked at Andy and Mikhaela as if expecting them to be brimming with questions.

“Uh…” Andy finally started. “So just what is the study going to involve?”

Dr. Thompson smiled, and reached into her lab coat pocket. She pulled out a small pill bottle full of tiny, white tablets.

“Each of you just takes one of these, and then waits in the observation room for effects to kick in,” she said.

Andy looked at his sister doubtfully.

“That’s it, that’s all the information we get?” he asked.

“I assure you, all you are being given is a more effective drug that is in many ways, similar to others already on the market,” said Dr. Thompson. “Both of you have signed your waivers already online, but you are still free to back out if you want.”

Mikhaela shook her head, and gave Andy a harsh look.

“No, we both want to do it,” she said. “So we’ll be paid at the end?”

“Yes,” said the doctor. “We’ll keep you here for a couple of hours or we’ve verified that the drug works, whichever comes first.”

An odd smile slipped onto her face, and she took out one pill for each of them and placed it in their hands. Mikhaela took hers without any hesitation. Andy looked at his for a moment, and then swallowed it.

“Excellent, I will be observing with my fellow researchers from the room next door,” the doctor said. “If you need anything, just knock on the glass.”

She walked over to the door and left the room, leaving Andy and Mikhaela to wonder about just what they had signed on for.

CHAPTER 2

“Are you feeling anything yet?” asked Mikhaela.

It had been about a half hour since they’d taken the pills. Andy was sitting on the small examination bed, and his sister was leaning against a wall. He couldn’t help but wonder just what the researchers were expecting to get out of the study.

“Not really,” said Andy. “I mean, nothing that seems medically relevant.”

He did feel almost completely normal. The only thing that seemed a little unusual was a light tingling sensation that was beginning to spread through his crotch. It almost felt as though his cock was a little more sensitive than usual, as though he was watching a porn video or on the verge of having sex.

“Yeah, I feel pretty much the same way,” said Mikhaela. Her breathing was a little heavier than usual, and Andy could see that her face seemed to be a little flushed, as though she was too hot.

“Well, I guess we just have to keep waiting then,” he replied. He stood up from the examination bed, and as he did, blood rushed back into his legs and lower half. His cock sprang to full attention in an instant, and he felt a strange pulsing sensation begin to spread from it into the rest of his body.

“Whoa, jeez,” he said. “Okay, I do feel a little weird…”

“Yeah, I don’t know, I think I do to,” said Mikhaela. She walked over to the bed and sat down on it, rubbing one of her hands up and down her thigh.

“Oh man, what the hell?” said Andy. He felt his fingers being drawn to his engorged member. It was so sensitive and hard, just aching for release, and seemed to have an almost magnetic quality to it that made him want to stroke it.

His sister was in a similar state, and then some. She was leaning back on the bed with one hand hovering just inches from hem of her skirt, as though all she could think of was rubbing her panty clad mound and getting off.

“Andy, can you look away for a second,” she whispered. “I need to…adjust my skirt, a little…”

Andy obliged, barely able to focus on anything other than his own problem. He looked over into the corner of the room, and found himself giving into temptation, rubbing his hard cock through his pants as subtly as he could, almost like a horny teenage boy trying to enjoy a dirty magazine in the library.

His sister’s moans began to pull him out of his reverie. He turned back towards the bed, and saw her sprawled out on top of it, one hand thrust deep into her panties and the other massaging her nipple. She had pulled both of her breasts out of her bra and low cut shirt, and the sight caused Andy’s mind to fog over with hot desire.

“Oh god,” she said. “Andy, I’m sorry! I don’t know what the pills did, but I have to, I have to,”

“I…I know sis!” cried Andy. He was tearing his own clothes off like a possessed man, and began pumping his naked cock as he watched her masturbate. The scene was so illicit, and the fact that she was his sister only seemed to add to the erotic nature of what was happening.

“Andy, please,” said Mikhaela. “Help me…”

She had pulled her panties all the way down, and was massaging her clit wildly. Andy stepped over to her, almost being drawn by a sexual gravity, and climbed onto the bed next to her. He found himself rushing, pushing his cock against her entrance and feeling the wet warmth of her cunt.

“Oh yeah, baby brother,” said Mikhaela. “Please do it, we won’t tell anybody.”

He teased his sister’s pussy with the head of his cock. A small part of him was holding out, screaming in the back of his head about how fucked up and wrong what he was about to do was. But it was drowned out by the sensation flooding through his cock, which seemed to ache with the need to cum.

He pushed forward into his sister and began to fuck her. With every forbidden stroke, Mikhaela seemed to writhe in pleasure. Her cries echoed off the walls of the examination room, and drove Andy to fuck her harder, enjoying the way he was making his sister feel.

“Fuck me Andy!” she yelled. “Don’t stop, fuck your big sister!”

“That’s right sis,” he replied. “I’m not going to stop. I’m going to keep going, you feel so good!”

Andy thrust into her with speed and grace, feeling her wet juices lubricating his path. His sister dug her nails into his back, urging him on. Her large breasts were pushed up against his chest, and he began to knead them. This is what he had thought about in his weaker moments of sexual frustration as a teenager, and now it was actually happening, almost as though through divine intervention.

Eventually, Mikhaela began to yell louder. She tensed up and dug her nails deep into Andy’s back, and then melted back into the bed. He began to fuck her even harder, grabbing her hips and pulling her into him as he pushed his cock deep inside her.

It was impossible for him to hold out for very long. Andy thrust into her a few more solid times, and then felt his cock explode, spraying white hot cum deep inside of her. His sister wasn’t on the pill, but he didn’t care, and it didn’t seem like she did either.

The two of them collapsed onto the bed, taking a moment to catch their breath before saying anything.


CHAPTER 3

“What…what the hell just happened?” asked Mikhaela.

“I don’t know,” replied Andy. Guilt was beginning to flood into his mind, along with shame, and regret, and dozens of other emotions. But strangely, he could still feel an intense lust that took predominance in his mind.

The door opened, and Dr. Thompson walked back into the room. Mikhaela scrambled to preserve her modesty, but Andy just sat up on the bed and looked at her. She was an attractive woman, and he felt his cock quickly becoming hard again as she smiled at him.

“That was excellent, a great success for our new drug!” she said triumphantly. “I just have to do one more quick examination before I let the two of you go home.”

The doctor walked over to Andy and ran her hand down his chest. He was naked, and the feeling of her soft fingers on his skin made ideas run wild through his head.

“We got quite the show watching the two of you through the mirror,” Dr. Thompson said to him. She had a stethoscope around her neck and she set it against Andy’s chest and listened to it.

He felt as though his heart was pounding just about loud enough to be heard even without it. Her face was close to his, and he could smell the doctor’s scent, and her subtle, flowery perfume.

“Your heart rate seems to be within the standard parameters,” she said. “That is excellent. I just need to check one other thing”

“Aren’t you going to take my sister’s, too?” asked Andy. Mikhaela was looking at the two of them curiously.

“No, we have enough data points for females at the moment,” she replied. Andy felt his cock growing even harder, and was a little shocked when the doctor took one of her petite hands and wrapped it around his shaft.

“What, what are you doing?” he managed.

“I just have to check the length and girth of it,” she said. “And to see just how…hard, you have gotten.”

She began to run her hand up and down his shaft, bringing her face down right in front of it and writing on a pad with her free hand. It felt amazing, and Andy quickly felt himself being brought back towards the state he’d been in before as she moved it around, examining it.

Dr. Thomson cupped his balls with her hand and rolled them around her fingers gently. The look on her face was one of a serious professional, but somehow it only made Andy horny to see how seriously she was taking her job.

“Alright, can you cough for me?” she asked.

He coughed, and felt his hips slide forward slightly as he did. The head of his cock almost made contact with Dr. Thompson’s mouth. She breathed out, and he could feel the heat on his cock as she did.

“Alright, now I just need to do a sensitivity check,” she said. “I know this might make you feel slightly uncomfortable, but please, bear with it. It’s for the sake of the study.”

Andy nodded, and the doctor took a small packet of some kind of lubricant out of her pocket. She poured it into her hand, and began rubbing it up and down his shaft. It felt amazing, and Andy couldn’t help but notice that a bit of her cleavage was exposed from the way she was leaving over, giving him a very nice view.

Mikhaela was watching from the side. Andy expected her to be embarrassed for him, or even upset, but was surprised to see that one of her hands had meandered back down to her cunt. His own sister was fingering herself as she watched the doctor rub his dick, and he felt a strange mixture of pleasure and shame at the whole situation.

Doctor Thompson would occasionally squeeze his cock as she went, but for the most part she just stroked her fingers up and down, rhythmically. Her free hand had stopped taking notes and she had braced it against Andy’s thigh.

“Let me know if you get close to, well, you know,” she said to him.

He was already close, but the insane sensations shooting through his dick were too pleasurable for him to say anything. He wanted her to keep going, for just a little longer. It felt so good, and seemed like it would be a shame to stop her. Besides, it was a medical examination, and the doctor needed to make sure she did it properly, he told himself.

“Oh, okay doctor, maybe you should…” he started to give her the warning she had asked for, when he heard his sister moan out in ecstasy from the corner of the room. This, combined with Dr. Thompson increasing her pace slightly, pushed him over the edge. His cock began to spray out streams of cum, and they splashed onto what was directly in front of them, which was Dr. Thompson’s face.

“Oh, wow,” said the doctor. Her glasses were splattered with his seed, and a couple of drops managed to land on her lips and cheek. She licked her lips without realizing it, and Andy watched as this attractive, professional woman tasted his cum.

“I’m sorry!” he said. “I tried to tell you,”

“It’s fine,” said the doctor. She flashed him a smile and stood up, seeming to be a little dazed by the experience.

“Well, we have just about all of the data we need for today,” she said. “I’m going to send you two on your way. What I’d like, if you’re alright with it, is to give you a small sample of the drug to keep and try out on your own. Let us know if anything unusually happens with it. We will follow up with you at the end of the month.”

She thanked both of them, and then left the room, leaving Andy and his sister to try to make sense of what had just happened, and beyond that, what it meant.

CHAPTER 4

The walk back home had been silent and tense for Andy and Mikhaela. Neither knew what to say to the other, or even if anything needed to be said. Their experience in the clinic had been so outside their usual comfort zone, it almost threatened to upend all of the assumptions they had made about relationships, reality, and human nature.

Both of them had calmed down, at least physically. Andy’s erection had faded after his last intense and embarrassing orgasm. His sister also seemed to be back to normal, apart from her cheeks, which seemed to have taken on a new and seemingly permanent red color.

They both went in through the front door, still saying nothing to each other. Their mother, Vanessa, was making dinner in the kitchen and humming a song.

“Hey you two,” she said as they walked in. “How did the study go?”

Mikhaela said nothing, and immediately bolted for the stairs. Andy opened his mouth to respond, taking several seconds before answering.

“It was good,” he replied. “Definitely different from what I expected, that’s for sure,”

“Well that’s nice,” said Vanessa. “Dinner will be a little while. I’m using the crock pot tonight.”

Andy’s mom turned back to the food she was preparing. He felt his cock dance slightly as he looked at her, and figured it was an after effect of the drug. His mom was a gorgeous woman and looked like an older version of Mikhaela, except with bigger breasts, more pronounced hips, and a mature, almost cougar like aura to her. He shook his head and tried to force dirty thoughts out of his mind.

“Alright mom, I’ll be upstairs,” he said. Andy stopped on his way by the medicine cupboard in the kitchen, set the bottle of pills inside of it, and headed to his room.

He spent about a half hour on his computer, alternating between browsing internet forums and playing some video games. A knock at his door pulled his attention away from the screen.

“Honey, open the door,” his mom called. “I need to talk to you!”

Andy quickly made his way over and let his mother in. She walked into his room and closed the door behind her. She had a flushed look on her face, and stood very close to him as she began talking.

“Andy, honey, I…I,” she started, barely being able to get the words out. “I just need to…”

She stepped closer to him. He could smell a musky scent on her, and felt his cock tense up as she pulled him into a hug.

“Mom, what’s wrong?” he asked.

“I had a headache before and took some aspirin,” she said. “And I feel really strange…”

Andy recognized her behavior and realized immediately what was going on. His mother had taken one of the pills, and was now deep in the same state he had suffered from earlier that day.

“It’s okay mom, you’ll be okay,” he said. “I think if you just go and lie down, maybe get some sleep, you’ll start to feel-“

Vanessa cut him off with a kiss, pushing her lips against his and crossing a line that a mother should never cross. Andy felt his cock quickly hardening. It was different from earlier that morning, though. HE could still think, and all of his cognitive faculties were telling him that he should push his mother out of his room and prevent them from permanently altering the safe relationship that they shared.

“Andy, please,” she said. “Just hug me close…I want to feel you Andy, you’ve grown so big,”

She began to massage his cock through his pants as she spoke the last word. It felt good, and wrong, and incredibly fulfilling sexually.

“Mom, I can’t,” he replied. “I mean, we can’t,”

“You’re so big and strong now, Andy,” she whispered. “Won’t you show mommy just what a big boy you’ve become?”

She kissed him again, and he felt his resolve give way as his mom pushed her big, soft tits against his chest. Vanessa grabbed his hands and planted them right on her mounds, and he began to grope them, feeling her nipples through her bra.

“That’s right sweetie,” she said. “It’s okay, it’s fine…”

He listened to his mother’s words, and began to pull her tight t-shirt up and over her head. She pulled his off him right after, pushing him over and down onto his bed. Her tits were perfect, and the next piece of clothing he took off of her, in a hurried, horny rush, was her bra.

He had surely seen his mother’s nipples before, but never like this. They were perfect, pink little buds that seemed to call to him and reflect the forbidden nature he was heading into. Andy leaned his face forward and sucked on one of them. His mom let out a moan and ran her hands through his hair.

“Oh god, Andy,” she whispered. Vanessa pulled her skirt down and slipped out of her panties. Her hands went to work on his belt, unbuckling it and pulling down his pants, and then his boxers. Before his mom’s pussy even started to make contact with his cock, he could feel the heat of it.

Vanessa took a detour, and brought her lips down to her son’s exposed member. She gave it several soft, slow lips before wrapping her lips around it and sucking hard.

“Mom, oh god…” he moaned. Vanessa knew how to suck a cock, and she worked her son’s tool with love and intensity. His hands wandered to the back of her hair and began to bob her head down in a sensual rhythm.

After a couple of moments, Andy felt himself lose control. He needed more. He grabbed his mom by the waist and almost threw her down onto the bed, mounting her and pushing his cock into her womanhood.

An illicit thought crossed his mind. He was pushing his cock into the same hole that he had come out of. From the tightness of his mom’s cunt, it was almost unbelievable. But it was true, and the idea made the pleasure racing up his cock exponentially more vivid.

“Go ahead, Andy,” said Vanessa. “Fuck your mommy. Fuck me Andy, fuck me!”

At this point, he didn’t even need her to say it. He began thrusting into his mom as though she were the woman of his sexual fantasy. It wasn’t that far from the truth, as Andy had masturbated to her after peeking on her in the shower several times before.

The speed Andy was fucking her at was almost urgent. Vanessa was crying out, and Andy knew that the drug was amplifying the pleasure she was feeling by an order of magnitude. HE began to play with her clit with his finger as he fucked her, and soon enough she began to writhe and twist into and orgasm.

“Oh god!” she cried. Vanessa threw her head back and let out a soundless scream of ecstasy.

Andy redoubled his efforts, letting his hips push against his mom as fast as they were able. It was almost like he was trying to destroy her cunt with his dick. He needed to fuck her. Something about the conquest went beyond mere sexual release. He needed to fuck his mom, and he needed to cum inside her, for reasons that he couldn’t understand or make sense of.

After a couple of frantic minutes, he began to feel the cum well up within his balls. He slammed into her with all the strength he had left, and felt his balls begin to explode cum deep inside her pussy. Andy made no attempt to pull out, and Vanessa made no attempt to stop him.

The two of them breathed heavy afterwards, both exhausted and in disbelief of what had just happened.

“Mom…I think you might have taken one of the pills that me and Mikhaela used in the study,” he finally said to her, the guilt forcing out a confession. “They made us, well, feel kind of like you’re feeling anymore.”

His mom was still under the effect of the drug, and began playing with his cock, determined to bring it back into a hard, erect state that she could use for her own purposes.

“Do you think you could get some more?” she asked.
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CHAPTER 1

The gentle snow drifting through the air outside the window of Dan’s room made him feel as though the world was suspended inside a snow globe. Winter was in full swing, and that morning, the cold bite of the air had not made it easy for him to get up and out of bed.

He got dressed, and made his way downstairs. His step sister, Jess, had already helped herself to breakfast and was sitting at the table, munching on toast.

“Morning, sis,” he said.

“Good morning Dan.” Jess had entered Dan’s life along with her mother, Jane, when he’d been about 10. The past 8 years of living with them had been good, much better than it just being him and his dad, who though a committed parent, was sometimes rather inattentive in his duties.

“Are you Christmas shopping already?” he asked her, Jess was flipping through a clothing catalog, circling items occasionally with a pen she held in her hand.

“It’s never too early to start,” said Jess. “I’m a big fan of getting it done before the major rush starts.”

Dan poured some cereal into a bowl and then added milk from the fridge. He walked over and sat down next to her at the table.

“Honestly, I haven’t even started thinking about it,” he said. “You’ll be easy enough to find something for, I think.”

“I’m not sure if that was a compliment, but I’ll take it as one,” said Jess.

Dan smiled at her.

“It’s my dad that I’m worried about. He’s always on a business trip or working abroad, what the hell does a guy like that need?”

Jess tapped her fingers on the table for a second, and then shook her head.

“You got me,” she replied. “But I have my own mom to worry about, who happens to be the pickiest woman in the world when it comes to clothing.”

As if on cue, Dan’s step mom, Jane, walked out of the downstairs bathroom and into the living room, with two small towels tied around her hair and body. Jane was a gorgeous woman, and Dan had to force himself to look away from her body, which was an almost irresistible mixture of thin curves, bust, and butt.

“Hey you two,” she said. “I’ll be downstairs in a minute, just let me get changed.”

Dan nodded, and continued looking away, his face beginning to feel hot. It was hard for him to deal with his step mom, and to a lesser extent, his step sister as well. They were very comfortable with in their bodies, a fact that had led to Dan guiltily stealing illicit peeks on occasion.

“Maybe I should get her a bathrobe,” said Jess. Dan chuckled, wrinkled his forehead.

“Anyway, the main question on my mind right now is just where I’m going to make the money appear from,” he said. “Christmas presents don’t come cheap.”

“Well, it’s your turn to shovel the driveway this morning, anyway,” said Jess. “Why don’t you see if any of the neighbors would be interested in your help?”

“I doubt they would pay me for it,” said Dan. “There are tons of snowplows that would do the job for cheap.”

“Shovel their driveway first, and ask for donations second,” said Jess.

It was a good idea, Dan realized. He smiled at his sister, and got up from his chair.

“Jess, you are wise beyond your years,” he said, walking towards the foyer.

“You can show me how grateful you are by getting me a new purse,” she said. “Something designer brand.”

Dan’s mom was headed down the stairs as he finished bundling up in his winter clothing. She had thrown on a loose t-shirt and sweatpants, and it was hard for him to ignore the outline of her breasts through the thing fabric.

“Do you mind knocking the snow off my car while you’re at it?” she asked. “I think I’m going to head out to the store after.”

“No problem mom, but you’re going to owe me afterwards,” he said. “he smiled at him and offered up a suggestive wink.

The morning sky was grey over his head, and fine, several inch deep layer of white powder had collected on the ground from the previous night. Dan could feel tiny, cold flakes landing on his hat as he made his way over to the garage to grab the shovel. He liked the weather, and had been waiting for it. It had been cold for the past couple of weeks, but without snow to go along with it, the atmosphere of a real winter had been missing.

He started working on his parent’s driveway, clearing it one shovel full at a time. Memories of being a young kid and playing in the snow filled his mind, along with nostalgia for the old days of hurling snowballs in subfreezing temperatures with his sister, only to come back inside to find hot cocoa already out and waiting for him by his mom.

The shoveling went quickly, and he was surprised to find that his body stayed quite warming throughout the task. At first he thought it was because of his own internal body heat, but it only seemed to happen while he was on the left side of the driveway, the one closest to the house that had recently been bought and moved into, the one whose owner he still hadn’t met. It was weird, and Dan found himself scratching his head thinking about how it could even happen.

And due to his curiosity, he decided to make that house the next one to be shoveled. It was small, and had been built more recently than Dan’s family’s house. The front door was painted black, and a copper colored, old fashioned knocker hung from the center of it.

Dan set about moving the snow. From inside the house, he could hear strange noises, almost as if the TV was turned up at full volume with a movie loaded with sound effects playing. He kept looking over towards one of the front windows, which had the shades drawn and offered no hint as to what was going on behind him.

There was no car in the driveway, and no tracks or snowless patches around to indicate where one might have been. Dan found that to be especially odd. While the town of Westhaven was tiny, there were little to no public transportation services, and everyone drove everywhere.

He pushed all of the irregularities out of his mind and focused on the task at hand. The drive was smaller than his family’s, and didn’t take long at all to finish. He stood looking at the door for a moment, debating whether or not anyone would even be home, and then finally started walking up the steps towards the entrance.

The door opened before he could reach for the knocker, startling him slightly. A woman was behind it, and she looked at him with intense eyes and a crafty smile. Her hair was a reddish shade of blond, and she had large breasts, at least for her petite frame, and a trim waist that led into nicely sized hips. She was wearing an odd looking dark robe over a t-shirt and jeans, and looked to be in her early thirties.

“Hello there, young man,” she said. “I see you’ve taken on the snow in my driveway on as a project.”

“Yeah,” he replied, feeling strangely nervous. “I was just clearing my parent’s driveway, and, well, I just figured…”

The woman turned and walked into her house. After a couple of steps, she looked back at him expectantly.

“Come on inside,” she said. “It’s cold out. Let me fix you some tea, or coffee.”

Dan nodded, and followed behind her, feeling the omnipresent warmth of the house merging into his own heat brewing inside of him.


CHAPTER 2

“Here, have a seat,” said the woman. “My name is Stella, it’s nice to meet you.”

“Oh, yeah, I’m Dan, likewise.” He shook the woman’s hand, and took a quick look around her living room. It was unlike anything he had ever seen before, with artifacts and tapestries that seemed to belong to another time period, or another world. It was all neat and orderly, but still somehow managed to have a chaotic feel to it.

“Make yourself at home, Dan,” she said. “You kind of caught me at a bad time.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said.

“No, it’s okay. Let me just get changed, and then we can chat a little bit, and I’ll pay you the money that I’m sure you’re expecting to receive as compensation.”

Dan flinched a little at her words, and wasn’t entirely sure how to respond. She was blunt, brash, and straight to the point, which was different from his mom and sister and any of the other close women in his life.

“I mean, I wasn’t trying to impose on you, I just thought, well I was shoveling my driveway anyway…” He found himself mumbling, and trailing off as he spoke.

“It’s alright, I admire your initiative,” said Stella. “In fact, I just might be able to pay you more than you were expecting, if you can help me with another task.”

She walked over into a small bedroom attached to the living room, and closed the door about three quarters of the way. Dan’s eyes were locked onto her, though logic and reason told him that the polite thing to do would be to look away.

“As you probably know, I’m still quite new to this neighborhood,” said Stella. “I could use someone like you. Someone that knows the area. Someone to serve as my eyes and ears.”

As she spoke to him, Stella began to undress in the bedroom. She pulled her robe off and let it slowly slide down to the floor. The angle she was standing at provided Dan with a view of her back without allowing her to see that he was peeping, but he still felt a little embarrassed and guilty for being such a voyeur.

“What do you mean by that, exactly?” asked Dan. He glanced around the room again, and found himself growing more confused. Nothing really seemed to add up, not with the house and not with her.

“It’s not something I can really explain in a believable way, I think,” said Stella. She had pulled off her shirt and was slowly wiggling out of her pants. Dan felt his cock beginning to harden as he watched her, and he did his best to keep himself under control.

“All I want you to do is tell me if you see anything odd, at least for now,” she said. “Can you do that for me, Dan?”

Stella was now clad only in her bra and panties. Dan swallowed hard, and then forced his mind to process what she was asking him.

“Yeah, I can do that,” he said. “That’s no problem, Stella.”

“Good, I’m glad to hear it!” She turned towards her laundry hamper and removed the rest of her clothing. From Dan’s viewing angle he could only see her naked body from the back, but it was still enough to push him deep into the depths of arousal. He couldn’t resist rubbing his dick through his pants as he watched the older woman begin to search through her dresser for clothes.

Dan turned to shift his position, and his elbow bumped into something on a side table that caught his attention. It was a small crystal ball, seated on a gold metal base with four legs. Inside, it appeared to be filled with a pink colored fog that shifted slightly from his movement.

He couldn’t resist leaning his hand in to touch it, and the second his fingers made contact, he realized that he had made a grave mistake. The room seemed to swirl into a blur, shrinking behind him as the ball grew larger and pulled him inside.

The pink fog was all around him now. Dan felt hazy, as though he was dreaming, or in a daze. He found his memory of what had brought him there beginning to fade out, as though it was of little importance.

“Dan,” whispered a voice. “I’m so glad you came to see me, Dan.”

The fog seemed to materialize into the form of a pink colored human, more specifically, a woman. Dan’s eyes locked onto it. He couldn’t look away, and realized that he had a rock hard erection down below.

“Come over here and play with me, Dan,” said the strange, ethereal form. The words were like candy on the air, and Dan felt his legs walking him over towards the fog with unrestrainable enthusiasm.

He reached out with his arms as though to pull the woman into a hug, and instead, the pink cloud wrapped all around him. His body felt hot, and a pervasive, pleasurable feeling took hold of him. Dan realized that his cock was being worked over by whatever magic the fog held within it, and it felt amazing.

“Oh god,” moaned Dan. He saw visions in front of him, dozens of naked women, from young to old, thin to curvy, all of them unbelievably attractive. They moved forward and began to run their hands along his body. Some of them seemed to stare at his cock and blush, and others giggled.

There was a clothed, authoritative looking woman in front of him suddenly. She glared at Dan, and spoke to him, and though he couldn’t make out her words, he knew that she was reprimanding him for something he had done. Surprisingly, the woman began to rub his cock, stroking him as though it was a punishment for a crime.

“What…what is this?” Dan let out a moan, and the scene changed again. There were three women on the ground in front of him – a famous celebrity pop singer, one of his high school crushes, and an attractive youtube star. They were all pushing their lips against his dick, kissing it and sucking as though it contained something essential to them.

“Give us your cum, Dan,” the three of them chanted. “Give us your-“

A hand suddenly grabbed Dan roughly by the shoulder and pulled him back. He turned and saw someone that looked real, Stella, with an amused smile on her face. The fog seemed to fade away in front of him, and then he was back on the couch, sitting where he had just been.

“Out of all the objects you could have picked to play with, you went straight for that one…” Stella seemed to be laughing at a joke that Dan wasn’t in on. He recoiled at her words and felt his face begin to redden.

“I, I didn’t mean to!” he said. “I mean, not really…Sorry.”

“It’s okay, you didn’t know,” she said. “Besides, you’re a young man, and that’s a lust crystal. Though I am a little surprised at your taste in women, I must admit…”

Stella was still mostly naked, and this time Dan was able to shame himself into fully looking away until she walked back into the bedroom to finish changing. For the next couple of minutes, Dan sat silently on the couch, glancing around Stella’s house and feeling more than a little baffled at his situation.

The experience with the pink globe had shaken him to the core, but as scary as it was to him, he felt an undeniable sense of intrigue at it. Part of him wanted to just move on, with or without any pocket money, and get to shoveling the next house, but another part of him was totally focused on staying, and getting either an explanation or at least another glimpse at the strange magic his new neighbor seemed to be involved with.

Stella finished pulling on her new clothes and walked back out into the living room. She was wearing an outfit that was much more casual and natural, regular looking jeans and a pink sweater, the type of outfit that any cute, modest woman might wear on a trip to the grocery store.

“Are you…some type of witch, or something?” Dan finally managed to ask.

“I prefer the term sorceress,” said Stella. “Don’t tell anyone, or I’ll have to wipe your memory, okay sweetie?”

He nodded. There was a strange silence in the air, and the only thing Dan could think of doing to break it was to stand up.

“I…I should probably get back to shoveling,” he said. Stella just smiled at him.

“Sure thing, Dan,” she said. “And remember, if you see or hear anything weird, or even anything at all, come over and tell me immediately.”

Dan nodded at her, and then walked towards the door. He opened it, took one last look at Stella, who was beaming at him, and then stepped back outside.


CHAPTER 3

The snow was falling faster, and as much as Dan liked the image and atmosphere, it meant more work for him. He headed over to his other’s neighbor’s house, and began shoveling, figuring that if he went inside without making at least a little money, the whole thing would have been a waste of time.

It didn’t make sense to him that somebody like Stella could exist. The magic was weird and unexpected, that was true enough, but for some reason Dan felt more taken aback by the woman’s confidence and style. She just seemed so happy, and empowered.

The other family that lived next to him and his parents made a good deal of money, and as such, their driveway was larger and more time consuming than the other ones had been. It didn’t help that there was even more snow on the ground, requiring him to dig in deep for every shovel.

His mom was pulling out of their driveway right as he finished. She drove the car up to where he was standing and unrolled the window.

“I’m headed to the store, honey,” she said to him. “Don’t stay out here for too long.”

“I won’t,” he replied.

Jane drove off, and Dan took another look at Stella’s house. It seemed relatively unremarkable from the outside, forgettable, even. Maybe that was why she picked it in the first place, Dan figured.

After checking in with his other neighbors and scoring about $20 for his Christmas shopping purposes, Dan headed back inside his own house. He took a moment to clear the snow off his boots and jacket as he unbundled, and then walked into the living room.

Jess was sitting on the couch, watching TV. She didn’t notice him as he walked in, but that wasn’t unusual for his older sister. Every minute she had that wasn’t devoted to her college courses and homework was typically spent relaxing, at least as far as Dan could tell.

“Hey sis,” said Dan, sitting down next to her. “Have you noticed anything strange about our new neighbor?”

“Which new neighbor?” she asked. “I didn’t realize anyone had moved in…”

“Yeah, someone did,” he said. “I talked to her for a little bit after shoveling her drive.”

“And? What’s she like?”

Dan remembered what Stella had told him about keeping her secret, and for some reason, he felt strangely loyal to her.

“Oh, she’s just…pretty normal,” he said. “A divorcee looking for somewhere to settle down.”

Jess nodded, and then turned back to the TV. Dan made his way upstairs, figuring that he could spend his Sunday in a similar fashion, wasting time on his computer. He sat down behind his desk, and began browsing a news submission website, looking for interesting stories.

A scream from downstairs caught his attention. For a moment, he thought it might have just been Jess encountering a bug, or possibly having broken a plate. But there was no follow up to it, and Dan found himself growing a little worried.

He ran out of his room and hurried down the stairs. His sister was still in the living room, but she looked different. Her face was flushed red, and she looked over at him with a strange hunger in her eyes.

“Hey little bro,” she said. “Come over here…”

“Uh, what’s going on, Jess?” He walked over slowly, feeling like something was wrong with the way his sister was talking.

“You’re such a good little brother,” she said softly. “I don’t appreciate you enough, do I?”

His sister ran her hands across his chest, and Dan could no longer hide his confusion.

“Jess, are you feeling alright?” he asked. “Do you want to go upstairs and lie-“

His sister pushed him onto the couch, cutting him off in mid-sentence. She had a smile on her face of a kind that Dan had never seen on her before, as though she was about to do something very tempting and very bad.

“Little bro, I know you’ve looked at me before,” she whispered. “Do you want to see me, now? I want you to see me…”

“Wait, Jess, hold on!” said Dan. “You must have a fever, or something.”

His words seemed to fall on deaf ears. Jess unzipped the sweatshirt she was wearing, and then pulled the t-shirt underneath it up and over her head. Dan had noticed his sister’s breasts before, but never like this. They were medium sized, but the bra she was wearing seemed to add a seductive flourish to her cleavage.

“Go ahead, touch them Danny,” she said, pulling his hands up to her chest. “I know how bad you want to touch them.”

“Sis…” It was hard for Dan to keep his resolve. Jess had straddled him on the couch, and he could feel his cock quickly growing within his pants. Her tits felt amazing, soft, and holding strangely illicit promise.

“Let me take care of you, Dan,” she whispered. “Let your older sister show you what she can do.”

Jess slid off the couch and down to the floor, and began unzipping Dan’s fly. He was incredibly aroused, but the guilt weighing down on him became too much to bare. He reached forward to push his sister back, and stop whatever was happening from going any further. Before he could, however, his wrists were seized by tiny hands and pulled back behind the couch.

Dan turned his head up and looked behind him, only to see something completely unexpected. He was being restrained by a woman with strikingly beautiful features, and strangely long, pointed ears. She was short, less than five feet tall, and completely naked, with small breasts and long hair that seemed to run down to her waist.

“Who…what are you?” asked Dan. His sister gave him a puzzled look.

“Oh yeah, just lie back, little brother,” said his sister. He realized that she couldn’t see the girl, or whatever it was, that was holding his arms. “How about I help you relax…it will be our little secret?”

Dan recoiled, both out of pleasure and shock, as his sister’s lips made contact with his cock. He didn’t know what to think, and slowly, his mind began to only be able to focus on the sensation of what Jess was doing to him.

“Oh man, Jess,” he moaned. “That feels, that feels really fucking good…”

She flicked her eyes up at him, but didn’t stop, continuing to bring her mouth down and up on his member. His sister used her tongue on the underside of his shaft, as if she was trying to massage the cum right out of him.

The strange woman behind him shifted her grip so she was pinning both of his arms down on the couch and began to rub his chest with her free hand. It didn’t matter to Dan at this point that it was easier for him to break free. It made him feel incredibly ashamed, but he didn’t want his sister to stop. He needed her to keep going, in fact.

Jess pushed all the way forward, and Dan felt the head of his cock sliding into the back of her throat. He groaned, and then his sister quickly pulled her mouth all the way up and off his cock, making a tiny, lewd popping noise.

“Did that feel good?” she asked, smiling. “If you want big sis to keep going, you have to tell her how it felt.”

“Keep going,” said Dan. “It felt…amazing.”

Jess immediately brought her mouth forward and went back to work, sucking him off with renewed enthusiasm and energy. The long eared woman released her grip on him, and walked to the front of the couch. She crouched next to Jess, and still, it was as though she wasn’t even there to his sister.

“Kanos lo tavia kania,” said the woman. “Yolas kania, eyl deos.”

She began to rub his thigh, and locked eyes with Dan. The situation was so bizarre to him that he began to wonder if he was even awake, or if all of the day’s events had just been a dream.  The tiny woman was watching Jess intently, and something about her intense focus caused Dan to be pushed over the edge.

“Oh god, Jess!” he cried, feeling his cock begin to shoot streams of white hot cum deep into his sister’s mouth.

The strange woman put one hand on him, and one hand on his sister, and then began to emit a strange light. It seemed to pulse and intensify with Dan’s orgasm, and he blinked quickly at in, in disbelief.

“Stop right there!” The front door was thrown open, and Stella was standing in it. The strange woman seemed to leap away immediately, flying towards the back door of the house at a speed that Dan almost couldn’t comprehend. Jess grabbed her shirt and held it over her chest, her face turning a shade of bright red that Dan had never seen on her before.

“I, I was just, I don’t know how this happened!” she cried as Stella made her way over.

“Dan, are you okay?” she asked him.

“Yeah, I just…what the hell was that thing?”

“Come on, I’ll explain as we go,” said Stella. She turned and headed for the door, and after pulling up his pants and exchanging confused glances with Jess, he followed her.


CHAPTER 4

“What the hell was that?” asked Dan. Stella turned to him and offered up a grave smile.

“That,” she said, “Was a succubus. They’re creatures that feed on and store intense amounts of lust magic. Despite their appearance and mannerisms, they are not harmless by any means, especially if they fall into the wrong hands.”

Stella opened the door to her house and stepped inside, with Dan following close behind her. She pulled on a black robe over her clothes, and began rummaging through a chest against one of the walls of her living room.

“I should…probably head back, and check on my sister,” he said. Stella shook her head at him.

“You should avoid her for the next couple of days, if you can,” she replied. “It’s going to take some time for the effects to wear off, and for her to return to a completely normal state.”

“This makes no sense,” said Dan. “Why could I see the thing? To Jess, it was like it wasn’t even there…”

Stella pulled a strange looking wand from the chest and held it up triumphantly.

“The crystal you touched before has left you with mild magical awareness,” she said. “Which, to be honest, is probably a good thing.”

She walked over to Dan, and stood just a couple inches away from him, too close for him to be able to fully suppress his excitement.

“Dan…” she said. “I want you to be my apprentice. I’m going to need the help of a man to catch this thing, and you are far more capable than I think you even know.”

“Okay, I mean, I guess I can help…” It was hard for Dan to say no to her, even though he knew that the task he was getting himself into was probably more dangerous than it seemed.

“Perfect!” Stella leaned in, and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. Her lips felt hot against Dan’s face, and he could feel his cock tingling. “We’ll set out immediately. If this thing gets deep into your town, we’re going to have a situation on our hands.”

Stella moved fast, and Dan found himself having to quicken his pace to keep up with her. She was determined, and every step she took seemed to make a statement about just how serious and focused she was on the situation.

At first, they walked down the street in silence. The sorceress appeared to be sensing something in the air, and led him forward as if following a trail. Dan found his curiosity building, and after a couple of minutes, he couldn’t resist asking his questions.

“Stella, how did all of this start?”

She didn’t slow her pace, but did glance back and shoot him a quick smile.

“Do you really want to know Dan?” she asked. “I can only give you the short version right now, I’m afraid.”

She stopped for a second and stared at a large pile of snow next to a newly plowed parking lot, and then turned and led him down a side street.

“I do, if you don’t mind telling me,” said Dan. She nodded at him, and then rubbed her hands together.

“I was born into it,” she said. “All of my sisters and I were born into it. There was…a bit of an inquisition going on back then, and out of all of us, I was the only one who survived.”

“Wait, how old are you, exactly?” Dan felt incredibly dumb immediately after the words left his mouth. Stella giggled, and seemed to take it in good humor.

“Older than you, young man,” she said. “Let’s leave it at that.”

She turned the corner, and then stopped sharp, and slowly walked over to a parked police car on the side of the road. The windows were mostly covered with snow, but after wiping some of it off and taking a peek inside, Stella began to laugh again.

“Oh yeah, we’re definitely on the right track,” she said. “Here, take a look.”

Dan walked over and brought his eye up to the hole she’d made. Inside the car, in the backseat, was a female police officer sucking the cock of a handcuffed man with the same type of focused intent he had seen in his sister. Dan found the scene to be surprisingly hot, and as he looked back towards Stella, there was an almost tangible cloud of sexual tension in the air.

“The succubus must have taken off right as we got here,” she said. “Are there any gatherings of people around this time on a Sunday, within a couple hundred feet of here?”

Dan took a look around and immediately spotted something that fit the bill.

“The library,” he said. “There is a book club that meets around this time every week.”

“Come on,” said Stella. “We don’t have any time to spare.”


CHAPTER 5

Dan and Stella raced into the library, opening the old, glass windowed doors and running inside. They were greeted by a familiar silence and stuffy smell, along with rows of books and a gentle ambiance. Sitting in a group off to the side in one of the lounging spaces was a group of older women. Dan immediately recognized one of them as Mrs. Williams, the attractive mother of his friend, Chad.

“Hello Dan,” she said. She eyed Stella with a suspicious look as the two of them made their way over. “What can we do for you two?”

“Mrs. Williams, have you seen anything weird running around in the library today?” he asked her. She, along with the other five women, seemed to be confused by his question.

“No, nothing,” she said. “Why do you ask?”

Stella pulled Dan aside and over towards one of the bookshelves.

“They wouldn’t have seen anything,” she said. “But it’s definitely here. I don’t know how to explain it, but I just know it is.”

“Alright. I’ll talk to them about it, and you go look around. There’s a second floor up the stairs in back, maybe it slipped by them and up there.”

Stella nodded, and then hurried off.

“Hey, where is your friend going?” asked Mrs. Williams.

“Sorry, ladies, I don’t mean to disrupt your book circle,” he replied. “We’re dealing with a bit of a…situation.”

The women began to whisper amongst each other, and Dan realized that his and Stella’s intrusion was probably the most exciting thing that had happened to them on a Sunday in a very long time.

A little bit of time passed, and Dan began to wonder if he should head up and check on Stella. Before he could move, however, he heard laughter come from the circle of women behind him.

“Dan, I didn’t realize that you had grown into such a strapping young man,” said Mrs. Williams. Dan turned to look at her, and saw the tiny, long haired succubus standing directly behind her.

“Mrs. Williams, quick, get away from there,” he said. None of the women could see it, and Dan could tell in an instant that it was already beginning to have an effect on them.

“Oh, so you want me to come over to you, huh?” she said. “Dan, you’re so forward.”

Mrs. Williams was a strikingly beautiful, mid-thirties woman, a little on the plump side but with big, well-formed breasts. She began to unbutton her blouse as she walked over to Dan, and he couldn’t keep his cock from beginning to get excited in his pants.

“Have you ever thought about me before, Dan?” She stared at him intensely as she spoke, which only made it harder for Dan to resist her advances. “My son told me that some of the boys around town refer to me as a MILF…would you happen to be one of them, young man?”

Dan jumped forward, and tried to move through the women and to the succubus. They grabbed at him and held him in place, the powers of the succubus overloading them with sexual urges and forcing them to do its bidding.

“Stop!” cried Dan. “You don’t understand, there’s-“

“Shh, it’s okay Dan,” whispered Mrs. Williams. “Nobody is ever going to find out about this. It will be our little book club secret.”

Three of the women had their arms on his shoulders, and he couldn’t struggle his way out of their grasp with any amount of strength. Mrs. Williams ran her hands down the front of his body and began unzipping his fly. It was hard for Dan to look at, or even believe what was happening. He’d known Chad since he was young, the two of them had enjoyed sleep overs together, and Mrs. Williams had tucked them both in…and now she was stroking his member and bringing it into a hot, erect state.

The succubus appeared to be smiling, and Dan felt his blood beginning to boil with a mixture of lust and anger. It stepped close to the circle of women, who were arranged around and focused on Dan, the book of the week forgotten in lieu of his cock.

“Damn it, you all need to snap out of it,” he cried. Mrs. Williams just smiled at him and slowly sank to her knees in front of his cock.

“Dan, just relax,” she whispered. “This is going to feel so good for you. Don’t you want to feel good?”

She brought her mouth to the tip of his cock, and slowly began to slide her mouth over it. It felt amazing, and Dan had to force himself to stay focused on what was happening.

“Stella!” he cried. “It’s…oh man, it’s down here.”

Watching the mother of his friend suck his cock as though she was starring in a porno was almost absurdly hot for Dan. He felt himself giving over to the sensation, and letting the busty older woman go to work on his rod, licking it and sucking it with tenderness and expertise.

Some of the other women began to join in on the action. Dan recognized one of them as the resident librarian, a woman who used to run the after school program for his middle school back when he was younger. She had small breasts, but they head large, perky nipples, and she pulled them out and pushed them into Dan’s face. He found himself beginning to lick and such on them almost unconsciously, and his hips began to move forward, taking full advantage of Mrs. William’s warm, wet mouth.

“Dan, are you okay?” called Stella. She didn’t see the succubus at first, and Dan was too overwhelmed by pleasure to alert her in time.

The creature leaped towards the sorceress before she had the time to react. Dan pushed forward against the throng of women holding him back, but all he succeeded in doing was push his cock deep into Mrs. William’s throat.

“Nooo!” cried Stella. All it took was a single touch from the hand of the succubus, and the blond haired woman dropped to her knees. Her cheeks flushed bright red, and she began to breathe deeply and heavily.

Mrs. Williams had increased her pace on Dan’s dick. He could feel himself beginning to get close, and all of the women surrounding him appeared to be waiting on the moment like little school girls waking up early on Christmas morning.

“Dan,” moaned Stella, slowly crawling across the floor on her hands and knees. “Please Dan, help me. My body…it’s on fire…I need you.”

It was hard for him to peel his eyes away as the sorceress slowly began to pull her robe off. One of Stella’s hands was rubbing between her legs, and somehow it seemed more lewd and erotic to Dan than anything else he had seen that day.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned. Another one of the book club women had moved her mouth into position, licking at Dan’s shaft and creating a sexual experience for him that bordered on the verge of sensory over load. Stella was slowly shifting into position, her eyes full of sex, but also conflict. She was trying to fight it, Dan realized.

He couldn’t do it, and decided to take a chance. One of the women moved slightly, and he capitalized on the moment by throwing himself forward, knocking the group back and allowing him to momentarily break free. The succubus was dead ahead, and Dan tackled it, pinning the creature’s naked body to the ground and letting his cock push in between its legs.

It said something to him that sounded like a plea in a language he couldn’t understand, arcane and irregular. The thing looked almost like a young teenage girl, Dan thought, though its eyes seemed to betray a wisdom and age that went far beyond that. It struggled underneath him, and in his attempt to restrain it, he felt the head of his dick begin to knock against the very tight entrance to its pussy.

“Not so tough now, are you?” asked Dan. He looked over his shoulder and saw the women frozen in place, almost as though they were locked in between the will of the creature and their own sensibilities.

Dan decided to take it further, pushing his cock into the succubus slowly and deliberately. The creature seemed to relent after a moment, and its eyes looked at Dan with the same fiery erotic hunger that he had seen in Jess earlier that day.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you?” whispered Dan. “You’re really tight for a magical being, you know that?”

The succubus let out a sound that sounded like a mixture of a cry and a moan, and Dan went to work. He thrust his hips into it hard, letting his cock pump into the thing’s unnaturally warm and wet cunt.

Strangely, it seemed as though the creature had some type of spell or aura cast over its own sex organ. His dick was being pulled into it and massaged as though it had a sexually will of its own. This only spurred Dan on further, and he fucked the tiny woman with even more intensity.

The scene was so strange, and so hot. Stella and the book club women were watching, and seemed to almost be cheering Dan on with their eyes. If he could subdue this thing, he could free them. But the only way to do that was to make it release before he did, to make it cum and submit to him.

The succubus dug its fingernails into Dan’s back. He couldn’t tell if it was in defense, or as a way of urging him on. Either way, the effect of it was to make Dan fuck harder, and more roughly. He pulled at the thing’s long hair and began to bite its neck.

That was apparently enough to push the tiny woman creature over the edge. It let out a strangely soothing moan, and tensed up, thrusting its hips into the air. Dan gratefully grabbed onto the creature’s buttocks and thrust deep a couple more times, feeling his cock relax and begin to ejaculate its own load inside of her.

“That’s it, that’s perfect!” yelled Stella. She jumped forward, apparently free of the succubus spell, and made a grab for the thing. It moved with inhuman speed, jumping to its feet and then disappearing into a strange pink glow right before the sorceress set her arms on it.

“Damn it,” said Dan. “It got away.”

Stella looked at him, and then to the book club women. They were blushing fiercely, and seemed to all be hard at work dealing with their confusion and shame.

“I’m going to memory wipe them,” said Stella. “This isn’t a situation that will fade on its own, I don’t think.”

Dan took one final look at Mrs. Williams, and then nodded. He couldn’t help but smile at the thought of the next time he visited Chad’s house, even if he was the only one who would remember.

Stella spoke a quick incantation and then waved her hand until a mystical light came out and spilled onto the women. The entire group of them collapsed down to the floor and then seemed to fall into a deep sleep.

“Are they okay?” he asked.

“They’ll be fine in a couple of hours.” She turned towards Dan, and smiled at him. “And uh…thanks for your help. A lesser man would have…well, they might have used that situation to their advantage.”

Dan knew exactly what she was talking about, and did feel a little proud of his ability to hold out. It had been incredibly tempting, looking at Stella in the state she was in, but he knew that he never would have been able to live with himself if he’d taken her like that.

“Yeah, no problem,” he said. “I’m just glad I could help.”

The sun had set outside, and the two of them walked out of the library together. Stella seemed to be thinking intently, and after a minute, she turned to Dan and looked deep into his eyes.

“I’m going to head back to my house for the night, you should do the same,” she said. “I’m going to need your help early tomorrow morning, before you go to school.”

“Wait, what?” asked Dan. “I mean…this is so sudden.”

“You’ll learn,” said Stella. “And you’re already halfway capable. I’m looking forward to working with you, Dan.”

She reached her hand out, and smiled at him. After a moment’s thought, Dan took it and shook it.

“Likewise,” he said. A strange heat seemed to spread through his body, and then there was a silence on the air.
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PROLOGUE

The noise of the party had built to a crescendo, and so had the action between John and his step-mother, Nina. She had been leaning seductively against the kitchen counter, out of view of the eyes of the rest of the guests, but only just barely. She had been teasing John, just like she’d been doing all day, and he had reached his breaking point.

The two of them were now wrapped in a deeply sexually embrace, with John grinding his hard cock into the fabric of her dress. He slipped it out of his pants, and rubbed it against her panties before pulling them aside and feeling his mother’s wet, inviting cunt with the head of his dick.

She was whispering something to him, but as far as he could tell it wasn’t stop. He bent her over the counter and began slamming his hips into her, making a lewd slapping noise that threatened to attract the attention of the cabal of drunken women milling around in the living for his step sister’s bachelorette party.


CHAPTER 1

John was in a rush. It was already noon, and he had promised to meet up with his friends a half hour ago. It was the fall of his senior year, and he was kicking it off in style with one last camping trip of the season. Unfortunately, he was running late.

He’d forgotten to set his alarm clock the night before, and like any 18 year old enjoying one of the first weekends since school had reconvened, he’d been up late the night before, doing what any teenage boy does when left alone at night. Judging from the massive monument of morning wood between his legs, his libido had not been even slightly phased by the session.

Grabbing a towel off the back of his door, John quickly wrapped it around his naked body and bolted for the bathroom. It was Saturday, and usually his step mom and step sister were off either shopping or enjoying the day by the afternoon. John’s dad tended to travel a lot for work, and was gone this particular weekend.

It wasn’t until he had already thrown open the door and stepped through it that he realized that his mom was in the shower. To be more precise, she was getting out of the shower. Nina’s body was gorgeous, with massive breasts, a thin waist, and curvy hips. She was the type that made women extremely envious, and men extremely horny.

And now she was standing in front of John, naked and dripping wet. Her perfect pink nipples were slightly obscured by the steam in the room, but he could still see more than enough to spur on his morning erection.

“Oh, hey honey,” she said. “Have you ever heard of knocking?”

“Jesus, mom,” he replied. “Sorry, I didn’t realize that you were so, well…naked in here,”

Nina smiled and stepped towards him.

“Well, I am,” she said. “And apparently you’re enjoying it,”

John looked down at his crotch and began blushing fiercely, embarrassed and mortified. His cock was definitely on the bigger side, and at that moment it was aimed at his mother as though it was the needle of a compass and her naked body was due north.

“This…this is just,” he stammered. “It’s how I woke up this morning! It’s not you!”

It wasn’t the complete truth, and Nina could clearly tell. John was drinking in the sight of his exposed mom with his eyes, checking her out and feeling almost overwhelmed by a strange, horny guilt.

“Oh, okay then,” said Nina. She stepped even closer to him, letting her naked breasts push against his chest.

“What, what are you…?” John said, almost in disbelief.

“If it’s not me that put you in this state, than it shouldn’t matter that this bathroom is tiny,” she said. “There’s barely any room for one person, let alone two. We might get tangled just trying to get by each other.”

John could only stare at his mom. He felt his cock pulsing, only inches away from rubbing up against the hot cunt of his own mother.

“It’s a good thing that you’re my son,” Nina said. “Any real man that found me like this would probably not be able to be resist. I’d be against the wall right now, and they’d be pushing their big, hard-“

“Mom? John?” called John’s sister, Allison, from the hallway. “What’s going on in there?”

“Sorry, honey, I was just getting out of the shower and John walked in on me,” said Nina. “I’m on my way out.”

She stepped by John, smiling like she had a secret as she did. He felt his heart pounding dangerously hard in his chest as she did, and quickly readjusted his towel to keep it from falling.

Outside the bathroom was Allison. She stuck her head through the door as Nina left.

“Hey little bro, do you mind letting me cut ahead of you?” she asked him. “I have to get ready for my party tonight as soon as possible.”

“I’m going on a camping trip today, sis,” he said. “I’m already late.”

“Oh, come on!” pleaded Allison. “I will only ever get one bachelorette party! I’ll make it up to you?”

He turned towards his sister to say no. Allison had a slightly curvier frame, but for the most part took after her mom. She was wearing a nightgown that billowed open at the chest, giving him an amazing view of her cleavage and making him a little more sympathetic.

“Alright, fine,” said John.

“Thanks!”

He stepped out of the bathroom and began to walk towards his room, figuring he could just call up his friends and let them know that he would be late. As he walked down the hall, he heard a noise coming from his mother’s room. Her door was cracked slightly, and he peered inside.

She was on her bed, naked as she had been in the bathroom, but with her head thrown back and fingers pushed against her cunt. John’s mother was masturbating, and he felt himself totally unable to look away.

Nina was moaning slightly, and her hips were pushing up into the air as she rubbed her fingers across her clit. John felt his cock growing achingly hard at the scene. He hated himself for it, but couldn’t resist reaching his own hand down and massaging his rod through the towel.

“Oh god, yes,” whispered Nina, increasing her pace.

John tried to slip closer, leaning his head in through the door. The last thing he wanted was to get caught, and already felt incredibly ashamed just knowing how erotic the scene was for him. He felt his lust begin to get the better of him, and slipped his cock out from under his towel, stroking it without restraint.

Both mother and son were taking care of themselves, but only one of them had a full picture of what was going on. John was staring at the pink folds of his mother’s pussy. He had a nice view from where he was, and could see also see her large breast mounds and wondered what it would feel like to jam his cock in between them.

Nina began to bite her lip, and she thrust her hips up into the air and released a small cry as she began to climax. Joh accelerated his pace, feeling himself getting close to the verge. He wanted to run into the room so badly, to climb on top of her and let her feel just what she had done to him.

His cock began to explode streams of white, hot cum onto his towel, just as Nina looked up towards the door. He threw himself into the hallway, but was relatively sure that she had seen him. John quickly tip toed to his room and shut the door, his cock still streaming out seed as he went.


CHAPTER 2

John took a moment to catch his breath back in his room. He couldn’t believe what had just happened.  He had done many things throughout his teenage years for the sake of pleasure and his hormones, but this went above and beyond any of it.

He sat down on his bed and remembered the camping trip. He took out his phone and clicked the screen on, only to find a text from one of his friends staring him right in the face.

“Next time if you can’t make it, let us know! We can’t wait for you any longer.”

John sighed, and collapsed back onto his bed. The trip seemed like it would have been an easy way to escape from the embarrassment of facing his mom for the weekend. Even if she hadn’t seen him stroking off to her, watching her masturbate like a horny peeping tom, he still knew that it had happened.

He resigned himself to be around the house for the weekend and thought about how he could make it bearable. His sister was having her bachelorette party that night, and he had planned on being away for it. Maybe he could just lay low and hang out his room? All the feminine energy mixed with alcohol seemed like it could lead to dangerous places, and he had already gone far enough into strange territory for the day.

“Shower’s all yours, little bro,” called Allison from outside his room. He leaned up on his bed, and realized that his sister was still outside.

“Thanks, sis,” he replied.

“Hey…do you mind doing me a favor later?” she asked. “I want to try on a couple of new outfits and I could really use a male opinion on some of them.”

“That sounds like it would be a bit of a chore,” said John.

“Just do it! I have a wedding coming up, have some empathy.”

John shrugged his shoulders, unable to think of any decent out.

“Alright, fine,” he said. “Just let me take a shower first.”

“Yay!” shouted Allison. She tapped triumphantly on his door and then walked down the hallway.

John took a quick shower, dried off, and got dressed in his room. He was managing to put what had happened before with his mom out of his mind. And then he walked into his sister’s room.

Allison was slowly pulling a pair of pink lace panties up her legs. She was completely naked from the waist up, and John got a fantastic view of her breasts. They looked just like his mom’s, maybe slightly smaller but with an extra bounce to them.

“Oh, hey,” she said. “Sorry, I wasn’t expecting you for another few minutes,”

John stood, gaping at her as she went about putting her clothes on as though it was no big deal. His cock was quickly springing back to its previous proportions. Allison just smiled at him, and gestured to her bed.

“So, I just bought a new skirt,” she said. “But I think it might be a little too short,”

She had her bra on now, and it matched her panties. She threw a very tight t-shirt on over it that said “PARTY GIRL” on the front, and then wiggled into a skirt that was even smaller than the one he had been picturing.

“See what I mean?” she asked him. “It’s so small!”

“I…don’t necessarily think that’s a bad thing,” said John.

His cock was essentially doing the talking. It was almost painfully hard, and as he watched his sister in her skirt, his hand began to meander over to his member, massaging it through his pants. Allison pruned and adjusted herself in the mirror, giving him ample eye candy to work with.

“It makes me feel almost like I’m a stripper,” she said, laughing. “What do you think, John? Would this skirt turn you on if you saw a stripper wearing it?”

His cock began to tingle and pushed against the fabric of his pants. His sister turned away from him and bent down low, slowly picking herself up and giving him an amazing view of her panty clad ass peeking out from underneath the skirt as she did.

“Well…typically a stripper would give a lap dance,” he said. “I’m betting that skirt would work pretty well for one of those…”

“Do you really think so?” she asked him, stepping towards him on the bed. “A lap dance, huh?”

Allison began to swing her hips in front of her brother provocatively. He was sitting with his legs hanging along the side of the bed, and she stepped her leg over him and began gyrating her hips in front of his face. She put her hands on her shoulders and leaned over him, pushing her tits into his face.

“I’m just going to test this thing out on you,” said Allison. “I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” said John. He began to run his hands up his sister’s back. She pushed her tits a little further forward, and he felt them press against his face, incredibly soft.

Allison continued, dropping her crotch down lower and letting it rest against her brother’s package. Having her on his cock felt amazing for John, and he began to move up slightly in time with her. She seemed to really be getting into it, and took one of his hands and set it on her breast.

“Like this, baby bro?” she whispered. “Is this what a stripper would do?”

He began to knead her tits with both hands, grinding his cock against her panty clad cunt as he did. Her skirt had slid up, and a small wet spot was visible on her crotch. John began to lose his inhibitions, feeling guilty for being so turned on by his own sister, but also totally unable to stop himself.

Eventually, the lap dance shifted even further. The two of them began rolling on the bed, still wearing their clothes but rubbing and thrusting together. It felt to John like they were fucking with clothes on, and he began to reach down the back of his sister’s panties with one hand.

They moved faster and faster, both lost in the fun of the taboo and their own horniness. Eventually, John began to push his hips faster against his sister, and felt his cock began to spasm and blast cum into his underwear, wishing that it had gone inside her instead.

They disengaged from each other and spent a moment just lying on Allison’s bed and breathing. Then, she rolled over and looked at him, smiling.

“Thanks John,” she said. “That was a big help.”


CHAPTER 3

John spent most of the day hanging out in his room, browsing the internet and playing video games. It was strange, but as the night approached, he found himself getting incredibly horny. At around 6 PM, women started arriving. He passed by a group of about ten of them, not including his sister and his mom, on the way to the kitchen.

“Hey Nina, your son is going to be here tonight?” asked one of them. “I thought this was ladies only?”

“Relax, Annie,” said his mom. “This only makes things more interesting. Trust me, when the night starts to heat up, I’ll think you’ll be glad that there is some masculine energy in the house.”

“He is a bit of a hunk,” joked another woman. “Can I say that about your son?”

John’s mom nodded, and the woman looked at him and licked her lips. She was a little plump, but still had a beautiful face and tits that seemed they would be incredibly fun to play with.

“I am a bit of a cougar, you know,” she said to him. “Maybe we should talk alone, later tonight?”

Nina elbowed her friend, laughing. Allison crossed her arms and almost seemed to be a little jealous. John just smiled, not sure of what to say.

“That’s interesting,” he replied, finally. “I think I’ll hang out downstairs tonight after all,”

Several of the women in the group clapped, and they had a good laugh as they continued to make comments about him being a man. John just smiled, catching his mother’s eye and seeing a very strange look on her face. It almost looked competitive, as though she was at the starting line of a race.

“Alright, I think some wine would be helpful,” said Allison. She walked into the kitchen and brought out an icebox full of several bottles, along with some glasses. Nina and the other women each grabbed them. John reached for one, expecting his mom to object and being a little surprised when she said nothing.

The wine was poured, and John began sipping at his glass, listening to the women talk and become less restrained. It was strong stuff, and he felt himself begin to feel a little buzzed after just a few sips, though the fact that he hadn’t eaten much that day may have had something to do with it.

He found an open seat on the couch to sit down. It just happened to be next to the attractive plump woman that had been teasing him before. She smiled seductively and slid a little closer to him, taking a sip of her wine. At this point, most of the people in the room had slipped off into small groups and were having individual conversations.

“You are such a handsome young man,” said the woman. Her hand began to rub up John’s thigh, and he felt his member quickly springing to attention.

“Thank you, Ms...”

“Call me Karen,” said the woman, rubbing higher up. “How old are you, John?”

“I just turned 18 at the start of the fall,” he replied. It was hard for him to focus on the words. His cock was quickly becoming the only part of his body that he cared about.

“You are around the same age as my son, he’s 17,” said Karen. Her hand was directly on his cock now, and she was massaging it and smiling deviously.

“Oh, wow, that’s…that’s,” John was trying to keep conversation, but he was just too horny. This woman was jerking him off in a room full of people, and it was all he could do to keep from throwing her down and fucking her right there.

“It’s time for dancing!” called Allison. She was standing next to the living room’s stereo, and began twisting volume knobs and tapping on her phone. Some electronic dance music began to play loudly. Allison dimmed the lights in the room, and everybody was up and moving.

It was too conspicuous now for just John and Karen to be sitting on the couch. They stood up, and started dancing. The room was full of women, and before the two of them could get anything going, several others had pushed their way over to him, pulling on his arms and rubbing his chest.

John felt bad admitting it, but he was loving every second of it. He knew that it was supposed to be his sister’s bachelorette party, and she was really the one who deserved a special night, but the attention he was getting by so many beautiful women just seemed to make his horniness even more intense and compelling.

Eventually, Karen made her way back up to him. He ended up sandwiched between her and his sister, his hard cock pushing against Karen’s ass.

“Yeah John!” said Allison. “It’s your turn to dance for me, show me what you got!”

She reached around and began to rub her hand on his erect cock. John was shocked, but only for a second. His sister was clearly drunk, and the easiest way he could see to placate her was to just go along with it. He began to rub up against her, taking off his shirt and shaking his crotch in a comically erotic fashion.

The women in the room were loving it, especially Karen and Allison. Karen sat down on the floor and pulled Allison down with her, and the two began pawing at his package almost like they were two female cats in heat. John just played along with it, not pushing it any further, at least not until Karen began to push her lips against his pants.

Before he knew what was going on, his sister and Karen had dropped his pants down and slid his member out of his boxers. He opened his mouth to object, but they began to lick his rod with their wet and soft tongues.

“Oh, god,” he said.

Karen smiled at him. She took off her shirt and bra, exposing her huge tits to him. Allison followed along, and both of them began giving John a sensual, illicit blowjob. The where kneeling on either side of his cock, and would push their lips together as if trying to kiss each other with his dick in the middle.

It felt amazing, and John became a possessed man. He grabbed Karen’s head and pushed his dick deep into her mouth, face fucking her for a few seconds before switching to his sister. She looked up at him, her eyes filled with a wild, slutty gleam.

Most of the women in the room were too drunk or too focused on dancing to notice, but a few of them were watching. It turned John on even more to know that he had an audience, and he found himself making eye contact with a few of them as they looked on.

The pleasure was too much for him, and his dick began to explode out cum all over Karen and Allison’s faces. They both licked up as much of it as they could, and John felt himself feeling a mixture of guilt and regret as the fact that he had just gotten head from his sister settled into his mind.

He looked up, and as he scanned his room, his eyes met his own mother’s. She had been watching from the corner the entire time, and had one hand over her mouth in shock. As he opened his mouth to say something, she glared at him, and then stomped over from across the room and grabbed him by the hand.

“We need to talk, right now mister!” she yelled, pulling him into the kitchen.


CHAPTER 4

John had barely managed to get his pants up by the time his mom pulled him into the kitchen. She had her arms crossed, and gave him a look that managed to be both disapproving and motherly at the same time.

The dress that his mom was wearing was tight fitting and low cut, and he couldn’t help but stare as she leaned back on the counter. He felt embarrassed, and ashamed, and guilty, but also as though he had stepped into a new world, full of possibilities. And somehow, his mom fit into that.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” she asked him. Her voice wavered with anger, and something else.

John said nothing, and just looked at his mom apologetically.

“You can’t answer me, can you?” she screamed. “All you can do is stand there…with a bulge in your pants no less?”

It was true. John had come all over his sister and another woman, and yet somehow, his cock was still hard. His mother was looking at it now, and that seemed to only excite it even more.

“How…how can you still be hard, after all that?” she asked.

“I don’t know mom,” he said. “What do you think I’d have to be thinking about to be hard? To be looking at, to still be horny?”

“You are a pervert!” she said. Her voice had less force this time, and an almost sensual tone to it.

“Oh, come on mom,” he said. “You had so much fun teasing me in the bathroom before,”

“That, that was-“

“And I know that you saw me watching you,” he said. “I know you saw when I watched you touch yourself.”

“I, I was just,”

“Come on mom, come clean,” said John. He took a step towards her, feeling his cock begin to ache with even more sexual desire.

His mom glared at him, and then seemed to relent. She leaned back on the counter, spreading her legs slightly and shooting a look at him that almost seemed challenging.

“Fine, I admit it,” she said. “But do you know why I did it?”

John waited for her to continue.

“To torture you, honey,” she said. “I know you love you love to jerk off. You probably think about me, your own mother, when you do it. But are you man enough…to actually fuck me?”

John stepped closer to her, all the way until his face was just inches from hers.

“Come on sweetie,” she said. “Show mommy what you can do,”

John snapped forward and kissed his mom passionately. Their tongues flicked around in each other’s mouths, and she wrapped her arms around him. He felt his crotch move as though it had a mind of its own, rubbing against her, rock hard and ready.

He brought his lips down and began kissing her upper chest. He pulled her dress down, not caring if it ripped in his rush to expose his mom’s naked flesh. The pink nipples on her breasts seemed to call to him and he ran his tongue over one of them, causing his mom to arch up and gasp in shock.

“Oh, baby,” she said. “Oh baby, this is so wrong,”

John unzipped her dress in back and pulled her out of it. His mom wasn’t wearing a bra, and after he pulled her panties down, he lifted her onto the counter and dropped his own pants and boxers. He looked his mom intensely in the eyes, and aimed his cock for her cunt.

“It is wrong, mom,” he said. “But I have to fuck you,”

Nina moaned as her son stood up against her and pushed his cock inside her. John felt her juices leak onto his cock. She was surprisingly tight, and seemed to welcome his intrusion like a mother welcoming her son home after a trip. It was like his cock belonged inside her.

“Oh god!” screamed Nina in between moans. “Oh god what have I done!”

“It’s okay mom,” he said. “It’s okay, it’s just me.”

He began thrusting into her. It felt unlike any sex he had ever experienced before. Whether it was the taboo or just that his mother was suck a beautiful woman to begin with, he felt as though the sex was taking control of him.

It was true, what she had said before. He had jerked off imagining her before. He had jerked off imagining fucking her, even, and some of his friends had admitted to jerking off to Nina in some of their more open moments to him before. She was the neighborhood MILF, and she was his mom. And she was an amazing fuck.

“Don’t stop, John,” cried Nina. “It feels so good,”

“I won’t, mom,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you all the time from now on,”

“Ohhhh god…”

“You’re going to be my little play thing, mom,” he said. “My secret slut mommy. Maybe Allison can even join in on the fun.”

This was too much for Nina. She began to buck her hips against him wildly, tensing her entire body up in orgasm. John could feel his own building, and he began to slam his hips into his mom as fast as he could in anticipation.

His hips were on autopilot, and the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed throughout the room. John realized that Allison had walked into the kitchen and was watching him. Somehow, it only spurred him on.

John pushed through for a few final hard thrusts, and then let his load shoot deep inside his mother’s cunt. It felt so good to be letting loose in her, and she hugged him tightly as the pleasure began to spread through his body. When he pulled out, his white cream seemed to drip slightly out of his mother’s perfect pink pussy.

“I…I can’t believe that just happened,” said John.

Allison walked over to the two of them and smiled.

“I sent the guests home,” she said. “How about we all go climb into bed and talk a little more about some of the stuff that happened tonight?”

John smiled and looked over at his mom. She appeared to think for a second, and then finally nodded. He looked back towards his sister, wondering just what the morning would hold for the three of them.
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“Oh, come on Christie! You can’t do this to me!”

“I’m sorry Jared! My family is having a barbecue. Can’t we go camping some other time?”

Jared Vargas was on the phone with his girlfriend. At eighteen years old, and as a recent high school graduate, he was ready to enjoy the summer and have some fun. As always, a complication had seemed to arise from nowhere.

“We’ll only be gone for a single night, babe,” he said, still intent on convincing her. “Just think of how much fun it will be!”

“I’m sorry Jared. I’ll see you later on in the week, okay?”

There was a click on the other side of the receiver. Jared always hated when his girlfriend hung up on him. It was her nuclear option for winning arguments from afar. He put his phone into his pocket, and sighed, frustrated.

He had gone out of his way to buy everything they needed. Packed into the back of his truck, he currently had a two person pop tent, fire starting equipment, a pot for boiling water, a small grill for cooking food, food to go with the grill, and various other odds and ends. He had essentially everything he needed to have a blast out in the woods, except for a date.

“Hey honey,” he heard his mom call from downstairs. “Can I make you breakfast before you go?”

Rachel Vargas was Jared’s adopted mother. She had raised him ever since he was a baby, and was the only parent he had ever known. She had always been a single mother, and she cared more about him more than he could imagine that two parents from a regular family ever could.

“I’ll be down in a minute, mom,” he called back. It was still early in the morning, and Christie’s call had woken him out of a very sensual dream. He had the remnants of a bad case of morning wood in between his legs, and as he found shorts and a t-shirt to throw on, he decided that he should take the time to take care of it.

He got onto his computer and pulled up a video off a porn streaming website. It was of an older woman with a younger man, and soon enough he found his rock hard cock begging for release. He began to stroke himself to the video, watching as the woman began to suck the man’s dick enthusiastically.

“Honey, I folded some of your clothes for you,” Rachel called into the room.

Jared panicked, and managed to quickly close the browser window, but he couldn’t hide his exposed erection before she opened the door. His mom saw him with his rock hard cock in hand, and her jaw dropped open, cheeks flushing crimson red.

“Oh, uh…I’m sorry!” she said, turning around.

“Oh my god sorry mom!” he said to her, embarrassed. He quickly stuffed his cock back into his shorts and tried to tuck it hide it in a way that would make it a little less blatant, with no luck.

“I was just going to drop off some clothes for you, I didn’t see anything…” said Rachel. She slowly turned back to face him and dropped the clothes on his bed. Jared noticed that she was only wearing a light pink oversized night shirt that hung down just below her butt, looking almost like a dress on his mom. She was a petite woman, with long blond hair, big breasts for her size, and a butt that seemed unreal for a woman in her mid-thirties.

“Oh, okay,” he said. “Thanks mom…”

There was a tense silence in the room for a moment. For some strange reason, Jared felt his cock throb as he looked at his mom, with her huge tits clearly visible against her shirt. He wasn’t completely sure, but he thought that he could see the outline of her nipples poking through.

“Were you, uhm, were you busy, before I came in?” his mom asked.

Jared had no idea how to respond. He just stared at his mom, feeling like she had seen something that had not only shocked her, but had maybe also peeked her curiosity, ever so slightly.

“Because it’s okay if you were,” she said, continuing. “I just saw you with you big thing out like that, and figured…”

“Yeah mom, I was,” said Jared. He felt himself going to very strange place in his mind. He wanted his mom to know, and found himself being glad that she saw him. “I do that, sometimes, when I need to.”

“I know, I mean, I know that guys do that,” his mom said. “You’re a big boy now. It’s just something that you do.”

There was another silence, and Jared was pretty sure that his mom was glancing down at his still erect penis. Her cheeks blushed red again, and then she smiled.

“I’m going to go finish up with breakfast, sweetie,” she said to him

“Thanks mom,”

Rachel stepped closer to him and pulled him into a hug. He hesitated at first, and then wrapped his arms around her in response. Her tits felt amazingly soft against his chest, and Jared found himself wondering what they would feel like to cup in his hands and grope. His cock was rock hard, even harder than it had been when he was watching the video. It pushed against his mother’s stomach. He pulled her closer against him and felt his cock slide up and lie flat against her body.

“I love you, sweetie,” Rachel whispered to him.

“I love you too, mom,” he said back to her.

They continued hugging. It seemed like the embrace went on for ages before they finally parted. His mom smiled at him, and then left his room. Jared took a minute to breath and tried to calm his lower half down.

He headed downstairs and into the kitchen. Rachel turned towards him and beamed as he walked over, as if the entire incident upstairs had ever happened. He sat down at the kitchen table and looked at his mom, who was busy frying eggs on the stove.

“What’s for breakfast?” he asked her.

“Eggs and toast, as usual,” his mom said. “But I’m also going to cook you up some bacon, to send you off right for your camping trip.”

Jared frowned, remembering the phone call from earlier.

“I’m not even sure if I’m going to go, at this point,” he said. “Christie dropped out at the last second…”

“Well can’t you find someone else to go with?” Rachel asked him, her voice full of motherly concern.

“I honestly can’t think of anyone else,” he said. “The tent is tiny and it would suck having to share it with another guy, and Christie would flip out if I went camping with another girl.”

“What about me?” his mom asked.

Jared stared at her, dumbfounded.

“I wouldn’t mind sharing a tent with you, and I have this weekend off from work,” she said.

“When have you ever gone camping before, mom?” he asked her, in disbelief.

“I used to go all the time when I was younger,” she said. “Before you came along, that is.”

“I’m not talking about a camp ground, I’m heading deep into the state park,” said Jared. It was true, he had been planning remote camping trip for a while now, and wasn’t entirely sure how he felt about his mom taking the place of his girlfriend.

“Oh come on, it will be fun,” she said. “And I don’t think Christie will mind if me and you share a tent together, will she?”

Jared was silent for a moment. It wasn’t the worst idea he had ever heard. There was no way he would have a good time if he just went by himself, and having to call it off would also be incredibly lame.

“Alright mom, let’s do it,” he said to her.

“Yay! I’m so happy!”

The two of them talked about the camping set up as they ate breakfast. Jared had found a spot that was incredibly remote, off the regular road by quite a ways. They would have to hike out there with all of their stuff. It was near a river and had a great view of the surrounding valley.

“What do I need to bring with me?” Rachel asked him after he finished outlining the trip.

“Just a single change of clothes. Maybe a swim suit, so we can get in the water,”

“My only one has a rip in it from the trip I took with your Aunt Sandy,” said Rachel. “I might just have to wear my bra and panties. That wouldn’t be too inappropriate, would it?”

Jared’s cock throbbed as he pictured his mom in just her bra and panties. He was starting to get excited for the trip, in a very weird way. He also found himself wishing that he had actually managed to get himself to completion when he had been masturbating earlier that morning.

“Yeah mom, that would be fine,” he said. Part of him was screaming the exact opposite. It won’t be fine, if she’s just in her bra and panties. It won’t be fine, at all.

“Great! Let me go pack my stuff!” Rachel said, clearing her plate and heading up to her room.

A half hour later, the two of them met up in the living room and were ready to go. Rachel had chosen to wear a light tank top with a long sleeve plaid shirt over it, showing off her ample cleavage. Along with that she wore a small, tight pair of denim cutoffs. Jared had to do a double take as she walked out the front door.

“I’m glad we’re going to be at a remote campsite, otherwise there would be a hoard of guys ogling you,” he said to her with a laugh. He was only half joking. His mom was looking incredibly sexy, and he felt his cock throbbing as he looked at her.

“Oh stop it, you tease,” Rachel said, smiling and obviously enjoying the attention.

Jared helped carry his mom’s stuff into the back of his truck, and then the two of them climbed in and set out for the wilderness. The spot that he had chosen was about a 90 minute drive away.

“Do you want to listen to anything in particular, honey?” she asked him as she played with the radio tuner.

“You can throw on whatever mom, I don’t mind,” he said.

Rachel found a talk radio station, and they listened to it as they went. The drive was relatively straight forward. As they got closer to the camp, the roads began to get bumpier and much less maintained.

“Wow, just how far out is it?” his mom asked him.

“Like I said, it’s remote,” he replied, smiling. “Here, there’s a spot where we are going to park up ahead.”

The beaten dirt road that they were on had a small side area for cars and Jared pulled into it. They were far from anything that could be considered civilization now, with the last town they passed through being a half hour back, and only consisting of a small general store and a couple of houses.

“We’ll have to carry everything from this point on, Mom,” he said to her.

“Is it all that far of a hike from here?” she asked.

Jared looked off, down the path that led into the woods.

“Not too far,” he said. “We’ll only be on the path for the first couple of minutes. After that, we’ll be trail blazing.”

The two of them pulled all of the camping equipment off of the truck. Rachel carried her own bag and some cooking supplies. Jared had loaded the lion’s share of the equipment onto his back, and carried the tent, the grill, and everything else they needed.

“Oh wow, you’re so strong,” Rachel said to him, teasingly. “I guess I know who to call on if I get attacked by a bear,”

“You should be more worried about being attacked by me!” Jared yelled with a laugh, pinching her butt. She yelped, and slapped his hand, her face blushing bright red. He felt like he’d forgotten for a moment that she was his mom, in his friskiness. He hoped that he could keep himself from doing it again on their trip, or things could get really hard for them.

The two of them started off into the woods. The path was carpeted in vegetation and foliage, with the occasional exposed tree root cutting across. Jared and his mom made their way to the switch off point relatively quickly.

“It’s right here mom,” he said, pulling back tree branches to make her a path forward.

“Thanks,” she said. She walked off the trail and then waited for him bring his load through.

He kept leading them further into the woods until they reached a small clearing next to a river.

“This is it,” he announced to her happily.

“Wow, this is a really scenic spot,” she said.

“Yeah, I know,” he said, looking over the area. “I scouted it out with Christie a couple weeks ago. She wanted to be close to the river so that we could spend some time swimming.”

Jared was blue for a moment, remembering how his girlfriend had ditched out on him earlier. His mom watched his face intently, and then put her hand on his shoulder.

“How about we go swimming?” she asked him, hopefully.

“Yeah sure,” he said. “I have to set up the basic campsite first though.”

“I’ll help you, just do what you will with me,” replied his mom.

Jared started by setting down a tarp on top of the grass for the tent, while his mom unpacked some of their food supplies. The area was not especially active when it came to scavenging animals, but they were playing it safe, just in case, and keeping everything in a sealed cooler about two dozen yards away from their actual campsite.

Once the grass had been flattened and the tarp had been laid, Jared set about constructing the tent. Even though it was on the small side, getting the poles through the fasteners on the material was still pretty tricky. Rachel came over after setting down some pots to help.

“Like this?” she asked him, trying to secure one of the pole ends against the tent fabric. She was bent over, and Jared couldn’t help but notice that the low cut nature of her shirt made her cleavage readily visible for anyone that wanted to look. In this case, it was him, though guiltily so. He felt bad, but looking at his mom’s tits made his cock more than a little excited.

“Yeah mom, just shake it a little bit,” he said. “You know, just to make sure it’s in completely.”

Rachel followed his instructions and began shaking the rod. It also caused other things to shake, namely, her breasts that were already so alluring to him. They were on the verge of popping right out of her shirt and being exposed to him completely, in illicit glory, when she finally managed to complete the task.

“Great job, mom,” he said feeling more than slightly disappointed.

After they finished popping the tent, next task was to set up the fire pit. Jared set aside several rocks for his mom to arrange into a circle, and then began exploring the nearby woods for wood and kindling. It had been an unusually dry year, and it was easy to find more than enough firewood. He carried it back in bundles, and began building it up in a way that would be primed for a spark later on when they were ready to start it. When he finished it, he walked over to the tent and began to unzip the door flap.

“Just a second!” cried his mom. He could just barely see her silhouette through the opaque material of the screen. She appeared to be bent over and changing outfits. His dick felt a little funny when he realized it.

“What are you doing mom?” he asked, playing dumb. He continued slowly unzipping the door flap. The knowledge that his mother was on the other side of the screen, at least partially naked, made him feel like sneaking a devious, sinful peak. His cock throbbed at the possibility.

“I’m just trying to find something to swim in,” she said. “None of my bras seem like they would work all that well…”

“Why not?” asked Jared. “I mean, it’s just me and you, we could always just skinny dip, you know, if we had to,”

“Ha-ha, very funny,” replied Rachel. “They all seem like they would be a little, well, revealing if they got wet.”

Jared began to picture his mother in a tight, wet bra, with the color and outline of her nipples poking through freely, and felt another guilty rush of sexual desire pass over him. He shook his head and tried to banish the thought. This would be a very long and hard trip if he didn’t manage to get his sinful urges under control.

“Never mind, I think I found one,” she said after another minute.

“That’s great mom,” he said, his voice sounding like the exact opposite of his words.

After a couple more minutes, Rachel finally made her way out of the tent. Jared’s jaw almost dropped when he saw her. She was dressed in a light blue lace silk and pantie combo. The bra looked like it was a little too small for her and her breasts seemed to be mashed together by the tightness of the strap. The fabric of the panties seemed almost like it was glued to the contours of her buttocks, and between that and the massive amount of cleavage spilling out, Jared had to fight with his lower half to keep from blatantly checking her out.

“Wow, you look amazing mom!” he said to her. It was true. Rachel looked as though she would be right at home in the pages of sports illustrated, or more appropriately, a lingerie catalogue or busty glamour photo blog.

“Thanks honey,” she said. “I haven’t worn this bra since high school. It’s actually a little too tight now, but it’s the only I have that I could imagine swimming in.”

Jared headed into the tent and quickly changed into his swim suit. Seeing his mom like that had made his dick partially hard. He spent a moment or two trying to find a way to discretely hide it, before giving up and climbing out of the tent with a rather obvious bulge coming out of his crotch.

“Let’s do it, mom!” he said to her.

“Okay!”

The river was relatively slow flowing, and when they tested the water they found that it was quite warm and inviting. They began to wade their way out, feeling the sticky mud ooze between their toes.

“Oh, I’m so glad I got to come out with you today, Jared,” she said to him. “Thanks for letting me,”

“No problem mom,” he said. He laughed, and then without warning, splashed his mother lightly with water. She cried from the shock of the cold, and then glared at him playfully.

“You are a brat!” She yelled, splashing him back.

“Okay, now that was a declaration of war!” Jared said. A water fight began between the two, with both of them soaking the other thoroughly. Jared couldn’t help but notice that his mother’s bra was becoming somewhat see-through as it began to collect water. It was incredibly hot to him for some reason, and he didn’t point it out to her, fearing that she might decide that swimming wasn’t the best activity for the day if he did.

“You’ve got no hope against me, Jared,” his mom yelled to him, laughing. “I’m the queen of splash fights!”

She had drawn closer now, within arm’s reach. Her tits looked phenomenal. The bra had already pushed them together in a way that was seductive on its own, but all of the water dripping down her chest only served to bring the effect to the next level.

“What you haven’t realized mom is that I play by my own rules!” Jared stepped closer to Rachel and scooped her up over his shoulder. She laughed and began to playfully swat him on the back as he did. Her tits pressed against his back, and he could feel his cock starting to harden.

“Put me down this instant, the water queen commands you!” his mom yelled to him, laughing.

“Alright!” Jared said. He flipped her over his shoulder, dropping her into the water behind him. She landed with a satisfying splash. As he was turning around to face her, he felt a sharp pull on his waistband. Rachel had pulled down his swimming trunks, as a joke. His semi hard cock had popped free of the fabric, adding an unexpectedly illicit and erotic element to the gag.

“Hey, no fair!” He said, reaching down for his swimming trunks.

“Just so you know, I don’t play by the rules either,” his mom had an incredibly pleased smile on her face.

The look that Jared saw in her eyes made him want revenge. Instead of pulling up his shorts, he stepped out of them and quickly lunged at her. Before Rachel could react, he had reached his arm around her back and unhooked her bra. It fell down into the water in an almost comic fashion, allowing her huge, perfect breasts to spill out, totally exposed. Her pink nipples were hard from the cold, and Jared felt his cock quickly spring up to a fully erect state as he looked at her.

“You brat,” she said, still smiling. It felt like a line had been crossed, but the game was still on. Rachel tried futilely to cup both of her breasts with one of her arm, and moved forward, attempting to tickle him with the other.

“Is that really wise, mom?” Jared said to her, responding back by tickling her underwater with both of his hands. His cock seemed like it was being pulled towards her, almost as though some type of strong magnetic force was pulling it. And he couldn’t take his eyes off his mom’s tits. He felt bad for staring, but they seemed to almost defy gravity for their size, and hung with a perfection that was incredibly pleasing to his eyes and lower half.

His mom was giggling like a school girl, and soon, her efforts to maintain her modesty were discarded as she began tickling him with both hands. A couple of times, her hands passed dangerously close to Jared’s now rock hard cock in the water. He laughed, and then moved closer and into a better position for tickling her. As he stepped, he felt his cock brush against his mother’s thigh. She was still smiling, and reached down, grabbing his cock for a second in surprise.

“I’m going to make you beg for mercy!” she yelled at him, reaching her fingers for his armpits.

“Not a chance!” Jared replied.

He wrapped his arms around his half naked mother and attempted to pull her over his shoulder again. This time, however, she was wise to it, and leaned back as he tried to lift her. The action put Jared’s exposed cock right in between her thighs, and his mom’s huge, naked tits right against his chest. He hated to admit it, but it felt amazing, albeit in an incredibly guilt ridden and sinful way.

“Is this a wrestling match now?” His mom asked, her voice suddenly sounding very teasingly seductive.

“If it is, you’re the one who is going to get pinned first,” he answered, matching her tone.

The hold that they had on each other was tight. Both of their crotches were pushed together, and they seemed to furiously rub up against each other as they both tried to flip one another into the water. Jared’s cock was throbbing now. Having his mom right up against it, in such close proximity, definitely seemed to be over and beyond the regular familial limits of conduct. He couldn’t stop himself though, and started to feel his hips move with a mind of their own, thrusting against his mom as his cock ached for release.

Rachel was, in her own part, contributing to the madness. She jumped up and partially out of the water, trying to get a better hold around Jared, but also pushing her naked tits directly into his face. He wrapped his arms around her waist as she dropped down, holding her in the air. Her legs wrapped around Jared, and he felt her thighs and cunt rub against his cock. His mom’s face was only inches from his, and in their struggle their lips brushed across each other’s. Suddenly Rachel tipped backwards, throwing both of them both into the water and breaking the spell.

“Well, I uh, I think we should declare a truce,” Rachel said, cupping her breasts again and blushing fiercely. “I think that got a little out of hand.”

“Yeah, me too, mom,” Jared said. The two were in much shallower water now, and Rachel was crouched down right in front of his hard cock. An image passed through his mind of her luscious lips wrapped around it, and he had to stop himself from reaching out with his hands and helping the fantasy become reality.

“I’m going to dry off, honey,” she said to him. “Can you bring my uh, my bra in, when you find it?”

He nodded, and watched his mom turn and walk back onto the shore of the river. Her butt seemed to wiggle seductively with every step she took. Jared felt a strange and guilty lust overtake him, and tried as hard as he could to suppress it.

He found his swimming trucks suspended in water a couple feet away, and then swam out to grab his mom’s bra, which had drifted a little ways down river. It was wet, but he could feel the soft silky material with his fingers, and it drove him wild. He felt his cock throb as he thought about her breasts being held from sight by it. Rachel had gone inside the tent to change, and after walking out of the water and over behind a group of bushes, Jared began to rub the bra against his cock.

He felt dirty and disgusting doing it, but couldn’t stop himself. A feverish lust had taken over his mind, and all he could focus on was getting off. He stroked himself tenderly at first, and then built up to a faster pace as he rubbed the fabric of his mother’s underwear against his erection. A small drop of pre cum was rubbed into the fabric, and he felt himself imagining what it would feel like to spray his load all of his mom’s tits.

“Jared?” Rachel called as she unzipped the flap of the tent from the inside. “Did you manage to find my bra?”

Jared relaxed his pace, quickly pulled up his swimming shorts, and stepped out of the bushes.

“Yeah mom, it’s right here,” he said, tossing her the bra.

She gave him an inquisitive look, and then glanced down at his crotch and blushed red.

“I, I think I should start getting things ready for dinner,” she said, avoiding eye contact. She was back to wearing her cutoffs and tank top, but without a bra now, and the outline of her tits and exposed cleavage was even more arousing to Jared than it had been before.

“That sounds great, mom,” he said. “I’ll get the fire started,”

A tense silence settled over their campsite. Rachel busied herself getting the food ready and pans organized, while Jared got to work setting the fire. He had not packed any lighter fluid, but the timber from the surrounding area was dry, and after a few attempts, he had a healthy flame going. He basked in the warm glow of the fire, feeling almost as though it served as a metaphor that represented the current atmosphere between him and his mom.

“Can I put the food on now?” Rachel asked him. She had several hot dogs skewered, along with a pan full of beans and another with water from the river.

“Sure mom,” he said. Even though Jared was quickly beginning to regret what had happened before, he still couldn’t resist stealing a glance at his mom’s gorgeous butt as she bent over and busied herself with cooking. It seemed to call out to him, and he needed a release. Again, he banished the thoughts from his mind and sat down next to the fire.

When the food was done, Rachel took out two paper plates and filled them both up with food. She had also brought some buns and condiments, and Jared gratefully set to work fixing his hot dog.

“Thanks, mom,” he said to her. “This is exactly the type of food that makes a good camping trip,”

“Thanks, sweetie,” she said, quietly. “Listen, about before…”

“It’s okay mom, we don’t have to talk about it,” Jared said hastily. “Things just get out of hand sometimes, we didn’t do anything wrong,”

“You’re right, you’re right,” said Rachel. She thought for a second, and then looked him directly in the eyes. “I just mean, I know it’s hard for you, as a teenager…with your hormones,”

“Mom, please,” Jared said. For some reason his dick was springing back into action, and every word she said just made him ache for her more.

“I know there’s not really anything I can do, but don’t feel weird just because it’s me on the trip with you and not your girlfriend,”

Jared stared at his mom, not fully understanding what she was saying.

“We can still have fun together, Jared,” she said to him. “And if you need to, you know, relieve anything that becomes too hard for you, don’t hesitate on my account.”

Jared thought for a second about what he was going to say. His cock throbbed in his shorts, and ached for exactly the type of relief his mother seemed to be talking about.

“So you don’t mind then?” he asked, seeing just how far he could push it.

“I don’t mind,”

“So tonight in the tent, if I get an urge to, well you know, take care of myself? You’d be alright with it?”

Rachel seemed to think for a moment before answering. She opened her mouth to speak, hesitated, and then opened it again.

“Do you need to that often?” she asked him. “I mean, I guess it’s fine, if you really can’t resist.”

Jared’s cock almost went off without him even touching it as she spoke the last word. Somehow, he knew that he really wouldn’t be able to resist, at least not on the current camping trip.

The two of them finished their dinner and cleaned up the mess. Jared took the silverware to the river and washed it. Rachel stored their trash in a sealed garbage bag, and set the food back into the cooler a good distance away from the tent. The stars were out, and they milled about watching them for a while before turning in.

“So mom, I planned on Christie coming on this trip with me, you know…” he said to her as they entered the tent.

“I know, sweetie,”

“And the sleeping bags I had for us, I kind of set them up so that they are hitched together, and would sleep two people,” he said. “Is that okay?”

Rachel was stripping off her clothes, and Jared found the sight to be incredibly erotic. He hadn’t realized that she was going to sleep in her bra and panties, but that appeared to be her plan.

“No, I don’t mind,” she said, with a smile. “It will probably help us fight off the cold...”

Finally, the two of them climbed into the sleeping bag, which had been set up on top of two foam base mats. Jared was wearing only a pair of thin boxers, matching his mom in her underwear and only increasing the excitement of the situation for him. He zipped the flap of the tent closed, and then the two of them settled down, ready for bed.

“Good night, mom,” he whispered to her.

“Good night, sweetie,” she whispered back.

The first hour of the night went by uneventfully. Jared tried to sleep, and assumed that his mother was asleep. He could feel the warmth from her body inside the sleeping bag with him. They were just far enough apart from each other that their bodies weren’t in direct contact, but it still turned Jared on knowing that his nearly naked mother was lying right next to him.

Eventually, that knowledge turned into sexual excitement. Jared began to get a hard on. It was more intense and harder than any one that he’d had so far that day. He tried to focus his thoughts on safe things, but to no avail. After a while he gave in and decided to take care of it, just like he had asked his mom about earlier.

He began stroking his cock, slowly at first. Even small movements made a noise against the fabric of the tent. The illicit nature of the situation made him want to cum, and badly. Soon enough he had increased his pace, pumping his cock vigorously and giving no thought to anything else.

“Jared? Are you awake?” Rachel whispered. Jared froze in mid stroke, terrified.

“Yeah mom, I am,” he said to her, slowly and guiltily. “I was…I was taking care of what we talked about before.”

“I, I didn’t mean right here in the sleeping bag,” his mom said, with her own embarrassment readily evident in her voice. “What would you do when you, your thing, well you know…where would you shoot the mess?”

It was incredibly arousing to Jared to hear his mom talking about his seed, in her own innocent, almost naïve way. He began stroking his cock again, slowly this time, as he continued talking to her.

“I didn’t think about that, mom,” he said, inching slightly closer to her. “Do you have a solution?”

Rachel sighed, and then reached down into the sleeping bag. The darkness hid her movements and Jared couldn’t see exactly what she was doing.

“Here,” said Rachel. “Take these…”

Jared felt something soft push against his hand. He felt it with his fingers, and almost gasped aloud when he realized what it was. His mom and taken off her panties, and was presenting them to him to masturbate with.

“You want me to, uh, use these?” he asked her, feeling a little shy all of the sudden.

“What, you don’t know how?” Rachel whispered. “Here, let me show you…”

She wrapped the panties along with her hand around Jared’s rock hard and throbbing cock. It felt amazing, and he almost came immediately on the spot.

“Whoa, mom, what are you-“

“Shhhh, just let me take care of you, honey,” she said, cutting him off.

Jared leaned his head back and tried to process the situation. His mom was giving him a hand job, and it felt amazing. Her gentle touch was so different from how it felt when he did it, and he could feel his pre cum beginning to wipe onto her panties. It was beyond anything he ever could have imagined happening, and he guiltily began to enjoy it, even though it went against all of his regular morals.

“Fuck mom, that’s amazing,” he whispered to her.

“Here, sweetie, let me make it even better,” she said to him, sliding down the sleeping bag. “This way there definitely won’t be a mess.”

Something warm and wet wrapped around Jared’s cock. He realized that his mom was sucking his cock, and almost cried out loud with pleasure. Her technique was good, and her lips were incredibly soft. She sucked up and down the length of his shaft enthusiastically. After a minute or two, Jared felt like he was approaching the point of no return.

“Hold on mom, hold on…” he said to her.

“What?” she took his cock out of his mouth briefly to respond.

Jared guided his mom back up to the top of the sleeping bag, and then rolled her onto her back. He pulled her bra down and let her huge tits out.

“Hold on honey, this is going too far,” she said to him. “I was just helping you get relief,”

“And know it’s my turn,” Jared said to her, smiling.

He guided his cock against the entrance of her warm cunt and felt that it was already wet and inviting.

“Oh god, we can’t do this Jared,” she said to him. “You’re my son, this is too much,”

“It’s okay mom, just let me do it this one time,” he whispered. “Nobody ever has to know,”

Rachel hesitated for a second, and then Jared felt her pull him down on top of him, pushing his cock deep into the depths of her cunt. Soon, they were fucking in perfect rhythm, both mother and son lost in a fog of desire. Rachel was tight, much tighter than Jared had expected, and he fucked her pussy hard.

“Oh god, this is so wrong,” Rachel moaned as he fucked her.

Jared was completely overtaken with desire now, and he began to pound his mom’s pussy harder and harder. Her cries quickly became louder, and finally, Jared felt her tense up in an intense orgasm. Jared continued pushing his dick inside her. Guilt ran through him as he began to feel his cock fuck his mom on autopilot. There was no taking this back, ever, and he was beyond the point of being able to stop himself.

Loud, rhythmic sounds of sex rang out through the tent. His mother’s moans were like an aphrodisiac to him. Soon, he could feel his balls begin to tingle as he passed over the limit. His cock exploded, and he shot his load of white hot cum deep inside his mother. A minute went by, and finally, he collapsed beside her, both of them still within the now sweat and sex soaked sleeping bag.

“Honey, what are we going to do?” his mom asked him, curling her head against his shoulder.

“Hmmm…” he said. “I think we’re going to stay for another night.”

END
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