
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Weekend Resort

	***

	 

	Tim knew that he was dreaming. He watched as she slowly brought her face in closer to his cock. He knew that he was dreaming because it was the exact 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, any less arousing as 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.

	He 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 his hope had been fulfilled. His eyes were still open, though, staring at the ceiling. As he turned and looked up towards the end of his bed, he saw his mother, Deborah, sitting there smiling at him, sweet and careless.

	“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 in her mid-thirties, dirty blonde hair, attractive and confident in that effortless way of mature women used to being the prettiest in the room. She wore 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 forced his eyes to see it all without seeing any of it, almost like sneaking a peek of the sun.

	It was something he was used to, something he hated. Deborah was his mom, but that didn’t mean he could simply ignore the fact that she was unfairly attractive, like some kind of forbidden sex goddess. 

	He was drawn to her in a way he knew he shouldn’t be. Whether it was due to him being a red-blooded male and appreciating her objectively beautiful form, or something more perverted, he had no idea. All that he did know was that it made him incredibly uncomfortable and ashamed to deal with some of the dirty thoughts he had about her, though he could never quite stop himself from thinking them in the first place.

	“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.”

	He 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 beamed 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 an urge to flex his hips her way, feeling aroused almost to 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. 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?” he asked. “Can’t you get one of your female friends to go with you?”

	“It’s a couples retreat,” 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!”

	“Ah, yeah,” he muttered. “For sure.”

	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. He eventually gave up and started packing. He found himself looking forward to the trip and dreading what might happen at the same time. The safe thing to do, the smart thing to do, would be to pretend that he was busy after all, to pull back and let his mother go alone.

	Tim took a breath and, body abuzz with possibilities, continued getting ready.

	 

	***

	 

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

	“I hear that they have an incredible massage service,” 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 his hair. He smiled back at her, but his mind was filled with thoughts less pure. His mother 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, with members only energy and a carefully manicured lawn and marble fountain lending a old money quality to the exterior. 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 pulled into a spot and killed the engine. Tim climbed out and pulled his bag out of the backseat. Deborah was humming a tune, clearly enthused to be making memories with her son, and he recognized the song 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. 

	“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. He kept his eyes on her for another second, silently pleading for another option. “Seriously, Mom?”

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

	Karen was one of Deborah’s recently divorced friends, and next to his mom, she was probably the most attractive older woman in the neighborhood. In good shape, but her breasts weren’t as big and full as his mother’s. He shuddered slightly, adding another thought to the burn pile.

	“Yeah, what about it?” he asked.

	“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 ideas. This feels a bit like getting back at her a little.”

	“Seriously?” He let out a groan and rolled his eyes. “God, you’re so weird.”

	“Oh, hush! I just like the idea of being seen like her… Like an older woman who has still got it.”

	As Deborah spoke, she stepped closer to her son and linked her arm around his. Tim felt his cock stirring in his pants. Like an older woman who has still got it? He almost laughed. As though the notion was ever in question, though he suspected it was just how insecurities evolved for women pushing forty. The two of them walked in through the front door, playing their parts, and he was greeted to a sight that immediately stirred his interest.

	“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 suppose 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 couple’s 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 inner leg 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… it’s silly, but you look so much alike!”

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

	“She’s divorced, we met on OkCupid,” he said. “We’ve just been having fun, getting to know each other better.”

	“A lot better,” said his mother, in an odd voice.

	The exchange seemed to have the opposite effect of what he had intended. The woman looked mortified as she 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. The fifteen or so seconds they spent within the bright and polished confines of the box were some of the most oddly tense and awkward of Tim’s life. Finally, the doors slid open, and they 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, smiling as though to push back against the strange vibes, but reacted to the concern on his face. 

	“Honey, I’m sorry I had to be so forward like that,” she said. “I just wanted it to seem believable. You understand, right?”

	She stepped toward Tim and set her hand on his shoulder. She was so close, and his cock felt so ready. It took all of his willpower to keep from pulling her close and seeing what she’d do if he kissed her again. He could still taste her lips, and that strange craving for them left him feeling ashamed and angry at himself.

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

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

	Deborah turned away from him and stepped into the bathroom. Tim stretched out 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. Tried… and failed.

	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 mother 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 him as his hand meandered down to his crotch. He started rubbing, unsure of what he was doing, and then actively ashamed of where things were leading as he unzipped his pants and slid out his cock. 

	He was a bad son… such a bad son. He started stroking it slowly as his mother continued to undress, his heart racing. Why had he agreed to come with her? Fuck… he wanted to come with her.

	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, strangeness and sensation building, commanding, corrupting through his body like electric evil.

	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. Precum was dripping out of Tim’s cock. 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.

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

	“It’s fine!” he replied.

	It was not fine. It was the opposite of fine. Deborah walked back into the bathroom and closed the door behind her, leaving Tim alone with his softening cock and sputtering shame.

	 

	***

	 

	Tim desperately felt like he needed some space and wasn’t quite sure how to go about getting it. 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 eventually 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, a little something for everyone.

	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 took a sip.

	“You look a little disgruntled,” said Stacy. “Did something happen, maybe with you and your 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, Want to come with?”

	“Absolutely!” She grinned at him like it was Mother’s Day and he’d just pulled out a wrapped box. “It’s a date!”

	The two of them walked out into the hallway and climbed into the elevator. The mood wasn’t bad, but Tim felt a little nervous around his mom in a way he couldn’t quite place. 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 along with me today,” said Deborah. “I’m sorry if I made things weird for you with the kiss before. I don’t know why I thought that was a good idea.”

	“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. 

	“Right? This place has everything.”

	He was eager to relax and try the sauna out, but found himself wondering if Stacy’s advice had really been for the best as he looked at the busty, attractive, totally off-limits woman sitting across from him. He was starting to get a little excited. A lot excited. Truthfully, he felt more turned on than he ever had before in his life.

	“I’m going to take my towel off," said Deborah, clearing her throat. "I hope you don't mind..."

	She didn’t wait for her son to respond either way, slowly standing up and pulling the white strip of fabric down, letting her tits slowly pop out as if intentionally trying to tease Tim.

	“Mom…” Tim said. “My god. 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.”

	“I know, I just…” He shrugged but couldn’t make himself calm down. “Come here for a second. I just want to… give you a hug.”

	He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her 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.

	“A hug, huh?” She cleared her throat and gently rubbed his back. “Oh honey, we should probably just… sit down and enjoy this.”

	Her words said one thing, but her body said another. She didn’t pull back, and Tim could hear in her voice that she was intrigued, if not quite as aroused as he was.

	“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.

	“Your friends are pervs,” she muttered, with an odd, humming moan. “What else do they say?”

	“They say… they want to fuck you,” he whispered. “I have to listen to them talk about how bad they want to fuck you, Mom. It’s so bad. They want to fuck you so bad.”

	“Oh god, Tim!” 

	Deborah seemed to reach the breaking point of her self-control. She pushed forward and began to rub herself on him. He didn’t waste time. He kissed her, lips opening, tongue going deep, a kiss that made the one they had shared before in the lobby seem clumsy and juvenile by comparison.

	He slowly guided his mom down onto one of the benches, and then mounted her. Her pussy was slick, 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…”

	“Oh, fuck, Mom,” said Tim. “Don’t say that…”

	“Too dirty for you?”

	He shook his head, dazed by the intensity of his lust. “You’re going to make me come before I get started.”

	“Oh sweetie…” she whispered. “Maybe… you should get started, then. Just go slow.”

	“Mom…” He shook his head and kissed her again. “I can’t stop. I’m going to fuck you hard, like I’d fuck any woman.”

	“Then fuck me hard, Timmie!” She pulled him closer. “Fuck me as hard as you want!”

	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. “We still have all of tomorrow…”

	“I know,” he said. “I can’t wait.”

	 

	*** 
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