








Oh my! Ever since that accident at work,
something hag felt very off.
I mean, I am not feeling much like mygelf.
I mean, I am, but I am different too.

Mother always used to tell me
that 2 woman’s place wag in her home,
but I wanted morethan that,
for mygelf,
and eventually for my daughters.




1ck gou, Ileft mg parents







I yelled out:

"I can’t believe | just did that.
My own children, but beautiful
babies.

I was sitting there like a dog in
heat. OrI quess a cat in heat.

And I offered to lick them.

My own kids. What is wrong
with me?”




I'm their mother. I set an example
for them. What type of example
am ] setting? Let me give you a
long lick of my tonque? How did
my tonque do that? Fuck, I could
literally choke someone’s dick out

thig it...’




'What the fuck am I saying?”
I looked down to see that I wag
still topless, magsive tits just

jiggling.

'Fuck, I teased me son, like this.'




It wag going to be okay, I just
had to talk myself through this.
Tt’s okay, I need to apologize.
I need to get help. I need to go
and apologize to my kids, and

tell them that I am about to get
some professional help.’




'Okay, you are a strong woman,
you can do this. The chemicals

that splashed you at your
workplace are clearly doing

something to you.

This is not your fault.’




'Okay, I am going to tell Maddie
and Andrew about what

happened, andwe’ll have a very
adult talk about it.

We're all adults, technically.

Wait...'




Why am [ talking to myselfZ Am |
monoloquing? Crap, I get
splashed with strange chemicals,
black out at night, and am now
monoloquing.

I have to be caretul before I start

doing something cartoonishly evil.’ ’ A\




"Okay, I am going to talk to my son
first. He is probably getting high
right now. He'll be easier to confess

‘tO, /4
I gaid to mygelf.

I put a Nightgown and went to my
son’s room.







I knocked on my son’s door,

but there was no responsge.

I knew my son wag in there,
probably smoking hig ill-gotten weed.

Whatever. He's not hurting anyone,
and [ went through that phase mygelf
when [ first left home.







My son was on top of the covers, rubbing
hig... magsive 8-inch ... cock.

(God ... it wasg ... huge)

Using just a tissue to stop his spunk from
flying all over the bed. The surprice of the
open door, and the tension of the rubbing
caused the pre-cum to go into a tissue in
hig tightened hand. Poor thing.
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"Oh, I am sorry. I thought you were...
Never mind. You're an adult male,thig is
perfectly healthy.”

“MOM! Leave.”




I needed her to go now. The room wag
starting to smell like spunk. Something
that he would probably use the bong help
cover up, once I wag gone.

“Sorry, I'll come back later.” I gaid,

as I closed the door.




I needed her to go now. The room wag
starting to smell like spunk. Something
that he would probably use the bong help
cover up, once I wag gone.

“Sorry, I'll come back later.” I gaid,

as I closed the door.







I took a whiff of the air, and calmly
turned around. My son stared at me,
like my face wag in a trance. Asg if
there was no focus in my eyes.

“Mom, what are you doing?!” he asked
in gurprigce.

"I changed my mind. I will stay.” I gaid
in a very calm, and almost emotionless
tone. Closing the door behind me.




A< I took a step towards my gon,
I snorted in the air, taking a
noticeable whiff. There was
something off about me at

thic point. I swear, I am not like
this.

My gon seemed to notice as well.
Were my new senseg having me
respond in new ways?




My walk wasg stiff and awkward,
like I was compelled to continue,
despite my initial instinct to get
out of there.

“Mom, are you okay, are you
having a stroke?” my son gaid

as he jumped out of my bed,

and waved hi¢ damphand in front
of my face.




The tissue fell to the floor as he did
thig, and the smell of pre-cum wag
even stronger. But he didn't care,
as my health wag more important
than his modesty.
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As he waved hig hand in front of my face,
I blinked twice, and took a step back

to regain my balance. Ilooked down.
Beneath the nightgown, I wag <till topless.
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“Mom, are you okay?”

"I'm fine, kitten. I wage just checking up on you.”
Kitten? When did I start calling my kids that?”’
"I don’t think you were fine. You looked like
you were in gome kind of trance.”

LU |




I looked entranced by something, as I stared

Jl| down at his semi-erect penis. The damn thing
needed to be cleaned.

"I told you honey, I am fine.” I gaid with a sniff.
“Mom...”
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“I am fine. I am still the same nerdy mother
you've always known. It's your pe- I mean, it's
you that’e changed.” I said as we sat down
on the side of the bed. I had to show him that
everything was fine, and that I was still here
to take care of him, and protect my family




“If it makes you feel better, we can
bake some cookieg, later.”

“Mom, I never baked with you, that
wag more Maddie’s thing.”

"Sorry you're right.”

“Look mom, it's super awkward

being here.” He gaid, as hig dick
remained exposed. 1 didn’t mean to
notice that, but it was impossible
not to.




“Oh dear, I wasn't thinking.”

“It's okay Mom.”

“Ie there anything you want me to
do for you today? We've been
through so much since yesterday.”

“It'e fine mom.”

I looked down in shame. But he
probably thought I wag just staring
at hig dick.




“Mom?”

“I am gorry, kitten. It's the
chemicalg, I think. I <till have
the urge to lick you clean.”
“I'll take a shower after ] am
done.”

"I can help you with that, if
you'd like.”
\\Mom!II




There was something off
' | about me, but there was

' | something off about him
He wag breathing heavily,
and go wasg I. Something

felt off, but I wasn’t able
to leave.

I kept taking whiffs on
the bedroom air.




My husband was away on
hig stupid business trip,
and even though I couldn’t
| | show it to my family,

| the changes were

gcaring me.,

I needed a man to protect

me, and there wags currently
one under my roof. There
wag something in the way
he wag looking at me.




It wag different from

anything else I had seen

before.

' | He had a fetish for supers.

It wasn’t Something that he
Pronounced, but it wag

obvious.

The statues, and the porn
that I could sometimes hear
when walking by his room,
were big indicators of it.




I looked down at my breasts.
They were still jiggling.
But they also felt different
| | since last night. Less saqqy,

| and more firm. Like they used
| to be, before I started
breastfeeding.

I took another whiff of the
bedroom air. I seemed to be
acting more aggressive than
ugual.




He kept looking at hig cock, like it wag in pain.
So, I slowly reached down to caress it.

He looked up at me, anxiously.

"I feel bad, kitten. You were about to explode,
when [ walked in and surprised you. It must be
pent-up and painful in there.”




“Thanks for understanding. Could you leave, so
that I could finish?”

The caress turned into a soft grip.

“You don’t need me to leave, to finish this.”
“Oh fuck!”




“Language, kitten. I mean, what type of caretaker
would [ be if I left you unfinished?” I said, with a
tug. He just shut up.

"It i¢ my fault, that you don’t have a job, that

you're not in school, and you don’t have a
glrlfnend ’




I could tell he thought that I looked distressed.
"Tell me if there is something I can do.” I gaid, as

I started moving my hand up and down the shaft.
In hig eyes, there was conflict. A duality.

He wag clearly seeing me ag different people.

I just wanted to help.




Honestly, my actions were nothing more than an
incredibly strong maternal instinct. Probably
enhanced to extremes by the chemicals, and
maybe enhanced by something else too.

Supers had been popping up everywhere in the
past four years.




New ones seem to have been created on a weekly
basis, by something that had activated their
previously dormant genes.

It could be anything stupid: staying out in the sun
too long, getting bit by a spider, or by getting
really angry.




Were the chemicals from my work affecting me
in ways I didn't notice? Based on what I wag
doing right now... Maybe.

I mean, I did feel like I wag in a2 waking sleep for
most of the day. Although I'd never let my family
know that. They needed me!




ked at me apologetically.
‘want to help me more,
your breasts, while you do this.”
it would help.”

ghtgown, and lifted them up.







He sighed, and I continued
rubbing his dick. Then he
actually started to stare.

“You look different.” He gaid.
“What do you mean?”

"I mean your breasts look legs

baggy.”
“Thanks for noticing. I noticed

that too, this morning.”




“And your gkin looks smoother.”
"Now you're just embarrassing
me.”

“And are those abs?”

I let go of my breasts, and felt
my stomach. My torso wag

actually hard!




My motherly flab was gone.
When I looked back at the man
in front of me, and noticed that
my abg weren’t the only thing
becoming harder.




I know he was more than a little warmed
up before I went into the room, but I was
surprised at how quickly his member
became fully erect. I couldn’t help but feel
a little pride. I could see in his eyes, there
wag a bit of a struggle. I knew that look,
as he had inherited it from hig father.




I felt hic veins growing up through
hig shaft. It wag at this point that he
started to close his eyes and lean back.
I didn't take offense to it. He wanted to
look at myj tits, not my face. I could
understand how looking at my face
might be awkward right now.




“You're doing great!”
I encouraged him.




 words seemed to do the trick,
erbal warning, there was a phallic eruption
ed line of white jizz flew right at me.

‘t have time to react.

realizing that he got a little too







“I am g0 sorry. I am used to
nobody being here when I, uh...”
“Pleagure yourself?”

"1 wag going to say masturbate.”
"It'e fine.” I said, and I moved
my hand towards my chest.

It was a powerful spray.




Some of it was on my breast,
there wags also some in my hair,
and I could even feel a bit on my
chin. Most mothers would be
disqusted by this. And even
three days aqgo, I would have
been too.




But as I wiped some of the spunk
on my breast, with my hand,

I noticed that my body sounded
like it wag purring.

“Ie there anything else you need
help with?

"No, I am great, thanks.”

He gaid with an uneagy tone.




I licked it off my fingers.
Except for the stuff in my hair,

I could hide that. I wag a bit
sweaty under there, I'd need

another shower soon, or
another thorough tongue bath.




I felt a not-go-subtle dampness
between my legs. Looking at
the sticky substance in my
hand, all I could think of was
how powerful this experience

must have been for me to just
now notice how wet I wag.




"I am going to change,

to make mygself presentable,
then I'll make you some
breakfast.”

I said, as I opened the door.
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