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CHAPTER 1

	 

	Derrick did a full sweep around the house to make absolutely sure that nobody was home before he got started. Getting caught would mean the end of his life, essentially. His cock tingled in anticipation for what he was about to do as he made his way up to his step mom’s room.

	Stacy had been a part of his life for about seven years, and from the very start, it had been achingly hard for Derrick to accept her as a parent. She was by far the most attractive woman that Derrick had ever met in person, with a thin waist, big, perfect tits, and a gorgeous ass, and it seemed like he entered puberty the year after she married his father.

	Ever since then, it had been almost impossible for Derrick to keep his mind off her. Unwanted sexual thoughts were just a fact of his existence. It had been easier in his early teens, before he knew just how wrong and perverted the urges really were, but now as an eighteen year old, the shame and guilt of his obsession only seemed to pour gasoline onto the already raging fire of his lust.

	After checking the downstairs one last time, he ran up and into Stacy’s room. Her underwear drawer was the top left compartment of her dresser, and he opened it and selected a pair of fresh silk panties. Derrick loved the idea of cumming in them and would often do just that when she wasn’t home. The idea of depositing his seed into a pair of them and then having his mom wear them without realizing it was enough to get him rock hard even just thinking about it afterwards.

	Derrick’s dick was already stiff as he unbuckled his belt and slowly lowered his pants down to the ground. He leaned back on his parent’s bed and began to rub the fabric against his hard member. It felt amazing, and his cock seemed to twitch as it made contact.

	There was a certain amount of conflict and guilt that set in every time Derrick gave in and decided to indulge in his perversions. He would always do his best to talk himself out of it, and on the occasions when he did give in, his mind would rationalize it away as a harmless joke, something that he was doing for a laugh as opposed to a fetish.

	The pleasure shooting through his hard member was amazing, and Derrick let himself drift off on the bed as he began to stroke faster, and faster. A small pearl of pre cum formed on the tip and soaked into his mom’s panties, leaving a small wet spot on the fabric.

	And then, out of nowhere, the door opened. Derrick didn’t have time to think, much less react. His mom was standing in the doorway, her jaw dropped open, wearing nothing but a towel that barely managed to contain her big breasts and naked figure.

	The bathroom had been the one place he’d forgotten to check, Derrick realized. His mom must have been preparing for her shower when he got home, and he couldn’t overhear the sound of running water from inside her room. He felt his face flush bright red with shame and embarrassment, and tried to think of something, anything, that he could say in his defense.

	“Derrick,” whispered his mom. “What are you doing?”

	“Mom!” he stammered. “I was just, I ended up…”

	“There’s no way that you can explain this away, honey,” she said to him. “I know exactly what was going on here.”

	Stacy seemed much more relaxed than Derrick could understand her being. She walked over and sat down next to him on the bed. It was hard for him to even look at her without feeling ashamed, as though he had committed the ultimate betrayal as a son.

	“Mom, please,” he said softly. “I, I made a mistake.”

	“How about you let mommy fix your mistake for you?” whispered Stacy.

	Derrick finally looked over at her, surprised by his words. She was staring at him, and the cleavage poking out from the top of the towel was glistening from the droplets of water left on it.

	“Just let mommy take care of everything,” she said. “I know you’re embarrassed, but I can make you feel better, sweetie.”

	Derrick almost jumped off the bed as his mom began to run her hand up his naked thigh. She took her panties from him and tossed them into the hamper, and then slowly let her fingers creep closer and closer to his package.

	“Mom…” said Derrick. “What are you doing?”

	“You know exactly what I’m doing, honey,” she replied. Derrick’s hand was covering his cock, in a pathetic attempt for him to maintain his modesty. Stacy took it and gently moved it aside, and then wrapped her palm around his dick, and action which made pleasure strike into his body like lightning.

	“Oh god!” said Derrick.

	“Shh, honey, it’s okay,” she said. “I know it must be tough for you, being a teenager with overflowing hormones. Just let mommy take care of you…”

	She began to jerk his cock up and down, slowly and methodically. Her hand was hot, and Derrick couldn’t tell if it was from the shower water or the intensity of the situation. He swallowed hard, and then brought his eyes back to his mom’s face.

	She had a lustful look in her eyes, and was licking her big, soft lips seductively. She looked at Derrick and smiled at him, pumping his cock even faster and making him shiver with pleasure.

	“There are a lot of temptations out there for a big, strapping boy like you, Derrick,” she said. “I want to make sure you have your priorities straight.”

	She hesitated for a moment, and Derrick thought that she might be about to stop. He pushed his hips up, as though to encourage her to keep going.

	“Of course, mom!” he said. “I know, I mean, I do.”

	“Then you should let mommy take care of you, just like this.” Stacy was stroking him off again, and Derrick could feel himself moving into dangerous territory. Strange emotions began to invade his head, and he found himself feeling guilty over what was happening.

	“Mom…” he said. “If you keep going, I’m going to-“

	“You’re going to what, honey?” asked Stacy with a devilish smile on her face. “Are you going to be a nasty boy, and cum right in front of your own mother?”

	“Oh god mom,” he whispered. “Please, don’t talk like that.”

	“You were using my panties to masturbate before, you dirty boy,” she said. “If you want to be a pervert, than you should cum for your mommy, like a pervert.”

	That was too much for Derrick. He rocked his hips forward and let out a moan, spraying his seed into the clean white towel his mom had wrapped around her chest. She continued jerking him off for a moment more, smearing his semen into her hand and against his leg.

	“There you go, sweetie,” said his mom, smiling. “Go take a shower and get cleaned up. There should still be some hot water left.”

	Derrick nodded, and then after pulling his pants up, left the room, feeling more confused and conflicted than he ever had before in his entire life.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	Surprisingly, the shower water did help Derrick clear his head. What had just happened between him in his mom must have been some kind of accident, or mistake, he realized. There was just no way that she could have really touched him like that intentionally.

	His heart continued to race, however, as if serving to contradict his rationalizations. His mom had looked so sexy wearing her towel, and he found himself wondering about whether or not he could have taken it off her. She had jerked off his dick, and as sick and confusing as it was for Derrick, part of him seriously wanted more.

	He took his time in the shower, and when he finally got out, it was dinner time. His father and his sister, Kaitlyn, were already sitting at the kitchen table when he made his way down.

	“Hey little bro,” said Kaitlyn. “How was your day?”

	“Fine!” he answered abruptly. Kaitlyn shot him a slightly suspicious look.

	“Is everything okay?” she asked.

	“Quit badgering him, Kaitlyn, I’m sure Derrick’s fine,” said his dad. “Probably just his teenage hormones getting him riled up.”

	“Oh, we can’t have that, now can we?” Derrick’s step mom stepped out from the kitchen, wearing a low cut shirt, tight jeans, and a pink apron. She set the platter of food she was carrying down on the table and then gave Derrick a hug.

	“Oh no, I’m fine,” he said nervously. “Really everyone, I’m just fine…”

	“You need to find more ways to have fun, have a little release,” Stacy whispered into his ear. None of the other members of his family seemed to notice her hand wandering down and in between his legs, and rubbing his cock into a hard erection.

	“I, I’m sure I’ll find something, mom,” he said.

	“Make sure you get your homework done tonight, Derrick,” said his dad. “Your grades on your last report card were abysmal.”

	“Of course, I will,” he said, breaking away from his mom. “In fact, why don’t I bring my food upstairs and work on it while I eat?”

	He didn’t wait for his parents to answer, quickly scooping himself some food and walking towards the stairs.

	“Hmm, maybe he is growing up a little, after all,” said his dad. Derrick heard his mom let out a girlish laugh in response.

	It was just too hard for him to be around her. He didn’t know what to say, or what to do. Part of him was curious about just how far his mom would push things, but another part of him was terrified to find out. In the end, Derrick decided on a strategy of avoidance, figuring that things would work themselves out within the next few days, and hopefully return to normal.

	He ate his food, and then took a stab at his homework. He found it more than a little hard to focus, but kept working on it until it was well past 9. He retired to bed without leaving his room again, feeling as though his body was too electrically charged for him to handle any more contact with his mom.

	An hour went by, maybe less. There was a soft knock at Derrick’s door, followed by the sound of the knob turning and the ambient noise of the hallway drifting in.

	“Honey?” whispered his mom. “Are you still awake?”

	“Mom…” he said. “What are you doing?”

	“I just wanted to say goodnight to you, sweetie,” she said, closing the door behind her. “You ran off during dinner, I was a little concerned.”

	She walked into his room. It was dark, but there was just enough moonlight shining in through Derrick’s window for him to make out her features. She had changed into a small, see through night gown, and he could clearly see her large breasts and perfect pink nipples through the thin cloth.

	“Why are you doing this, mom?” he asked. It was hard for him to restrain his bewilderment. Stacy sat down on the bed next to him and ran her hand across his crotch.

	“I’m just trying to help you out, baby,” she whispered. “You seem so pent up, and frustrated. Don’t you want your mommy to help you out, in her own, special way?”

	She pulled the sheets back. Derrick was already hard, and had no idea if it was from his dreams or from her. His mom climbed on top of him and leaned forward, letting her cleavage spill out and nuzzling her tits against his face. She began to grind against his crotch, and gently guided his hands up to her breasts. They felt amazing and soft, and Derrick felt himself giving in to his desires.

	“Mom…you’re so hot,” he said.

	“Oh yeah baby,” she said. “Go ahead, show mommy how hot she is.”

	Stacy began to kiss her son, passionately and wildly. Derrick wrapped his arms around her and began to thrust his hips up, dry fucking her through his boxers and her gown. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and he could feel moist heat emanating from her pussy.

	“Yeah baby, it’s okay,” she said, moaning. “Let me have it baby, say goodnight to me!”

	“Stacy?” The sound of Derrick’s dad knocking on his door sent fear racing through his awareness. Strangely, he found it hard to stop himself from kissing his mom, and rubbing himself against her. His cock had popped out through the flap of his boxers, and he was guiding it towards her hot entrance.

	“Sorry, babe, I’m just saying goodnight to Derrick,” she said, slowly letting the head of her son’s cock tease at her folds. “I’ll be out in a second.”

	“Uh, okay?” said his dad. “Is everything alright in there?”

	Stacy hopped off Derrick in the bed in one smooth, silent motion, and made it to the door right as her husband opened it. She seemed totally composed, as it nothing had happened between her and her son. It was hard for him to know what to think.

	“I just thought he could use a talk,” she said. “He seemed so stressed out during dinner, but he was asleep when I came in.”

	“Oh,” said Derrick’s dad. “Okay. Are you coming to bed?”

	“Of course, sweetie, let’s go.”

	The two of them left, shutting the door and leaving Derrick alone with a mess of emotions and his throbbing cock. He found himself feeling incredibly guilty and ashamed as he thought about his dad, and what he and his mom were doing behind his back.

	He rolled over in bed, trying to ignore his erection, and the intense sexual thoughts and urges that seemed to be centered on one thing and one thing alone. After a couple of minutes, he drifted off to sleep.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	When Derrick woke up the next morning, it took him a while to discern his dreams from what had happened the day before. He slowly pulled himself out of bed, getting dressed and heading downstairs all while holding out hope that things would be completely back to normal.

	Kaitlyn, his dad, and his mom were all already on the move, eating breakfast and preparing to head out of the house. Derrick helped himself to some toast and orange juice, doing his best to stay under the radar.

	“Sorry, I have to be at the office in ten minutes,” said his dad. “I won’t have time to stop by the school with you.”

	“That’s alright, hon, I’ll just ride in with Derrick.” His mom was looking at him with a coy smile on her face. She sat down at the dining room table next to him and ran her hand a small way up his arm.

	“What?” he asked. “I mean, why do you need a ride?”

	“You don’t mind, do you sweetie?” asked Stacy. “I have to meet with your principal to work out some of the volunteer arrangements for the fall. One of the other moms offered to give me a ride back, but I still need a way to get out there…”

	“Derrick, if your mother wants a ride, be a good son and give her one,” said his dad, fixing his tie and stuffing a couple of papers into his suitcase. “You don’t want to let her down, let me tell you!”

	“So is it okay, Derrick?” asked his mom. “Can you give me a ride?”

	The look in her eyes was pure seduction. Derrick felt his cock twitching in his pants and slowly rising to attention.

	“Okay mom,” he said after a moment. “If you want a ride, I’ll give you one.”

	The family finished up breakfast, and then everyone was out of the house. Derrick waited in the front seat of his car as his mom slowly made her way out. She was wearing a tight dress and red lipstick, a combination that elevated her from her usual sexiness up to a new, higher level of attractiveness.

	“I wanted to thank you for helping me out, Derrick,” she said as you climbed into the car. “You’re being such a good boy for mommy. She’ll have to give you a special reward.”

	For some reason, as she began to massage Derrick’s crotch, a strange anger came over him. She was enjoying the effect she had on him, and the power it gave her, he realized.

	“Why are you doing this?” he asked, his voice sharp and cutting. “Mom, what the fuck is wrong with you?”

	“Oh, baby, are you mad that mommy has this effect on you,” she said, teasing his cock with her fingers as it slowly hardened. “It’s not my fault that you’re such a dirty boy, with such dirty thoughts.”

	Derrick glared at her, but made no move to put a stop to what she did next. Stacy unbuckled her seatbelt and reached across the center console of the moving car, bringing her face in close to her son’s package.

	“Mom, you have to stop this,” he whispered. “It’s…it’s not right.”

	Stacy unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out into the open air.

	“Do you really want me to stop, or do want mommy to suck you off until you give her a taste of your hot, young cum?”

	Derrick felt his face flush red, and after a moment, he gave a small nod. Stacy smiled, and went to work.

	She started by rubbing just her lips all up and down his member, keeping her mouth mostly closed and giving his cock soft kisses. Derrick groaned, and forced himself to focus on the road.

	“Ooh, you like that don’t you?” asked his mom. “You’re such a bad, bad boy. Mommy’s going to have to teach you a lesson.”

	She began licking his cock, sending such intense pleasure shooting into Derrick’s body that he almost couldn’t believe it. His mom brought her tongue slowly up and down his dick, wetting with her warm, silky saliva.

	“I need you to say it, sweetie,” she whispered. “Tell mommy what you want her to do to your cock, like a good boy.”

	Derrick wouldn’t. He couldn’t. Things had gone far enough, and he was already deeply ashamed of his role in the new, sickening relationship dynamic that had taken hold between them. Unfortunately, his body and hormones seemed to have a will that trumped the wishes of his rational mind.

	“Please, mom,” he said slowly. “Suck my cock.”

	Stacy instantly snapped into action, bringing her son’s cock into her mouth and working it with the tender love and care that only a mother can provide. She sucked hard, and twisted her head as she brought her lips down and across his shaft, making the blowjob even more sensual and intense.

	“Oh god, mom,” he said. “Mom, hurry…we’re almost there.”

	He was driving down the road to his school, keeping the car going at the lowest acceptable speed. Stacy increased her pace, but right as he felt like he was going to cum, one of the tires dipped into a pothole and his mom’s rhythm was disrupted. He ended up being forced to pull into the school parking lot, finding a space to park in a less active section of it.

	“Quick mom,” he said. “Oh god, I’m almost there…”

	Unfortunately, he didn’t get there quite quick enough. The car that had been behind the two of them pulled in next to them. His teacher, Mrs. Carson, stepped out of it, and smiled at him. She was a petite woman, and from her height it was impossible to seen into the raised inside of the SUV. She couldn’t see his lap, or his mom’s head bobbing up and down over it.

	“Hi Derrick,” she said. “Did you study for the test today?”

	“The…test?” It was hard for Derrick to speak single words coherently, much less carry on a conversation. “Oh…yeah, I made sure to do a lot of studying for it.”

	“I’m glad.” His teacher moved closer to his car. She was an attractive woman, and from the angle he was looking at her from, he could see down her low cut shirt. “It’s going to a big and hard one.”

	“Oh, Mrs. Carson.” Derrick tried to disguise a moan that slipped out. “You like the big and hard ones, don’t you?”

	“Oh, of course I do, young man,” she said. “The big and hard ones are my favorite.”

	That was too much for Derrick. His cock began to explode, spraying out milky white hot strands of cum deep into his mom’s mouth. He stared down at his lap as she drank every drop, with his teacher watching him with a puzzled look.

	“Uh, anyway, I’ll see you in third period, Derrick,” she said. “Have a good morning.”

	“Oh…you too.”

	She walked off, and Stacy finally lifted herself up. She fixed her hair in the flip down mirror, and then smiled at her son.

	“Come straight home after school, sweetie,” she said. “Your father’s going to be at work, and your sister doesn’t get done with field hockey until five.”

	He nodded at her, and watched as she opened the door and walked towards the building. Derrick felt terrible on the inside, but also, strangely excited.

	 


CHAPTER 4

	 

	Derrick tried to think of a reason, any excuse or justification that his mind could possibly produce, to not head home after school like his mom had suggested. But in the end, he came up completely short, both on logic and on willpower.

	He drove straight back after his last class had finished for the day. His cock had begun to feel excited before the last bell had even rung. He’d been in Mrs. Carson’s class, and just looking at his teacher seemed to trigger the same type of inner sexual ferocity that he had felt during the blowjob that morning.

	The drive seemed to take an eternity, and every second of it was filled with thoughts of his mother. It didn’t make sense to him, any of it. Desiring her like he did, and having her working so hard to seduce him, it made him feel ashamed and guilty, as though they were breaking some type of ancient law.

	And they were, surely. It was immoral, the acts, and the sneaking around, and more than anything Derrick wanted to put an end to it and make sure that nobody ever found out. But on top of that, there was his lust, which seemed as though it was now taking control, and sitting in the real driver’s seat.

	By the time he pulled into his family’s driveway, his cock was totally erect. Derrick didn’t even try to hide it as he got out and walked inside. He kicked off his shoes, dropped his backpack in the living room, and then sat down on the couch.

	“Right on time, honey,” called his mom. “I’m upstairs, come find me.”

	He walked up to her room and opened the door. His mother was wearing a night robe, sitting on her bed with her legs crossed and a smile on her face.

	“Mom, we have to stop this,” he said. “There’s no way that this can go on any longer.”

	“Honey, don’t say that,” she replied. “You’re going to make your mommy very, very sad.”

	She stood up, and the hem of the robe opened slightly, giving him a view of the side of one of her breasts. His cock was still rock hard, and only seemed to ache even more at every new inch of exposed skin that she offered him.

	“What if dad found out about this?” he asked. “What if…Kaitlyn did?”

	“Sweetie, I love you,” she said. “I just want to reward you for being a good boy. Or punish you, if you decide to be naughty. Come here and give mommy a hug.”

	She untied the robe and opened it, exposing her naked body underneath. The sight of his mom’s big, beautiful breasts was so sexy and alluring that it was almost painful. She had trimmed her pubic hair for him, leaving only a small landing strip down below.

	Derrick slowly walked over to her, feeling as though he was getting dangerously close to the final line. All he wanted to do was give her a hug, he told himself. The two of them could end it after that, after one last hug.

	The second he wrapped his arms around his mom, she began to rub against him like a cat in heat. Her body was warm, and his cock pulsed as the two of them began to kiss. Stacy was quick with her hands, lifting Derrick’s shirt up and over his head and unzipping his jeans before he had time to protest.

	“Why don’t you join mommy on the bed, sweetie?” His mother leaned back on the mattress, sprawling out seductively and spreading her legs for him.

	It was almost like a sexual demon had possessed Derrick. He frantically pulled off his boxers, moving as quickly as he could, and climbed on top of her. His hands groped at her breasts, and as he slid his cock up into her warm opening, it was enveloped easily.

	“Oh yeah, baby,” moaned Stacy. “If you don’t like mommy’s teasing, why don’t you teach her a lesson?”

	“Mom!” he cried. “Why are you doing this?”

	It was almost as though he was playing right into the role that his mother had set up for him. Derrick began to fuck her wildly, enjoying the feeling of pounding his own mother’s tight little cunt. Stacy began to cry out in ecstasy, as if she had achieved sexual nirvana. From all the work that Derrick had seen her put into his seduction, he considered that it might not be far off from the truth.

	The room was hot, and their bodies were even hotter. A thin layer of sweat coated their skin as they continued moving against each other. Derrick pushed harder and harder into her, the woman that he loved and looked up to and respected. Stacy gripped his shoulders and exhaled hot breath onto his neck, urging on her son, the child that she had been tasked with protecting and raising.

	All of the disgusting feelings that had plagued Derrick over the past day were still there. If anything, they were amplified by the act of crossing over the final boundary. But the pure, unbridled pleasure of it was enough to block all of that out. His mother’s pussy was like magic, better than anything he had ever known. It was enough to drive him crazy in the moment.

	“Don’t stop sweetie, don’t stop!” cried his mom. “Fuck mommy, fuck mommy harder!”

	He pushed her back against the bed and increased his pace, feeling her hips tensing up as she went into an orgasm.

	“That’s right mommy,” he cried. “I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to fuck you good, mom.”

	Derrick put all of his energy into pumping his cock into her, slapping noises echoing through the room as the banging intensified. The bed was squeaking as though it was threatening to give out on them, but he didn’t care. Finally, he pushed into his mom with one last hard thrust, and released his white hot load deep inside her pussy.

	The two of them crawled under the covers and cuddled for a moment. Derrick wondered what his mom was going to do about the sheets, and after a moment, she got up and began getting dressed.

	“Do you mind if I take your car to pick up your sister from practice?” she asked. “For some reason, she doesn’t want to take the bus.”

	Derrick nodded. His mom turned to leave, but stopped before heading out the door, looking back at him one last time.

	“I’m always here after school, Derrick,” she said. “If you ever want to spend an afternoon with your mommy again…”

	“Of course, mom,” he said. “Let’s make it a regular thing.”

	He felt sick saying the words, but his dick was already excited for next time, and he knew that it would be even better.

	 

	END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “COMMUNITY THEATER”

	 

	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.
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