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CHAPTER 1

	 

	Michael hated the sound of his alarm clock. Every morning, he would go through the same waking up process, and it all revolved around his inability to cope with the shrill buzzing noise that seemed to torture him into getting out of bed.

	And on this morning, he had overslept. And the alarm clock was there, just like an annoying neighbor who couldn’t help but state the obvious. He pulled himself up and forced his way over to it, banging his hand down on the off button with far more force than what was necessary.

	He yawned, and looked for some clothes. It was a lazy Saturday in the fall, and he was looking to enjoy it. Michael was a senior in high school and still adjusting to the new work load. Today was the first day in which he’d been able to feel as though he could relax, having taken care of everything in last period study hall the previous day.

	There were some clean, comfortable clothes already set out on his dresser. He was a little surprised to see them there. His dad had left the previous day on a business trip, and as far as he knew, his step mom, Heather, was supposed to have left early this morning to join him.

	Nevertheless, he put them on. His plan for the day was, in essence, to be a home bound bum. His busy schedule had been keeping him from getting in the time he usually had for video games, the internet, and taking care of his needs. His goal was essentially to make it through the entire weekend without leaving the house.

	Michael made his way out of his room and down the stairs. When he rounded the corner, he almost ran directly into his step mom, Heather, and felt a little bit of anger building in his chest, as though his day to himself had been snatched away.

	Heather had been his step mom for so long that calling her that almost seemed like a formality. She had entered his life shortly after Michael’s birth mother had died, and raised him as though he were her own. She was an attractive woman, short and in her mid thirties, but with an amazing, curvy body. Her large breasts and toned butt were so eye catching that even Michael had found himself guiltily sneaking a peak, in his hornier moments.

	“Oh, jeez,” his mom said, startled. “Sorry honey, I didn’t realize that you were up.”

	“Mom, what are you doing here?” he asked. It was hard for him to hide the disappointment and frustration in his voice.

	“Your father ended up having to arrange a special meeting with one of his clients,” she said. “We wouldn’t have had any extra time to do anything if I’d have gone out to meet up with him. I’m just going to stay home for the weekend.”

	Michael sighed and shook his head.

	“Oh come on, that’s bullshit,” he said. “I was looking forward to having this weekend to myself!”

	“Young man, the world does not revolve around you!” yelled his mom. “And don’t swear in my presence.”

	“Yeah, whatever,” he replied, mouthing another expletive under his breath.

	“Besides, you can do everything here with me around that you could on your own,” said Heather. “Don’t feel like you need to hold back.”

	Michael was angry, but a thought popped into his head that made him smile.

	“Alright mom, if you say so,” he said.

	There was something that Michael wanted to do that was made more difficult by his step mother being around. He wanted to prove his point, and so he headed up to his room to do it. He left the door open about a quarter of the way, so it was closed enough to let sound out and a small glimpse of what was going on, but still left him with plausible deniability.

	Michael sat down in his chair, opened up his computer’s internet browser, and clicked over to his favorite free porn streaming website. His cock was already beginning to bulge in his pants, and he began to get a little excited. Part of him was also a little apprehensive. If he did this, there would be no going back from it, or effectively apologizing.

	He was angry, and on top of that, a little horny, and as such it was easy enough for him to push his doubts out of his mind. There was one porn video that seemed almost too appropriate for the occasion, a hot masturbation and blowjob video of an older woman pretending to be a step mom. He clicked on it, full screened the image, and then turned up the volume.

	The scene began with the porn actress walking in on her “son” while he was in the act of masturbating. Michael pulled out his own dick and began to stroke it to the action taking place on the screen. His speakers were loud, and he knew his mom could hear what was going on, even from downstairs.

	The porn star had nice enough tits, and as the man on the screen defiantly continued to stroke his cock after being caught, Michael couldn’t help but think about his own mom’s tits. They were definitely nicer than this woman’s, which seemed amazing to him. He did his best not to see Heather as a sexual being, but she most definitely was.

	He was pumping his shaft up and down as the video began to heat up, with the actress step mother dropping down on her knees in front of her son and beginning to help him out, all while chastising him for being such a dirty pervert. Michael found himself getting incredibly turned on by it, which was rare for him with porn.

	Suddenly, he heard footsteps, and saw something pass by in the reflection of the full length mirror he had on the wall. His mother had walked down the hallway, and though he was turned away, he could hear and just barely make her eyes peering into his room from the edge of the door.

	It only seemed to make the porn clip even hotter, as though reality had begun to mimic the on screen fantasy. He started breathing heavier, and pumped his cock even harder as he watched the actress on the screen lean her lips forward and begin to take the cock of her “son” into her mouth.

	“Oh yeah, that’s right,” whispered Michael. “Suck it, mom,”

	The words seemed to have left his mouth without him even choosing to speak, and he had spoken them just loud enough for Heather to hear. He began to jerk himself faster, and harder. The video clip was short, and he could tell it was also building to a crescendo.

	When he shot his load, so did the man on the screen. He could see in the mirror that his mom had leaned further in, and was looking at his cock with fascination as it spurted out cum into the air. It was hard for him to realize or even think about what had just happened. The orgasm had wracked his body with pleasure, and he could barely focus on anything else.

	Heather coughed loudly, and then stepped into his room.

	“I need to get your laundry,” she said, curtly. He swiveled his chair to face her, cum still dripping down his cock and onto his lap. Her cheeks were flushed, and she wouldn’t look at him. There was a strange sexual tension in the air that was almost palpable.

	She grabbed his clothes hamper and quickly stomped out of his room, leaving Michael alone, and feeling as though he had just done something totally unacceptable.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	Michael didn’t head down for a while, taking some time to clean himself up and come to terms with what had happened. When he finally did make his way to the stairs, he found his mom sitting in the living room with her legs crossed and arms folded.

	“I honestly don’t even know what to say,” she said, shaking her head. “This is absolutely unbelievable in every sense of the word.”

	“Oh come on, mom,” said Michael. “You reap what you sow. If you had of been out of the house today, maybe it wouldn’t be something that you’d have to put up with.”

	“That’s not fair!” she cried.

	Heather was still wearing her morning robe, and she stomped her foot down angrily, inadvertently causing the fabric to fall open slightly. Michael felt like a pervert but couldn’t keep his eyes from being drawn to the exposed flesh of one of her big boobs. Heather blushed, and glared at him.

	“You are a disgusting boy,” she said. “Are you just horny all of the time? Is that it? Do you want to see your mommy naked?”

	“Screw you, mom,” he said. “We both know that you enjoyed the little show you got, as much as I know you’ll deny it. You watched me working my prick like some kind of middle aged voyeur.”

	Heather huffed loudly and threw the laundry in her hands down. She stormed by Michael towards the stairs and ran up them.

	“This isn’t over, you brat!” she yelled over her shoulder.

	Michael just shook his head, wishing that he could have had the day he was hoping for. He made his way into the kitchen and began picking out some food for breakfast. There was orange juice, and he tossed some bread into the toaster for the main offering.

	He did feel a little bad about the way he’d been treating his mother, although it was hard for him to admit. She had always been there for him, but that was part of the problem. Michael was a teenager now, and he needed space. He still wanted his mom’s attention in and approval, but much of the time getting that seemed to run counter to him being able to take care of himself and his hormones freely.

	Without his dad around for the weekend, he also felt as though it was up to him to be the man of the house. He didn’t feel like the way he had been acting that morning was truly representative of him taking charge, and taking responsibility.

	As Michael finished up his food, he heard a noise from upstairs. It sounded like his mom, but the noise was strange and unexpected. He heard it again, and realized that it sounded like a cry.

	He started to feel a little foolish, and found himself completely regretting the stunt he had pulled before. Michael made his way over to the stairs, the cries of his mom still on his ears, and headed upstairs. He was completely ready to apologize to her and try to make amends.

	What he found as he made his way down the hallway, and to the outside of her room, completely caught him off guard. His mother was in her bedroom, and the door was left open slightly, not unlike how he had left his earlier that morning.

	He didn’t look inside at first. Michael was close enough to hear the cries for what they were. His mother was not upset, but rather, deep in the process of a very compromising and pleasurable activity. Just as he had masturbated freely to prove a point earlier, now she was doing the same.

	“Oh…oh god, yes,” moaned Heather.

	He froze in his tracks. Part of him wanted to see what was going on in the room, or rather, needed to see. As disgusting as it made him feel, his cock was rapidly turning to steel at the thought of watching his own mother masturbate. He found himself rationalizing away his objections. She had watched him do it, hadn’t she?

	Michael crept to the very edge of the door. He didn’t want her to see him watching, regardless of anything else. Her moans and heavy breathing were already getting him excited enough, and as he slowly shifted to bring her body into view, he felt his cock straining against the confines of his pants.

	Heather had spread out on her bed, untying her morning robe and letting it hang open. She was completely naked underneath, and Michael drank in the sight of his mom’s bombshell body. Her beautiful breasts were dotted with perfect pink nipples in the middle, and those seemed to match with the pink slit of her womanhood in both color and eroticism.

	“Oh, oh yeah!” cried Heather. “Fuck!”

	She was rubbing one of her hands on her clit, and the other was pushing a girlish pink vibrator into her cunt. Her hips were thrusting into the air as she toyed with herself, and Michael found himself growing bolder in his efforts to get a better view.

	Compared to the MILF porn video that he had watched before, this was above and beyond anything it had provided in regards to turning him on. His mom was a gorgeous older woman, and that was plain to see. She was just dying to get fucked, Michael found himself thinking.

	He couldn’t resist anymore, and found his hand almost unconsciously traveling down to his aching erection. He rubbed it as he watched his mom working her magic on herself. Strange, unwanted thoughts began to pop into his mind. She was right there, he thought. He could just make his way over, and…

	Suddenly Heather lifted her head up and looked at him. He pulled back into the hallway, but not quick enough. He heard her laugh girlishly and then continue to stimulate herself. Michael’s heart and cock were both pounding with blood, and he tried to calm himself down.

	“Mmmm, this feels so good,” said his mom. She knew he was here, he realized. For some reason, it made him angry.

	“Oh god yes!” she cried. “I’m, I’m cumming!”

	She let out a ecstatic scream, and Michael couldn’t resist peeking through the door one last time. His mother had arched her back and thrust her crotch up in the air. She seemed to tense for a moment, and then collapsed back onto the bed, melting into it.

	Before he could move back down the hallway, Heather looked up again and this time her eyes caught Michael’s. She seemed incredibly pleased with herself, and this made Michael much angrier than it should have. He turned towards his own room and stomped his way down the hall.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	Michael slammed the door to his room and sat down on his bed. Today was supposed to be his own little party of one. Now he wasn’t so sure what it was. He thought for a moment about leaving the house, going on a bike ride, or maybe even just a walk. But somehow, the idea of it being just him and his mom in the house had taken on a different meaning.

	There was no way he could win, and it made him feel angry. His mom was hot enough to have any man that she could want, and yet it seemed as though he had taunted her into making him her prime target for teasing. Michael found the very idea of being around her to be sexually frustrating.

	But regardless, she was his mom, and he loved her. Instead of spending the day moping in his room, he resolved to head downstairs and at least make an effort to be civil, and above that, to be normal. He left his room and headed down to the living room.

	Heather was back in the kitchen. She had gotten dressed, and was wearing a tight t-shirt that clung neatly to her breasts and a pair of black yoga pants. She was bringing out a couple of pans and cutting up ingredients.

	“Can I make you something for lunch, sweetie?” she said. His mom smiled at him, but there was a look in her eyes that made Michael’s heart pound. She was confidant. She felt like she had won, and she felt like she’d done it by being sexy.

	“No, I’m fine mom,” he said. The words came out much more sharply than he’d expected, but he didn’t care. There was no reason for him to hide his frustration with her.

	“Okay then sweetie,” his mom said in her flirty, sing song voice. “Just let me know if you need anything. Anything at all.”

	Michael walked into the living room and sat down on the couch. He grabbed the remote and turned on the TV. As he browsed through the channel list looking for something to watch, he passed by one of the pay per view sex channels and had an idea pop into his head.

	He tried to mentally convince himself out of it, but it was no use. His mom had pushed things further, and now he needed to push back. He clicked on one of them and the confirmed his purchase, and suddenly the screen was full of nudity.

	The volume was muted, and there was nothing to immediately tip off Heather to what was going on. That was exactly how Michael wanted it. He unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock, slowly kneading it up to its full length before proceeding.

	The video was of a woman being fucked by several guys at once. She was naked, and going to work on as many of their cocks as she could take at a time. Michael slowly began to turn the volume up, smiling as he anticipated his mom’s reaction.

	“Oh yeah, that’s right you slut,” said one of the men on the screen. “Suck it like a good girl.”

	“Michael?” asked his mom, walking into the living room. “What was…that?”

	The couch was facing away from Heather, but Michael was pumping his cock up and down in such a vigorous and obvious manner that there was no way for her to miss what was going on. He was getting into it, and felt a thrill shoot down his spine as he felt his mom’s eyes lock onto him.

	“Yeah, give it to her,” muttered Michael. This was purely for show. He knew that his mom was watching him, but found himself wanting to play up the part of the naïve, unaware teenager, pleasuring himself at the urging of his hormones. He wanted his mom to feel like the dirty girl that he knew she was.

	The woman on the screen was now sucking one man’s cock, while another readied himself behind her and pushed the head of his dick into her cunt. She moaned, and made a cute, slutty face. Michael found himself thinking about his mom as he continued pumping his cock even harder.

	“Oh yeah, that’s right big boy,” moaned the woman. “Your cock tastes so good.”

	Heather had made her way around to the side of the couch now, and was leaning against it. Michael could see that his mom had a stern, disapproving look on her face, but there was something else. She was blushing, and seemed to be flustered.

	A small bead of precum had formed on the head of his cock, ad as he rubbed his thumb on it, he turned to look at his mom. She wouldn’t meet his gaze, and seemed to fade back a foot or two, trying to act as though she was not seeing what was going on

	The men were heating things up on the screen, giving the attractive woman the fuck of her life. Two of them now had their cocks pushed into her face, with a third working her pussy from behind. Michael could tell that all of them were on the verge, and he felt himself quickly approaching a climax as well.

	Strangely, his mom had drawn close to him again. She was standing behind him on the couch, and he almost flinched as he felt her put her hands on the back of his shoulders. She brushed one of her hands across his hair, giving him soft attention in a way that only a mother can.

	“What are you watching, Michael?” she asked, heavily feigning ignorance in her voice. He stroked himself more quickly now.

	“Oh this,” he said. “I don’t know how it ended up on this channel. It’s some weird foreign film.”

	If his mom was going to play dumb, than he could to. He took his free hand and grabbed her wrist an attempted to pull it down to his crotch, but she haughtily shook him off.

	The situation was too hot for him to hold out any longer. The men on the screen had begun cumming, and he started to shoot his load along with them. They splattered their seed all over the attractive woman’s face and body, while his shot up, onto his lap and onto the couch.

	“Michael!” cried his mom. “You are sick, that is a disgusting mess.”

	It was as though reaching his climax had broken the spell on her. He turned towards his mom and just smiled. 

	“What are you talking about mom? What mess?”

	Heather just glared at him, face blushing bright red and far too embarrassed to deal with the reality in front of her.

	“You are a dirty boy, Michael,” she said.

	He nodded to her.

	“You’re right mom,” he said. “I better go take a shower to get cleaned up.”

	He tucked his cock away inside his pants, got up, and walked upstairs to the bathroom.

	 


CHAPTER 4

	 

	Michael felt like he had won. Whatever had been going on between him in his mom was a perverted test of boundaries and willpower, and by pushing it so far, he had clearly taken control. He closed the door to the bathroom and began getting ready to take a shower.

	He fiddled with the knobs a little to get the temperature setting right, and then climbed through the curtain. The water felt refreshing against his skin, almost as though it was wiping away whatever guilt and shame he had accrued over the course of the day’s events.

	A noise drew his attention back to the moment. There were footsteps headed down the hall, his mom’s footsteps. He could just barely hear the sound of a doorknob turning over the running water, and turned to see the door being opened a crack.

	Was she still laying the game? Why would she voluntarily try to spy on him? Michael felt his cock becoming strangely aroused in his pants as he considered what might be going on. Before he had time to draw any conclusions, his mom stepped through the door.

	“I have a clean towel for you, honey,” she said. His mother was only wearing a towel herself, and it only just barely kept her tits in tow. It was a tiny bit of cloth that went down just below her hips and no further. If she bent over, Michael would get to see everything she had to show.

	“What? Mom, just leave it outside!” Michael cried. For some reason, he felt incredibly flustered. She was still playing, for sure, and had found a way to get the upper hand. Michael felt his body heating up, and had a full on erection at this point.

	“No, I think I should bring it in to you, sweetie,” she said, stepping further into the bathroom. There was little Michael could do to stop her from behind the curtain. He quickly realized that if he wanted to have any chance of winning, he needed to find a way to strike back.

	“Ok mom, that’s fine,” he said. Michael pulled the curtain open and exposed himself to his mom, his hard cock pointing at her almost as though it was an arrow. Heather blushed slightly, but didn’t flinch. She lifted the towel up, and the movement caused her own to come undone and fall to the ground.

	There was a moment of silence as the two of them stared at each other’s naked body. Michael felt his cock aching for his mother. Her body looked so soft, with such big breasts and nice curves. She was the apex of female beauty, and the fact that she was his mom only seemed to amplify his attraction in a sick and perverted way. Still, he couldn’t let her know that.

	“Jeez mom, if you like the view so much, why don’t you take a picture?”

	Heather glared at him, her entire upper body seeming to turn red with embarrassment. Her first reaction was to reach down for the towel, but she stopped herself, and slowly stood up, still completely naked.

	“I think mommy’s little boy is getting a little ahead of himself,” she said. “You seem to be in a pretty, how do you say, compromising state?”

	She smiled and looked down at his cock. Michael felt himself getting angry, but there was something else behind it. He wanted to win, and he wanted to cum, and decided that it wouldn’t be too hard to do both at the same time.

	“You’re right mom, that’s why you have to be careful about barging in on me,” he said. Michael took his hand down to his cock and began stroking it again, leaving his mom to watch on as she had done twice already that day. This was different, though. The two of them were making eye contact, and Heather seemed to react in a way that was completely unexpected for him.

	She lifted one of her legs up against the wall, and then slid her hand down to her cunt, and began massaging it. Michael pumped his cock harder as he watched, feeling himself tingle with pleasure and excitement and the strangest sense of shame he had ever felt.

	“Oh yeah mom, that’s right,” said Michael. “It’s fine, we can both enjoy ourselves just fine together,”

	“I know you like this, you pervert,” she replied. “But that’s just fine by me. Stroke your cock for mommy baby, yeah, just like that.”

	Michael wasn’t sure how things had ended up like this, or even what was going on anymore. He just needed release, and if it was in front of his mom, so be it. More than that, he felt an animalistic lust beginning to descend upon him. He wanted to step out of the shower and throw himself onto her, and from the way his mother was blushing and breathing he knew that she wouldn’t stop him.

	Heather began to accelerate her pace. Every couple of seconds she would look deep into Michael’s eyes, and then flinch away. He could see something when she did, a sense of either shame, or regret. A feeling that she knew that what was going on went beyond normality, and that there was no real coming back from it.

	“Mom, you’re so fucking hot,” said Michael. “Keep doing it, keep masturbating for me.”

	“Oh god Michael,” she cried. “Oh god!”

	Her hips began to pull her closer and closer to his son, and he aimed his cock right at her. Both of them were lost deep in their own desire and need for sexual pleasure. Michael began to pump his cock with more speed, feeling the cum begin to build and ready itself.

	His mom cried out, and angled her hips towards him. She was less than a foot away, and when Michael’s cock began exploding out cum a minute later, her perfect pink pussy served almost as a target for his sperm.

	Heather collapsed forward onto her son and into the shower. Both of them were exhausted by the encounter, and the hot water seemed to wash away their sin. Michael couldn’t believe it, he couldn’t believe any of it. He hugged his mom close, and realized that she was crying into his shoulder.

	“Mom, what’s wrong?” he asked. She looked up at him, and Michael had never seen her with such an upset look on her face before.

	“This is wrong, this is so wrong,” she whispered. “God, what have we done?”

	His mom stepped out of the shower, sobbing. She grabbed her towel and ran out of the bathroom, leaving Michael alone with his own concerns and doubts.

	 


CHAPTER 5

	 

	For the rest of the day, it was just Michael in the house. This was what he wanted, but somehow, it was bitter sweet. His mom had locked herself in her room, and the guilt and shame that he was already feeling seemed to only intensify at the knowledge that he had hurt her with his actions.

	He sat on the couch that evening, eating leftover mac and cheese and feeling like the biggest asshole and pervert on the planet. Worse, still, was the knowledge that he had pushed his mom to respond in the same manner. He was a hormonal teenage boy, and she was a grown woman. Forcing her to come down to his level for a petty feud was just immature and disgusting.

	Michael finished his food, knowing full well that if he had just been polite and put up with his mother being around for the day, she would have cooked him an excellent dinner. He loved her, but didn’t show it enough. He wanted her attention and approval, but seemed to go about getting it in the worst possible way.

	He turned in for the night early, feeling like scum. Michael hadn’t heard anything out of his mom since the shower incident, and half debated going and knocking on her door and trying to get her to talk to him. That was probably the last thing she wanted to do right now, he figured. In the end, he just climbed into bed and closed his eyes, half hoping that the entire day had just been a really weird dream.

	Michael slept for several hours, and then was awakened by the sound of his door opening. The hallway was only dimly lit, but there was just enough light for him to make out his mom’s figure in his doorway, wearing a loose, thin evening gown.

	“Honey, are you still awake?” she whispered.

	He was silent for a moment. Part of him felt like the best thing he could do was to just pretend to be asleep, and deal with everything in the morning, when things had calmed down and they could look at it all logically. But the other part of him seemed to want something else.

	“Yeah mom, I’m awake,” he said.

	Heather walked into her son’s room and took a seat next to him on his bed. It was dark, and Michael couldn’t make out her face, but he could tell just from her body language that she had calmed down from earlier.

	“I just wanted to talk to you about what happened today,” she said. Heather gently put one of her hands down on her son’s leg. Michael hadn’t realized it, but he had woken up with an erection, and felt it throb from just the idea of his mom’s fingers being close to it.

	“I know mom, I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean for things to go so far.”

	“No sweetie, it’s okay,” said his mom. She was rubbing his thigh in what was meant to be an innocent manner, but it was beginning to drive Michael absolutely wild.

	“I should have just been cool with you being around for today,” he replied. “I’m sorry.”

	His mom didn’t say anything for a moment, and her hand was still. Then she started rubbing it again, this time even closer to Michael’s crotch.

	“Honey, I forget sometimes that you’re a teenage boy,” she said. “With hormones and the new things going on with your body, it’s hard for you, so hard.”

	He didn’t say anything, but pushed his hips closer to his mom’s hand and felt a wave of hot pleasure and lust shoot through him as his cock brushed against the edge of it. She didn’t seem to notice, but moved her other hand so that it was on his chest.

	“I…I don’t think we can ever take back what happened today sweetie,” she said.

	Michael nodded, and then realizing that she couldn’t see him, answered.

	“I know mom, I’m so sorry,” he said. “I’ll never do it again!”

	“But that’s not something that you can guarantee, sweetie,” she said. “We both crossed the line today, and I’m not sure there is any going back to the way things were before.”

	Michael was silent. He was confused, and also sad, but the way his mom was speaking, for some reason, was pushing him even further into a state of arousal.

	“That’s why I think you should let me take care of you, baby,” said his mom. She wrapped her hand around his erect cock through his boxers and Michael almost gasped with surprise and pleasure.

	“W-what?” he stammered. “Mom, what are you-“

	“Shhhh, sweetie, just let mommy take care of you.” Michael felt his mom’s hand begin to move up and down on his member, stroking him off with the tender love and care that only a mother could have for her son.

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

	“I know it does sweetie,” said his mom. She had a good feel for what she was doing, and began to pump him off even faster. Michael began lifting his hips up with each movement of hers, matching her rhythm.

	“Let mommy make you feel even better,” she whispered. Heather brought her head down slowly, working Michael’s cock out of his boxers and then, after licking her lips, slowly beginning to rub them up and down the length of his dick.

	She did this as though she was trying to kiss every inch of it, before finally descending on the head of his member and bringing it into her mouth. Michael had never gotten a blowjob before, and he was shocked by how amazing it felt. It was his mom, and though part of him felt embarrassed and recognized how wrong it was, he felt himself wanting her to keep going.

	Heather kept up a good rhythm, bringing her lips up and down her son’s cock and making tiny little slurping noises as she went. For such a small woman, she had a powerful mouth, and with its warmth and wetness Michael his member being completely engulfed and almost pulled into another world.

	She reached up and grabbed her son’s hands, and then pulled them down to her breasts. Michael almost didn’t know what to do. They were so big, and so perfect, and after a moment his hands began to massage and grope at them almost unconsciously.

	He felt himself beginning to reach his limit, and it was almost as if his mom could sense it. She pulled her mouth off his cock with a resounding pop, and then ran her hands across his chest.

	“Not yet, baby,” she whispered. “You’ve seen all of mommy, I want you to feel all of her, too.”

	Heather pulled the evening gown u and over her head. Even in the dark, Michael could make out the silhouetted details of her body, and almost felt intimidated by her beauty. She pushed him backwards onto the bed, and then straddled him, lowering her wet cunt down over his rock hard bar.

	“Oh god, yes, baby,” she said. “Do you want to fuck your mommy?”

	“Yes mom,” he replied. “Please mom…let me fuck you.”

	Heather dropped all of the way down, and Michael felt pleasure crash into him. Before he knew what was going on, his hands were already in her hips, and he was pulling her up and driving him down onto his cock. It was almost as though he had entered a primal, animalistic state.

	His mom was crying out in ecstasy, and seemed to be even more turned on by the illicit nature of their coupling than he was.

	“Yes, honey, yes!” she yelled. “Please fuck mommy! Please don’t stop!”

	She was riding him as though he was a mechanical bull, grinding her hips down and meeting each of his upward bumps and thrusts. She raked her fingernails lightly across his chest, and then harder. 

	Michael was having sex with his mother, and he was loving it. He wanted to fuck her, he wanted to cum inside her. He realized that he wanted his mom to be both his guardian and his lover, the cooker of his food and the washer of his clothes, and a slut to defile whenever the urge arose.

	Heather rode her son faster, and faster, and then finally tensed up, her body shivering as a powerful orgasm tore through her. Now it was Michael’s turn to be in control. He rolled his mom around so that she was underneath him and began to pump his cock into her with as much force and speed as his hips could muster.

	He didn’t last long. The thought of pulling out briefly passed across his mind, but he didn’t want to. He wanted to cum inside his mom, and claim her for himself, for now and forever. And he did, and the load he shot deep into the back of her cunt seemed to blast out with more speed and intensity than any he had ever let off before.

	The two of them collapsed into Michael’s bed. The room was suddenly just as silent as it had been before when he’d been sleeping, except now his mom was cuddling up into his side, and he was stroking her hair.

	“Michael,” whispered his mom.

	“Yeah mom?”

	“I love you.”

	He kissed her on the head, and hugged her tightly.

	 

	END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “LAST MAN ALIVE”

	 

	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.”
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