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CHAPTER 1

	 

	It was cold in the house when Jeff woke up, far colder than it should have been. Of course, that was going by the old standards, the standards he had developed back when the bills were paid on time, and there was still an abundance of money under the roof.

	Jeff was a senior in high school, and he lived with his step mom, Madison. The two of them had been supported by Jeff’s dad, Bill, but when he was laid off from his well-paying factory job, all of that had collapsed like a poorly constructed tent.

	Bill had taken off to the Midwest, hoping to find a job working in the oil shale, or at a factory that had managed to weather the recession. That left Jeff and Madison mostly alone to fend for themselves, which meant doing everything they could to scrape together enough cash to get by.

	“Honey, are you up?” asked his mom. Jeff opened his eyes and saw her standing in the doorway to his room, wearing a tiny night gown. If he hadn’t already felt the cold, one look at her would have revealed it to him, with her hard nipples pushing out against the thin fabric of her gown.

	“Yeah, I’m up,” he said. “So how long before we lose the electricity, too?”

	“I’m so sorry honey,” said Madison. “Your father is going to figure something out. Until then, we just have to hold tight.”

	Jeff climbed out of bed, feeling as though the cold was sucking all of the heat right out of him. It didn’t help that he was only wearing a pair of boxer briefs, which didn’t do much to conceal the hard branch of morning wood he was supporting.

	Madison didn’t seem to notice, or at least pretended not to. She walked over to her son and wrapped her arms around him, pulling him into an embrace.

	“I love you, honey,” she said. “We’ll get through this. We just need to watch out for each other.”

	She felt so warm against his chest, and so soft. It was hard for Jeff to ignore just how good the sensation of having his hard cock pressed against her stomach was.

	“I know we will mom, I’m not worried,” he said. “And I’m glad that you decided to stick around instead of following after dad.”

	“Just because your 18 doesn’t mean you’re all grown up,” said Madison, ruffling his hair. “Besides, I was more than happy to stay behind and look after my sweet boy.”

	Madison was a gorgeous woman, with medium sized breasts and a figure that was curvy in the sexiest of ways. It had been hard for Jeff to accept the fact that she was his step mom for a while, but over the years, he had come to love her.

	The two of them continued to hug each other, and Jeff tried not to think about how sexually charged the embrace was. It felt good to have her against him, in a way that overstepped the bounds between mother and son. He tried to push the nasty thoughts out of his head, admonishing himself for letting them in.

	“Okay, I should head downstairs and make breakfast,” said Madison. “It’s just going to be cereal this morning, but I still want to set you up with something.”

	“Mom, it’s fine, I love cereal,“ he said.

	The two of them continued to hug. Jeff began, almost unconsciously, to rub his package against her. It felt so incredibly good, and after a second or two of it he realized that he was on the brink of cumming.

	“I love you, honey,” said Madison. She finally broke away from him and turned and headed out of his room.

	Jeff took his time getting dressed. For a minute, he considered sitting down at his computer and taking care of his erection, but threw the idea out as being too perverse to do with his mom in the house. He ended up just throwing on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt, and then breathing steadily until his lower half had relaxed.

	His mom was on the phone when he made his way downstairs, and he could tell just from her tone of voice that it wasn’t good.

	“It’s the middle of winter, how can you ask us to leave?” she said, pacing around the kitchen. “We will have the money in a couple of days, just give us more time!”

	Jeff sat down at the dining room table. He felt powerless, just listening to one side of the conversation.

	“You’re a cruel bastard, you know that Frankie?” Madison slammed the phone down, and set her hands on her hips. “Oh, I’m sorry sweetie. Everything has come apart…we didn’t pay rent this month, and the landlord…he’s threatening to evict us.”

	“Mom, it’s okay, let me call him and talk to him,” said Jeff.

	Jeff’s conversation with the landlord went even worse. He ended up arguing with the man from several minutes, until the ultimatum was finally issued: either they pay up by the end of the day, or pack their stuff up and leave. He set his phone down, discouraged and angry.

	“Mom, we have to go, I think,” he said. “If we wait the weather could get even worse.”

	They had only lived in their current apartment for about 9 months, ever since moving into it as a cheaper alternative to their old one. Luckily, this meant that there wasn’t an overwhelming amount of collected household items to move, at least not too the degree that they couldn’t get it out in one day.

	“I know sweetie, I know,” said his mom. “Don’t worry, we’ll drive to your Aunt Debra’s and stay there for a little while.”

	“Doesn’t she live in Seattle, mom?” asked Jeff.

	“We’ll make it sweetie,” she said. “And we’ll rent a storage unit in town and put everything we can’t take with us away in it.”

	“Alright mom,” he said. “We’ll make it work.”

	It took the two of them less time than expected to pack the first load into the car. There was an outdoor storage lot on the other side of town, and slowly but surely, they loaded most of their stuff into it. Jeff found himself being thankful of the fact that his mom drove a minivan for the first time in his life.

	The last load was clothes, blankets, and bedding. As they were unpacking it, Madison grabbed a couple of heavier blankets and some cushions and set them off to the side inside the van.

	“Are those going in too?” asked Jeff.

	“No honey, we’re going to need some of this stuff for the trip,” she said. “Jeff…we might not always have the money to stay in a hotel.”

	Jeff felt a little strange thinking about what that meant. The two of them would be sharing the floor of the minivan, in the cold of winter. It was hard for him to imagine how they would even manage to stay warm under the circumstances.

	“If that’s what we have to do, then that’s what we have to do,” he said. “I’m not worried mom, as long as we’re together we’ll be fine.”

	“That’s right honey,” said his mom softly. “That’s right.”

	They finished by the mid-afternoon. Madison had packed a bunch of what was left in the refrigerator into a lunch for them, but neither of them were hungry, and decided to eat it later. All they had with them were some basic electronics, blankets, and other things that they’d need on the trip. The apartment was empty, and as they looked at it from the outside, Jeff somehow knew that it would be the last time he’d see it.

	“Let’s get going, honey,” said his mom. “We have a lot of ground to cover.”

	 


CHAPTER 2

	 

	The start of the trip was no different from many other drives that Jeff had gone on with his mother. They talked about the weather, and his dad, and listened to the radio. It wasn’t until they stopped for gas on their way to the next town over that Jeff really began to think about their situation.

	“We’re going to have to budget this very carefully,” said his mom. “We’ll only have enough for gas, food, and maybe one night at a motel.”

	Jeff nodded.

	“I’m fine with that mom, but we’re cutting it a little close, don’t you think?” he asked. “Is there any way we could get dad to send us some funds? Or something?”

	Madison slowly shook her head.

	“It’s just not going to happen. Your father has nothing, and is struggling just as much if not more than we will be.” She gave him a forced smile. 

	“Alright,” said Jeff. “I’m sure we’ll find a way to manage.”

	They munched on the lunch that Madison had prepared as they continued on. The first part of the trip was a couple of hours of interstate driving, and the two of them took turns. Jeff felt like he was leaving more than just his hometown. It felt like he was leaving his old life behind, and would be heading off into a new situation, totally different from anything he could predict.

	He was glad that Madison was there. Even though the relationship between the two of them sometimes felt strange and tense to Jeff, having her along with him made it a lot easier to keep going. She was his mom, and she was looking out for him, even though things looked bleak.

	“Do you want me to take over?” Jeff asked her. His mom had been behind the wheel for the last 90 minutes, and she seemed to be in a world of her own.

	“Oh, what?” she said. “Oh, no that’s okay sweetie, I have it covered. Thanks, though.”

	She reached her hand over and rubbed Jeff’s thigh. It was an action that excited him much more than it should have, and he had to work to keep calm and contained.

	“You know, I used to go to the drive in when I was a teenager in a van like this,” she said.

	It was hard for Jeff to listen to her. All of his attention was focused on his mom’s warm hand, and the tiny amount of distance in between the edge of her fingers and his hardening cock.

	“Oh yeah? How was that?” he asked her.

	“You’re a teenage boy, you must know what I’m talking about,” said Madison. Her hand went up and down along his inner thigh, driving Jeff wild with frustration.

	“No mom, you’ll have to tell me,” he said. “I have no idea.”

	“Well, when young men and young women end up in an enclosed space like that, in the dark…” Her fingers seemed to pull even closer to Jeff’s package as her words trailed off. “Things can happen. I had so many different boys all try to make the moves on me like that, it was unbelievable.”

	“And did any of them ever succeed?” asked Jeff.

	His mom glanced toward him quickly, her face blushing bright red.

	“That’s, that’s not an appropriate question, young man!” she said after a moment. “Cool your jets!”

	“I just want to know what happened, mom,” he said. “You’re the one who brought it up. Did any of the boys touch you, or try to do more than that? Did you go along with it?”

	“There was one time…” she said, softly. “Oh, I shouldn’t be telling you this.”

	Madison’s palm came to rest right on top of Jeff’s cock, as though she was so lost in thought that she’d also lost track of her hand.

	“My last boyfriend in high school, let’s just say that me and him really enjoyed one of the drive in movies we saw.”

	Her answer caused Jeff’s cock to ache for attention. He tried to force the sick thoughts out of his head, reminding himself that she was his mother, and was and would always be off limits.

	“Oh, there’s a rest stop up ahead,” said Madison. “Perfect. I think…I think we might have to spend the night here, sweetie.”

	Jeff looked over at his mom and saw that she was serious.

	“I’m not opposed to it, but we’re going to have to be careful,” he said. “It’s the late fall, it gets really cold out at night.”

	“I know honey, but we’ll find a way to make it work.” She turned on her blinker and pulled her car over into the lead off lain. There were two separate parking lots on either side of the facility, one for passenger cars and one for the larger trucks, trailers, and overnight campers. Madison pulled into the second one and parked.

	The sun was setting on the horizon, and for the first time that day, Jeff felt tranquil. It was such a strange reaction to have to the events the two of them had been confronted with, but he looked over at his mom and smiled.

	“Alright, I’m going to head inside and head to the bathroom,” she said.

	“I’ll come with,” said Jeff.

	The two of them got out of the van and headed over to the entrance of the rest stop. It wasn’t until they had made it inside that Jeff realized just how many truckers there were hanging out in the lounge area and around the bathroom. One of them was sipping from a cup of coffee, and whistled as his mom walked by.

	“Boy howdy, you are fine looking!” he said. “How about you join me in the cab of my truck for a while?”

	“No thanks,” said Madison. She started to walk towards the bathroom, but the truckers burst into laughter, and she turned back towards them.

	“How about you take a ride on my pole?” shouted another. “You can suck it clean when you’re done, if you want.”

	“Is this your son here?” asked one of them. “Damn, you are a serious milf. I wouldn’t believe that you even had kids if it hadn’t have been for the evidence.”

	Jeff’s mom glared at them, an action that somehow made her look much more cute and sexy than she already was.

	“For your information, I’m taken,” she said. “This is my boyfriend.”

	She turned away from them and walked into the women’s room, leaving Jeff alone with a bunch of truckers staring at him in awe. One of them walked over and clapped him on the back.

	“Well done there, youngin’,” he said. “She must be a wild thing in the sack.”

	“She’s not-“

	“Have her suck you off good tonight for the sake of my thirsty ass,” said one of them. “I bet her lips must feel great wrapped around your cock, god damn they are so fine and juicy.”

	Jeff was mortified at the situation, but his cock seemed to be enjoying the mental images the words of the truckers were putting in his head, twitching and hardening as he pictured his mom on her knees, sucking at his tool.

	“Ready, sweetie?” He turned, and saw his mom walking towards him. She caught him totally off guard by leaning in and giving him a kiss on the lips. Jeff was totally speechless.

	“You boys have a good night, now,” she said to the truckers as the two of them walked back outside.

	The second they sat back down in the minivan, Jeff turned towards his mom.

	“What was that?” he asked.

	“I’m sorry sweetie, it was spur of the moment,” she said. “I was worried about what ideas those guys might get into their heads if they thought I was here unattached.”

	Jeff just shook his head.

	“You could have told me in advance, or something,” he muttered. Madison just smiled.

	“Come on, let’s get the back set up for us to sleep in.”

	It didn’t take all the much effort to move everything left in the minivan forward into the front. The back seats collapsed down, creating a sleeping area for them that was about the size of a queen sized bed.

	“Perfect,” said his mom. “With some blankets and pillows, this could actually be pretty comfortable.”

	“Let’s hope it’s also pretty warm,” said Jeff. He could see his breath on the air, and was more than a little concerned about the possibility of one or both of them ending up with hypothermia before the night was through.

	“It will be fine,” said Madison. She had finished laying down the blankets, and after taking off her shoes, she climbed into the minivan. Jeff started to follow her, closing the door behind them, and then stopped in mid-step.

	His mom was stripping out of her clothes. Her shirt was already off, giving him a clear view of her bra clad breasts which seemed to be overflowing from the tiny garment. She started wiggling out of her jeans, slowly bringing them down off her and exposing the flesh of her legs.

	“What are you doing?” he asked, feeling his cock responding to the scene very differently than how he wanted it to.

	“Just trust me, the inside of the bed will be warmer this way,” she said. “Come on, you do it too. We’ll catch colds, otherwise.”

	Jeff could tell just from the look on his mom’s face that she wasn’t backing down. He turned as much away from her as the tiny area of the inside of the van would allow, and began to undress.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	 

	“Are you comfy, sweetie?”

	Jeff was under the covers next to his mom, and comfy would not be the word he would have used to describe his predicament. He could feel his mom’s body heat, and knew that she was close enough for him to touch, if he wanted to.

	“Is this really okay, mom?” he asked her. “I could always sit upfront, and let you have the back.”

	“Honey, don’t be ridiculous, it’s fine,” she said. “I’m your mother, and you’re my son. There is nothing weird about us sharing a bed for one night.”

	The loaded silence that followed seemed to directly contradict her assertion. Jeff sighed, and turned away from her in the bed.

	“I’m glad you’re here with me Jeff,” said his mom. She slid closer to him, and cuddled against his back. Jeff, in turn, did his best to act like he didn’t have a raging hard on.

	“This is a tough situation mom, I understand,” he said.

	“We can get through it together, sweetie,” she said. “By the end of it, I think we’ll be closer together than we ever have been before.”

	He didn’t say anything, but he could feel his mom’s hot breath against his neck, and it was driving him wild. Jeff turned back towards her, and looked into her eyes, lit up by a small sliver of fluorescent light from one of the lamp posts above.

	There was love in her gaze, and something else. Something that went beyond the usual tender and caring look that he had seen his mom give him hundreds of times before. Their faces began to draw in closer, and Jeff felt his body coursing with electricity.

	At the last second, Madison lifted up, and kissed her son chastely on the cheek. She cuddled her head against his chest for a second, and then pushed away.

	“I love you, Jeff,” she said.

	“I love you too mom,” he replied.

	He loved her, and he wanted her. His dick was aching, and the conflict inside him was threatening to tear him apart.

	“I’m going to head to the bathroom really quick before bed,” he said to his mom.

	“Okay sweetie,” she replied. “Don’t take too long.”

	Jeff hopped out of the van and started towards the entrance to the rest stop. He tried to adjust his erection so it wasn’t quite so obvious, expecting to run into one of the truckers again. Instead, he found something very unexpected.

	Standing by the woman’s bathroom were two scantily dressed women, with fake breasts and heavy makeup. The eyed him as he walked across the room, and he noticed that they noticed his hard on.

	“Hey there, baby face,” said one of them. “Aren’t you a little young to be doing delivery runs?”

	“I’m just here with my, uh…girlfriend,” he said. For some reason, the lie from earlier seemed almost like it had taken on a life of his own, and he felt confused by his urge to perpetuate it.

	“Really?” said the one on the right, stepping closer to him. “Is she asleep right now?”

	“I, uh…”

	The woman took her hand, and rubbed it against the lump in his jeans. It felt amazing, and it was exactly what Jeff felt like he needed in the moment.

	“Fifty dollars and I’ll take care of you,” the woman said. “Give us a hundred and we both will.”

	She pulled the low cut shirt she was wearing and flashed her breasts at Jeff. He looked at them, and strangely, all he could think of was his mother, and her tiny bra, and the fact that she was sleeping in the van at that very moment.

	“No thanks,” he said, turning and walking back towards the door.

	“Suit yourself,” said the woman. “You don’t know a real woman when you see one.”

	Jeff laughed at her last comment. He quickly ran across the parking lot back to the van, still carrying his lust and urges with him. He opened the door to it, and lied back down next to his mom.

	The situation boiled over almost immediately. Madison sleepily reached over and tried to wrap her son up into a hug, and Jeff began rubbing his hard on against her. She slowly yawned and opened her eyes, and Jeff couldn’t resist leaning in and kissing her on the lips.

	“Jeff, honey, what are you doing?” she whispered. All of the shame and guilt that Jeff had been avoiding facing crashed into him, but he still couldn’t stop himself. He started rubbing his mom’s breast through her bra, and heard her let out a small, confused moan.

	“Mom, this is such a tight space,” said Jeff, as he slowly pulled his cock out of his boxers. “I’m just trying to get more comfortable.”

	“What?” She lifted up the covers, and gasped as she saw his exposed member. “Jeff…I’m your mom. You’re my son!”

	He leaned in and kissed her again, and let his hands undo her bra in back. He pulled it off her roughly and took a look at her perfect breasts, feeling his cock beginning to drip with pre cum.

	“Mom, shh,” he said. “It will be our little secret for tonight.”

	He leaned her back down onto the floor, and Madison didn’t stop him. Jeff began grinding his cock against her panty covered mound, and his mom put her hand to her mouth as if she couldn’t believe what was happening.

	“This is not okay, sweetie,” she said. “We’ll never be able to undo this.”

	“Oh god mom, I can’t help it,” he said. “You’re so fucking hot.”

	He took his fingers on either side of her waist band and lowered her panties down and off her legs. Despite her concerns, his mom’s pussy with dripping with excitement.

	“Honey, we don’t have to do this,” she whispered. Her hand had wrapped itself around his cock and was stroking him off, and he could tell from her eyes that she was feeling just as horny as she was.

	“Mom, I want you,” Jeff whispered. “I have to have you.”

	He pushed his cock up against the entrance to his mom’s pussy, feeling her folds give way for him. She was tighter than he expected, and all he could get in at first was the very head of his dick. Madison let out a soft moan, and wrapped her arms around her son’s neck.

	“Fine,” she whispered, with a strange mixture of authority and desire. “It you’re going to do it, do it.”

	That was all Jeff needed. He started pumping his hips, kissing his mom’s neck and feeling lust fog over his mind. She felt amazing, soft and wet, and her pussy seemed to envelope him tightly, almost like a fitted glove.

	“Oh god, Jeff,” cried his mom. “Don’t stop!”

	The van was shaking, and each time Jeff would slam down into his mom the wheels would squeak and shift. Madison was bucking upwards, and had her arms hooked around Jeff as though she was hanging on for dear life.

	“Mom, you feel so fucking good,” he said. “Oh god mom, I can’t believe it.”

	“Honey don’t stop!” yelled Madison. “We, we’ll work it out later…just…keep going.”

	With each stroke, Jeff almost pulled completely out, and then pushed the full length of his hard cock deep inside his mom. She was the woman who had raised him, the woman who’d looked out for him, and now he was taking her as though she was a willing slut, or one of the prostitutes in the rest stop.

	Jeff felt guilty, but the emotion was overwhelmed by pleasure. His dick was coated with his mom’s slick fluids, and seemed to be creating heat and friction as he pumped into her faster. He felt like a primal animal, and in that moment, he was. An animal that had been overwhelmed by horniness, and pushed into doing something that was sick and perverted in order to find release.

	“Jeff, I…I,” Madison suddenly tensed up and twisted, crying out. Her pussy began to contract around Jeff’s cock, and he realized after a moment that it was more than he could take.

	“Oh god mom!” he yelled. His cock began to explode hot white cum deep inside her, and he kept thrusting as it did. He ran his hands up his mom’s body, letting them rest on her tits as the world came back into focus. The two of them had just had sex. Jeff had fucked his mom, he’d fucked her in the back of a minivan, without any protection.

	“I can’t believe this,” said Madison angrily. “You are grounded when we work all of this out, mister.”

	Jeff just smiled at her.

	“We’ll see about that,” he said.

	 

	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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