
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
   Extra Credit: Ms. Brooke
 
   By
 
   Anya Merchant
 
   Copyright © 2015 by Anya Merchant
 
   All rights reserved
 
   Kindle Edition
 
    
 
   This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is entirely coincidental. This work is intended for adults only. It contains substantial sexually explicit language and scenes that may be considered offensive by some readers.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The sidewalk outside the school was empty. Andy Johnson knew that was a bad side. He grabbed onto the shoulder straps of his knapsack and tried to keep it from swinging too much as he broke into a sprint. 
 
   He didn’t slow down as he pushed through the double set of doors that led into the school’s hallway. It was just about the same on the inside, empty apart from a few stragglers like him. Andy chewed his bottom lip as anxiety began to build in his chest.
 
   It was his third time so far in his senior year that he’d been late for Ms. Brooke’s biology class. The 19-year-old had already gotten accepted to one of the less discerning state schools nearby, but he desperately needed the last three science credits from Ms. Brooke if he wanted to graduate on time.
 
   Andy quickly made his way to his locker and dropped off his bag, along with all of the books he didn’t need. It was a short walk from there to Ms. Brooke’s classroom, and when he came to the door, he took a deep breath before heading inside.
 
   “You are late again, Mr. Johnson.” Ms. Brooke was standing in front of the blackboard, her arms folded across her chest and her disapproval only contained by the lenses of the bookishly cute, feminine glasses she wore.
 
   “Ms. Brooke, I’m sorry,” said Andy. “I woke up late.”
 
   He couldn’t help but admire his teacher for a moment before making his way over to his seat. Ms. Brooke was known throughout the high school as one of the strictest and most serious teachers, but there was absolutely no suggestion of it from the way she looked and dressed.
 
   She had large, well-formed breasts, which almost threatened to spill out of the low cut white blouse she was wearing. That, along with the tight black eraser skirt that she had on which perfectly outlined her gorgeous butt, made Andy wonder just how it was that anyone in the administration hadn’t reprimanded her for dressing so seductively.
 
   “Get in your seat, now,” said Ms. Brooke sharply. “I would send you to the office, but I get the feeling that keeping you here for the test will be punishment enough.”
 
   A couple of people in the class broke out into chuckles, but one look from Ms. Brooke instantly silenced them. Andy felt his heart begin to beat wildly in his chest, and his palms start to sweat. He’d completely forgotten about the test.
 
   It was the end of the semester, and everything Andy and the rest of the students had learned over the course of the past few months would be fair game. Andy’s grade was only just hovering above what he needed to pass. If he didn’t do well on this test, it was over.
 
   He sat down in his seat and nervously began to reach for his textbook to do a couple seconds of last minute studying. Ms. Brooke was gliding around the room and handing out the thick test booklets before he got a chance. She bent over his desk as she passed one to Andy, the cleavage pushing out of her blouse and into his face in a way that made his blood begin to rush.
 
   “Put your book away, Mr. Johnson,” said Ms. Brooke. “There is nothing in it that can help you now.”
 
   There were more chuckles from the same students that had laughed before. Andy sighed. The way that he and Ms. Brooke had interacted throughout the semester had always felt tense, almost adversarial. It was part of the reason that he’d gotten into the habit of showing up late.
 
   He liked Ms. Brooke as a teacher. The material in her class was challenging, but the way she taught it was tantalizing and intense. Part of that had to do with the way she looked, but there was something else along with it, something in her attitude. Andy had caught himself talking to her after class and feeling a little turned on more than once. He often wondered just what it was about her that made her such a walking contradiction of attitudes.
 
   “Alright, you have the rest of class to finish,” said Ms. Brooke. “No books, no phones, and no talking. Just do your best and remember what we’ve been working on.”
 
   The room was silent. Andy pulled out his pencil and flipped the packet open to the first page. Almost instantly, his heart sank. Andy felt like the test was written in another language, one that looked like English and sounded like English, and yet still somehow managed to be utterly incomprehensible.
 
   His stomach began to churn and turn. He coughed and felt almost as though the back of his throat was trying to leap out of his body. His forehead was sweaty, and he suddenly began to feel a little light headed. Andy looked down at the test booklet again with unfocused eyes, even less capable of making sense of it than he’d been able to before.
 
   “Ms. Brooke…” He put his hand into the air as he spoke. “I… don’t feel so well.”
 
   “That’s the oldest trick in the book, Mr. Johnson,” said Ms. Brooke. “Focus on your test. You’re wasting time.”
 
   “No, really, Ms. Brooke, I…” Andy tried to stand up and accidentally tipped his chair over. He whirled to pick it up and clumsily knocked his test off the table. Ms. Brooke watched him with cold, calculating eyes.
 
   “If this is a trick, Andy Johnson, I won’t hesitate to fail you.” She walked over to where he was and stood less than a foot away from him, close enough to make Andy’s skin heat up and feel electrically charged.
 
   “It’s not a trick, Ms. Brooke,” said Andy. He stared into her beautiful eyes and realized that just looking at her made him feel even hotter and more feverish.
 
   “Head down to the nurses office, Mr. Johnson,” said Ms. Brooke. “I will be talking with Nurse Lawson about whether or not you really are sick. If it turns out that you’re faking, I am going to do everything in my power to make sure you are disciplined.”
 
   “Thank you, Ms. Brooke.” Andy had to slide by her in the aisle in order to get to the door. His body almost brushed against hers, and for a moment, Andy thought he was going to pop wood. He couldn’t help but think about his teacher that way, even as unapproachable as she was. Ms. Brooke was the hottest woman in school, the jerk off fantasy of half a thousand teenage boys.
 
   Lost in his thoughts, he tripped over his foot as he made his way out into the hallway and stumbled to his knees. There was a chorus of laughter behind him, and Andy felt his face heat up with embarrassment.
 
   “Walk carefully, Mr. Anderson,” said Ms. Brooke. “Your test will be waiting for you when you get back.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   The nurse’s office was in the middle of the school, a place that all of the students affectionately referred to as “the four corners”. It only took Andy a minute or two to walk there, though it felt much longer.
 
   His symptoms had immediately begun to subside after leaving Ms. Brooke’s classroom. He wondered whether or not it had just been a reaction to his anxiety and stress. It didn’t make any difference to him, in the end. Andy knew that he had dodged a bullet, if only temporarily, and was more than a little grateful for it.
 
   Mrs. Lawson was the type of school nurse that all of the students, the guys especially, loved to go see. She was tall, attractive, and very friendly. When students showed up in her office, she would commonly only have to talk with them, listen to them, and often their symptoms would subside on their own. She was a sensual woman and beloved by the student populace.
 
   The door to the nurse’s office was closed, and Andy didn’t think twice about opening it without knocking. When he stepped inside and glanced around, he immediately realized that Mrs. Lawson had closed it for a reason. His jaw dropped open at what he saw.
 
   The busty nurse was sitting in front of her computer, facing away from him. Andy could see the screen clearly, and had to blink a couple of times before his eyes finally accepted what was on it.
 
   She was looking at porn. A set of headphones was over her ears, and she hadn’t realized that Andy was in the room with her. One of her hands was down in between her legs, and Andy felt his cock hardening as he thought about what it must be doing.
 
   Slowly, and with a strange feeling in his chest, Andy closed the door to the nurse’s office behind him. He walked over to where Nurse Lawson was sitting, and tapped her on the shoulder.
 
   “Uh, Nurse Lawson?” His words instantly brought her back to reality. She whirled around in her chair and then tried to position herself in between him and the screen. Andy looked down at her feet and saw that her panties were on the floor underneath the tight, tiny white skirt she had on.
 
   “Andy… Johnson,” said Nurse Lawson, softly. 
 
   Andy scratched his head, and suddenly felt almost as though she’d taken back the momentum, and it was now him in the spotlight.
 
   “Uh, yeah, that’s me,” he said, feeling dumb.
 
   Nurse Lawson saw something in his face that allowed her to regain her composure. She clicked the mouse and closed her video, and then turned her chair to face him, pulling up her panties and then crossing her legs with a smile.
 
   “Pull up a chair and have a seat, Mr. Johnson,” she said. “I’m sure you’re here for a reason. I think I can help get to the bottom of just what it is.”
 
   Andy was confused. He wasn’t sure anymore just why he was there, and the way Nurse Lawson was acting made the air feel hot and tense. He did as she’d suggested and grabbed one of the plastic, metal legged chairs next to the door and pulled it over.
 
   “Uh, I guess I was feeling sick,” said Andy.
 
   “You guess you were feeling sick?” Nurse Lawson was smiling at him broadly, her cheeks still flushed from whatever it was she’d been doing before. “And so you decided to come to Nurse Lawson for the help you needed?”
 
   Andy nodded slowly and swallowed. Nurse Lawson wheeled her chair forward a little, reducing the distance between them even further.
 
   “You know, a lot of the guys in the school make up excuses to come see me during the day,” she said. “It’s quite flattering. Especially with the older boys, the seniors, like you, Andy.”
 
   Andy opened his mouth to say something, but Nurse Lawson continued before he could.
 
   “They come into my office, brimming with such young, masculine eagerness.” She paused and then blinked slowly. “I think a lot of them don’t even understand why they come here, or why I let them hang out and talk to me. Or why I pretend to treat their made up symptoms.”
 
   “Nurse Lawson, I’m uh, here for a real reason.” Andy was confused, and it was only made worse by the look the nurse was giving him. There was something intense and engaging in the air, and it made his cock slowly begin to harden, as though summoned by a spell.
 
   “I think you are now,” said Nurse Lawson. “Do you want me to show you what that reason is, Andy?”
 
   Andy felt his head slowly nod without him even needing to move it consciously. He was in disbelief, and positive that he was reading the situation wrong. In all of his 19 years of existence, he’d never done anything beyond kissing and light touching with a girl. The thought felt inappropriate and uncalled for, even as Nurse Lawson stood up and stepped towards him.
 
   “The school nurse is going to take care of you, Andy,” she said. “Just sit back. She’s going to take care of you, and help you forget what you saw when you came in here.”
 
   Nurse Lawson slowly lowered herself down to her knees in front of him in the chair. She popped her lips together, as if she was smoothing out her lipstick, and then set her hands on Andy’s legs and slowly began gliding them up towards his crotch.
 
   “Whoa… Is this…?” Andy wanted to ask her if it was really happening, but it felt stupid to put the question into words. Nurse Lawson smiled at him, a smile that was full of experience and intrigue, a smile that seemed to instruct him to shut up and enjoy it without asking questions.
 
   “I was young when I started working here, in my twenties,” said the nurse. “Not much older than some of the seniors. It took all of my willpower to resist when they would flirt with me and hit on me.”
 
   Her fingers unbuttoned and unzipped Andy’s jeans. He felt his heart pounding fast, faster than it had when he’d been in Ms. Brooke’s class, and with a distinctly different emotion behind it.
 
   “You teenage boys don’t understand the power you have,” she whispered. “All of the enthusiasm and eagerness just goes to waste, because you don’t know what to do with it.”
 
   She worked her fingers into his waistband and then pulled down his pants. One of her hands began massaging Andy’s cock through his boxers, and he couldn’t stop himself from wiggling with pleasure in the chair.
 
   “I held out for a long time, five or six years,” said Nurse Lawson. “But eventually, I couldn’t. Eventually, I had to give in. Hell, every attractive female teacher will at some point, at this school, or at any school. The idea of stepping over the line is just too hot, too incredibly hard to resist.”
 
   Andy saw the hungry, seductive look in the nurse’s eyes. His cock was rock hard under her touch, and as she slipped it out of his boxers and began massaging it with her warm, soft hands, he let out a moan.
 
   “Every year I try to put a stop to it,” said Nurse Lawson. “But it never works. It’s usually right around this time, the end of the first semester, that I find a willing, male student.”
 
   She leaned her face in close to Andy’s cock and gave it a soft lick with her tongue.
 
   “It looks like this year, I found you,” she whispered.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   “Oh my god…” Andy wasn’t sure if he had said the words or just thought him, but either way, they were from the heart. He stared at Nurse Lawson in disbelief as she slowly began to plant soft, wet kisses on his erection, moving with care and control.
 
   “Shhhh…” she whispered. “I’m just giving you a checkup, Andy. And treating your symptoms.”
 
   From the angle he was looking down at her at, Andy had a nice view of her cleavage. She was wearing a sweater over her blouse, but if anything, it only served to highlight the size and perfection of her breasts.
 
   Nurse Lawson gave his cock a long lick, all the way from the base to the very tip. Andy shuddered with delight. His tool was achingly hard, and the nurse was teasing it in a way that almost overwhelmed him with an intense need to cum.
 
   “Oh man,” he moaned. “Nurse Lawson…”
 
   She smiled at him.
 
   “Mr. Johnson,” she said. “Let’s see if I can’t send you back to class with a smile on your face.”
 
   She licked her lips and then let them wrap around the head of his cock with a surprisingly strong, sensual grip. Andy felt the pre-cum leaking out from the tip and into her mouth. Nurse Lawson’s tongue lapped it up, rubbing the sensitive tip of his member in a manner that was almost painful in how good it felt.
 
   “Oh my god!” moaned Andy. He shook his head and blinked several times. The nurse’s mouth was still on his dick and she’d slowly begun to move forward, slurping up more of his shaft as she did. Nurse Lawson had her own special way of rubbing her tongue against it, massaging the skin of his cock almost like she was licking a popsicle.
 
   With deliberate, torturous slowness, Nurse Lawson began bobbing her head back and forth. Andy had watched a lot of porn before, but he’d never seen a woman give a blowjob like this. He’d never felt anything that came even close to the sensation he was experiencing. It felt so good that he couldn’t think, and could barely even see straight.
 
   The nurse used her mouth on him in a way that was soft, gentle, and almost loving. Andy had been into her office one before for a sore throat back when he was a freshman, and she’d given him cough medicine and talked with him until he’d felt better. It was so different from that and yet somehow, still so similar.
 
   “Oh god, Nurse Lawson,” he moaned. “If you keep going like that, I’m going to…”
 
   He trailed off as the nurse intensified her pace, as if ignoring her words. It felt so good, and suddenly Andy understood what she meant when she’d said that she’d picked him. He was hers now, the pleasure she was giving him was so mind-blowingly good that he’d do anything she’d said to keep experiencing it.
 
   With every back and forth movement of her head, Nurse Lawson would twist her mouth, as though trying to shape the ice cream on a cone into a spiral. Her tongue moved like a separate entity on his cock, wrapping around it and rubbing it, using her saliva as lube to pleasure him.
 
   Andy couldn’t hold out for even a second longer. He was about to say something again, to warn her one last time before it was too late, but before he could, several things happened at once.
 
   Nurse Lawson pulled her mouth off his cock just as the door opened behind them. Andy realized what was happening the millisecond after it became impossible to stop. His cock began to explode, and his hot, sticky load shot out and coated the sweet nurse’s face in string after string of cum.
 
   “Mr. Johnson, you’re-” Ms. Brooke’s voice sounded distant to him, but he could just barely make out the tone of surprise in it as she laid eyes on the scene. “Oh my god!”
 
   Andy was too blissed out to even care. He heard to door shut, and then the clack of high heels approaching. He had shut his eyes, and it wasn’t until his cock had finished spurting, and his mind began to clear that he reopened them.
 
   “Jenny, come on,” said Nurse Lawson. “Don’t make too big of a deal about this, okay?”
 
   “Are you out of your mind?” yelled Ms. Brooke. “After last time, you still think you can-“
 
   “Shhhhh, these walls aren’t that thick,” said Nurse Lawson.
 
   Andy blinked a couple of times and slowly came back to reality. His biology teacher, Ms. Brooke, was standing to his right. Nurse Lawson, who was still in the process of wiping cum off her face, was to his left. 
 
   Andy had literally been caught with his pants down, his cock on full display for anyone who wanted to see it. He blushed and quickly covered himself up, clumsily pulling his jeans up. 
 
   “This needs to stop,” said Ms. Brooke. “Right now! This is ridiculous, Angela, you are going to end up in jail!”
 
   “He’s 19.” Nurse Lawson glanced over at Andy and smiled. “And besides, I don’t think I can decide to stop it, not now that I’ve picked one for the year.”
 
   Both Nurse Lawson and Ms. Brooke looked at Andy. He was confused and at a loss for words, but it was clear from both of the women’s expressions that they were waiting for him to say something.
 
   “I just came here because I felt sick,” he said. “I mean, I’m not going to tell anybody about this.”
 
   Nurse Lawson nodded and then rubbed his shoulder reassuringly. She looked over to Ms. Brooke and flashed the teacher a look that Andy couldn’t quite interpret.
 
   “You do realize that if he tells anybody, we’re both sunk?” The nurse spoke in a tone that was borderline condescending. “He’ll tell them about what we did together and then he’ll tell them about how you walked in on it and seemed to know already that it wasn’t the first time, that he wasn’t the first student.”
 
   Ms. Brooke opened her mouth to respond, and then stopped, and instead blushed crimson red.
 
   “Hey, I’m not going to tell anybody!” Andy held both of his hands up in the air, as though he was trying to prove that he was harmless. “I’ve read stories like this in the news before, a ton of times! I’m not stupid…”
 
   Ms. Brooke sighed and ran her hand through her hair. She faced away from the two of them and stood with her hands on her hips for a moment before turning back.
 
   “I have to get back to class,” she said. “Andy… Mr. Johnson, you’re coming with me.”
 
   The nurse looked like she wanted to say something, but Ms. Brooke continued, cutting her off.
 
   “This ends here,” she said. “I’m not interested in letting the two of you push your luck. What you said is true enough, Angela, but if you get caught, I go down with you. I’m not going to let that happen.”
 
   Nurse Lawson rolled her eyes but said nothing. Ms. Brooke grabbed Andy’s hand and pulled him to his feet.
 
   “Come on,” she said. “The rest of the class is finished with the test. If we hurry, we can get back before the bell rings.”
 
   Andy nodded and followed her out of the nurse’s office. He felt as though he was the luckiest guy in the school, and somehow also in a very serious situation.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Andy found both the silence of the hallway and Ms.  Brooke’s intense walking pace a little intimidating. Her high heels echoed with each step, and even though Andy was about the same height as her, he had to struggle to keep up.
 
   She didn’t say anything, not even as they approached her classroom. The rest of the students in biology could be heard chatting amongst each other from the inside, but they instantly went quiet as Ms. Brooke walked into the room.
 
   “I expect all of you to be treating this as though it were a study hall,” she said. “No talking and no fooling around.”
 
   Andy glanced at her, but Ms. Brooke was acting as though he didn’t even exist. He had to have a conversation with her, even if it was just to be chewed out and held responsible, but he knew that the time was not then.
 
   Instead, he sat back down at his desk and began browsing through his books. Ms. Brooke had taken his empty test booklet back, and when he remembered it, a small shiver of fear went through him. He still had to get a good grade on it, regardless of what else was going on in his life.
 
   The bell rang, and several of the more energetic students immediately bolted for the door. Andy began to collect his stuff as people filed out past him down the aisle. Ms. Brooke stood up from her chair and made her way over to his desk.
 
   “If you want to have any chance of graduating this year, I expect to see you in my office after school, Mr. Johnson,” she said. “We need to talk about what happened today.”
 
   Her voice was sharp, and her eyes were serious. Ms. Brooke had the type of presence that usually took public school teachers decades to develop. The fact that she was so alluring and had barely entered her early thirties only served to highlight it even more effectively.
 
   “Yeah, of course,” said Andy. “I’ll come straight here.”
 
   She stared into Andy’s eyes for a second. There was something strange in the air between them, almost electric. It was different from what he’d felt with Nurse Lawson, less controlled, and much more dangerous.
 
   The moment felt like it stretched on for an eternity, pushing the hot tension in the room to its very limit. Finally, Ms. Brooke turned and walked away from him, facing her desk and rearranging papers as Andy made his way out of the classroom.
 
   The rest of the day went by in a blur. He had gym class, which he usually enjoyed, but was completely zoned out for the entire period. His gym teacher pulled him aside at one point after he’d completely ignored an easily rolled pitch in kickball. Andy had nodded along and done his best to make it look as though he was listening.
 
   Lunch was the same way. He managed to eat his sandwich only through the force of his own will. One of the girls he’d been crushing on for most of the year was sitting at the same table as him, but she may as well not have been there for all the attention Andy paid her.
 
   History, Math, and study hall soared by in what seemed like an instant. Andy felt his heart rate accelerating up to wild, furious levels as he waited for the final bell to ring in last period. When it did, it almost felt like his alarm clock had gone off. It was finally time for him to face his teacher, to face the consequences.
 
   Ms. Brooke’s office was just a small room in the back of her biology class, separated with a door of its own but only barely larger than a closet. Andy stood outside it for a couple of seconds before summoning the courage to knock.
 
   “Come in.” Ms. Brooke’s voice was sweet, musical, and a little terrifying. Andy cleared his throat, and then opened the door.
 
   “Ms. Brooke…” Andy said. “I just wanted to say that-“
 
   “Mr. Johnson, have a seat.” She adjusted her glasses as she looked up at him, and then gestured to the chair in front of the desk she was sitting at. Andy slowly walked over and sat down.
 
   “The situation that you’ve gotten yourself into is a lot more serious than I think you know,” said Ms. Brooke. “We’re talking about the rest of your life that’s at stake.”
 
   “I know, I know,” said Andy. 
 
   Ms. Brooke locked eyes with Andy and then nodded slightly. He suddenly became aware of just how secluded the space they were in was, sealed off from her classroom and the rest of the school. His eyes darted down to her cleavage, which was much sexier and more enticing than what would be expected for a woman with such a straightforward mindset.
 
   “Good. I’m glad you understand that.” Ms. Brooke reached under her desk and pulled out a stapled packet and then handed it to him. “I’ll give you the same amount of class time to get it done as I gave everyone else in the class. No phones out and no notes, I’ll be checking in on you every few minutes.”
 
   Andy blinked and stared at his teacher, dumbfounded.
 
   “What…?” He finally managed. “But, I thought-“
 
   “You should get started,” said Ms. Brooke. “I have to grade these papers.”
 
   “Ms. Brooke!” Andy stood up and came around to her side of the desk. “What about what happened today in the nurse’s office? Am I supposed to just forget about it?”
 
   Ms. Brooke slowly stood up from her desk and faced Andy. She stepped in close to him, much closer than a female teacher should ever approach a teenage male student, especially not alone, in her office.
 
   “Nothing happened today, Mr. Johnson.” She spoke in a whispered tone, and each syllable felt like it ratcheted the heat up in the room by a notch.
 
   “Ms. Brooke…” Andy could have cut the tension in the air with a knife. “Something did happen, and you’re part of it.”
 
   He stepped in closer to her, almost close enough for the erection in his pants to push into her stomach. Ms. Brooke still had a look of authority in her eyes, but her cheeks were blushing ever so slightly.
 
   “You have a test to take, Mr. Johnson,” whispered Ms. Brooke. “I think you should take it if you want to pass.”
 
   Andy felt his body begin to move of its own accord. His hands came to a rest on Ms. Brooke’s waist, and his lips met hers. For a moment, the two kissed with wild, unbridled passion. Andy pushed his hips forward and ground his cock into his stomach, his horniness overwhelming him and leading him forward.
 
   And then, she pushed him back. Before Andy could say something, anything in his defense, Ms. Brooke slapped him solidly across the face. She turned away from him and took a deep breath, and then picked up the test packet and ripped it in half.
 
   “I’m going to make sure you fail my class for doing that, Mr. Johnson.”
 
   “Ms. Brooke, but-“
 
   “Get out.” She didn’t yell the words. She didn’t need to. They hit Andy squarely in the chest with more force than he’d ever imagined possible. He felt his face begin to blush and quickly headed out the door of her office, feeling like he had failed more than just a biology test.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   The idea of having to endure one more year of high school, a year in which all John’s friends would be moving on to college, made Andy feel the same kind of anxiety that had brought him to the nurse’s office that morning.
 
   He walked out of the school and towards his house. His feet carried him slowly, as though they were unconcerned with getting to his destination. The events of the day played out in his mind, over and over again. Andy searched them for answers, beating himself up for not making different choices.
 
   His dad’s car was parked outside when he finally made it home. It had just been the two of them for as long as he could remember. Thinking about how his dad would react to the news of the botched test made his stomach churn. Andy had to force himself through the front door and into the living room.
 
   “Dad, I’m home.” His words sounded heavy and defeated. Andy walked over to the couch and collapsed down on it. A moment later, his dad walked out of the bathroom, face covered in shaving cream.
 
   “Hey Andy,” he said. “We’re headed to the school board and faculty party tonight at Mrs. Iverson’s.”
 
   Andy sighed. After the day he’d been through, all he wanted to do was collapse at his computer for a couple of hours and then pass out.
 
   “Can’t I just stay here?” he asked. “I had an exhausting day.”
 
   His dad smiled and shook his head, and then called over his shoulder as he walked back into the bathroom.
 
   “Not a chance. After what happened last time with the broken window, you’re still on probation.”
 
   Andy flicked on the TV in frustration. It felt as though it was just one thing after another. He decided that if he was going to the party with his dad, it would be better to put off telling him about the test for at least the rest of the night.
 
   “What am I supposed to do there?” asked Andy. “There isn’t going to be anyone else my age!”
 
   “There might be someone you know,” said his dad. “Anyway, I’m sure you’ll be able to endure. I’m on the school board, Andy. These parties are part of the job.”
 
   Andy spent the next hour or so trying to watch TV, trying to distract himself from what his future held. The worst part of everything that day, from the encounter with Nurse Lawson to his aborted attempt at the test, was how little control he felt like he had over it all.
 
   His dad cooked the two of them a quick dinner. Andy was silent for most of the meal, but his father was too distracted by the events of his own day to notice. Andy listened to him talk about the business deal he was trying to close and nodded along politely.
 
   They headed out as soon as they were finished. The sun had set, but the air and sky were clear outside. Mrs. Iverson’s house was just down the street, and the two of them could hear the raucous noises of a party from inside before they’d even reached her door. Andy’s dad knocked once, and the door swung open, revealing old Mrs. Iverson on the other side.
 
   “Todd Johnson, come in, come in!” Mrs. Iverson welcomed both of them into her living room. “And I see you brought Andy with you, hmm…”
 
   “Is that a problem?” asked his dad.
 
   “No, not at all, we just were only expecting teachers and parents.” Mrs. Iverson smiled and patted him on the shoulder. “It’s no matter. I’m sure he can watch TV or read a book while we are having our discussion.”
 
   Andy sighed and rolled his eyes. The house was packed full of adults he recognized, teachers from his school and local community members, and all of them had drinks in their hands. He looked over at his dad, who was waving across the room to a plump woman that Andy had seen him talking to a number of times before.
 
   “I’m going to get some water,” said Andy. His dad nodded distractedly, and Andy wasn’t sure if he’d even heard him or not. He tried not to sulk too much and made his way into the kitchen.
 
   There were a few people having a discussion next to a keg in the corner. Andy’s eyes, however, were instantly drawn to the cups on the table that surrounded a large punch bowl. He picked one up and spooned some of the red liquid into it, taking a sip and tasting the alcohol immediately.
 
   “Mr. Johnson!” A familiar voice came from behind Andy. He turned around and tried to subdue the guilty expression in his eyes.
 
   “Oh hey… Ms. Brooke.” Andy felt himself trailing off in midsentence as he looked at her. 
 
   His teacher, who was gorgeous enough wearing her relatively conservative daytime outfit, looked completely different. Her glasses were gone, she’d let her hair down, her makeup was impeccable, and her boobs were threatening to pop out of a tight, form-fitting red cocktail dress.
 
   “This is not a party for students, young man!” The disapproval in Ms. Brooke’s voice was sharp and biting. “And what is that?”
 
   She pointed to the drink in Andy’s hand right as he was taking a sip of it. He felt tired, and as he looked into Ms. Brooke’s gorgeous, authoritative eyes, he couldn’t stop the day’s drama from forcing its way back into his mind.
 
   “It’s a drink, Ms. Brooke,” he said, irritation creeping into his words. “What does it look like?”
 
   He took another long sip of it as if to prove his point. It was strong, and it took all of the willpower he had to keep from coughing as the bitter taste hit his tongue. Ms. Brooke folded her arms and looked at him coldly.
 
   “If your father here?” she asked. “I think the three of us should sit down and have a talk about your behavior.”
 
   Andy felt a powerful anger begin to boil in his chest. It was impossible to take his teacher seriously, not with her dressed as though her main concern was getting the attention of all the men in the party. She had his attention, that much was for sure.
 
   “Why not, Ms. Brooke?” asked Andy. “Let’s all three of us have a nice, honest talk. Maybe I can tell him a little about what happened today?”
 
   Ms. Brooke glared at him and stepped in closer, holding a finger up to her lips.
 
   “Quiet!” she said. “This is not the time, or the-“
 
   “Are you really my teacher tonight, Ms. Brooke? Dressed like that?” Andy’s voice was loud, almost loud enough to attract the attention of the other people nearby.
 
   “Andy, you need to stop this, right now!” Ms. Brooke’s face was right in front of his, so close that Andy could smell her sweet scented perfume.
 
   “Is Nurse Lawson here?” asked Andy. “Maybe she’d be willing to make this night a little more interesting for me. She could get down on her knees and suck my-“
 
   Ms. Brooke grabbed him by the hand and began pulling him across the room quickly. His empty plastic cup fell out of his hand and dropped to the floor.
 
   “Hey, where are we going?” he asked. Ms. Brooke glared at him over her shoulder and held up one finger to her lips.
 
   She led Andy into a hallway, up a set of stairs, and then into an empty bedroom, closing and locking the door behind them. The effect of being alone with her was instantaneous, and even the alcohol working its magic in his system couldn’t mask the hot, sex-charged tension in the air.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   Andy moved in close to Ms. Brooke, who was standing in the center of the room, not far from the bed. She still had her face set into the neutral expression of a teacher, a shepherd of the youth, as Andy brought his body into dangerous proximity with hers.
 
   “Andy, you need to forget about all of this,” she whispered.
 
   “Ms. Brooke…” Andy reached his hand out and touched her shoulder, emboldened by the alcohol. Ms. Brooke brushed it away, and her expression briefly wavered.
 
   “You have to forget that it ever happened,” she said, “Nurse Lawson gave into temptation in a way that was dangerous, and unhealthy!”
 
   “Ms. Brooke...” repeated Andy stepping in close enough to feel her breath on his neck.
 
   “It’s not right… You’re a student. “Ms. Brooke’s voice was a whispered plea, laced with erotic fire.
 
   Andy was against her in a moment. His cock was hard, and he pushed it into her stomach as he began to kiss her neck, wrapping his arms around her. Ms. Brooke let out a soft moan and leaned her head back.
 
   “Andy,” she whispered. “I’m your teacher…”
 
   Andy responded by pushing his lips against hers and kissing her deeply. It felt so incredibly good, and yet so wrong, at the same time. She was almost old enough to be his mother, and yet he wanted her, all the same.
 
   He maneuvered her towards the bed, and the two fell onto it together in a tangled heap. He pushed onto her, kissing her lips and neck with eager, inexperienced pecks. Ms. Brooke slipped her hand down in between of legs and onto her hard bulge, and he froze at the touch.
 
   There was a power struggle taking place between the two of them. Ms. Brooke smiled, clearly as aware of as he was. She was older and experienced, but he was young and horny. She could fail him on his test and fuck up his life if she wanted, and he could reveal his secret tryst and fuck up hers.
 
   The two of them locked eyes with each other. Andy felt his teacher’s hand slowly begin to massage his cock through his pants. He wasn’t sure if it was even possible for him to be any harder than he was at that moment.
 
   “It’s not right, Andy.” Her words were sincere, but undercut by the way her hand kept rubbing him, working his hard-on between her fingers. “I’ve been hit on by many, many male students before, and even a couple of girls.”
 
   “I’m not hitting on you, Ms. Brooke.” Andy leaned in and kissed her again, surprised by his own confidence and sexual power. Ms. Brooke was blushing, but still tried to keep her resolve, gently shaking her head.
 
   “Andy, this is wrong,” she said. “You are a student in one of my classes, for god’s sake!”
 
   “Nobody has to know, Ms. Brooke,” said Andy. “I just want to learn a little more from you.”
 
   He reached his hand out and let it come to a rest on her breast. He’d daydreamed about them so many times before in her class, and they were even softer than he’d imagined. Ms. Brooke let out a tiny moan as he gave it a squeeze.
 
   “Oh, you shouldn’t,” she said, still squeezing his dick. Andy kissed her again and felt her hand undo his pants. He leaned back on the bed and pulled them down the rest of the way.
 
   Ms. Brooke was blushing an even deeper shade of red. Andy could see how her eyes were locked onto his bulge, poking out against his boxers with an aching need to be released. He could see the look in her eyes and knew exactly what she was thinking.
 
   “You must have considered it before, Ms. Brooke,” he whispered. “About doing what Nurse Lawson did.”
 
   She didn’t say anything or even nod, but her hands slowly pulled Andy’s boxers down to his ankles. She was still wearing her cocktail dress, and somehow it made the situation even more erotic.
 
   “I… I’m not like that,” said Ms. Brooke.
 
   “You’ve never been alone with a male student before and felt something in the air?” Andy took her hand in his and pulled it onto his cock. 
 
   “I…I…” Ms. Brooke’s mouth was slightly agape, and she slowly began to give Andy a hand job on her own.
 
   “You haven’t even once thought about letting one of your eager students get in close, about giving them the chance and seeing how far they’d take it?”
 
   Ms. Brooke took a deep breath, and then suddenly seemed to slip back into teacher mode.
 
   “Mr. Johnson, you are too cocky for your own good.” She squeezed his cock and then smiled evilly at him. Slowly, but with confidence and control, she brought her lips down to his cock and gave it a kiss.
 
   “Oh… Ms. Brooke,” he moaned.
 
   “This is all you get,” she said. “After this, we never speak of this again. You go on with your life and I go on with mine, and this is nothing more than a memory.”
 
   She spoke as though trying to set a hard limit down in the sand. All it managed to do was turn Andy on even more, and make him more aware of the possibilities. 
 
   Ms. Brooke slowly began to suck the head of his cock, teasing it with her lips and tongue in a way that made Andy feel as though he was at her mercy. He enjoyed the sensation and leaned back into it for a moment.
 
   It was different from the blowjob that he’d gotten from Nurse Lawson. The nurse had been so brazen, almost proud of what she was doing. Ms. Brooke looked as though she was fighting through her own shame and embarrassment, pulled forward by forbidden lust and her selfish desires.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right…” Andy set one of his hands on the back of her head and began bobbing it up and down. She was his teacher, so stuck up and cold to him in school, and her lips were around his cock. It was a strange moment, and suddenly all Andy could think about was making her into his slut.
 
   He pushed his hips forward as far as they would go, feeling his cock press against the back of Ms. Brooke’s throat. She gagged slightly and pulled back, pushing Andy’s hand away and glaring at him.
 
   “Mr. Johnson!” She had the authority back in her voice, but it only turned Andy on even more.
 
   “Oh Ms. Brooke,” he said. “Why would you come to a party dressed in such seductive clothing?”
 
   Ms. Brooke didn’t say anything, but her cheeks reddened slightly.
 
   “You came here for one reason, and we both know what it is,” he continued. “I’m more than happy to give you what you came here for.”
 
   “Andy, you are my student!” Ms. Brooke’s chest and big boobs were heaving up and down. “This is so wrong!”
 
   Andy leaned forward, pushing himself into Ms. Brooke and clumsily running his hands along her back until he found the dress’s zipper. It came down surprisingly easily, and he was shocked to discover that she wasn’t wearing any underwear underneath it.
 
   “It’s okay, MS. Brooke,” he whispered. “You don’t have to be ashamed.”
 
   “Oh god!” Ms. Brooke cried out, louder than she should have. “Oh my god!”
 
   “You’re just letting one of your students fuck you,” he whispered. “It’s like Mrs. Lawson said. Every attractive female eventually gives in to the temptation.”
 
   He spread his teacher’s thighs and pushed his achingly hard cock up in between them. Her pussy was already dripping wet, and it accepted the head of his cock easily enough. Ms. Brooke was tight, but Andy was horny beyond reason and began to pump into her at a fast pace almost right from the very start.
 
   “Oh, oh, oh.” Ms. Brooke let out rhythmic moans and buried her face into his shoulder. Andy couldn’t believe what was happening. He was fucking his teacher, his strictest, most disapproving teacher. She would give him an F on his semester final, and he’d be back in her class next year.
 
   “That’s right, MS. Brooke,” he whispered into her ear. “You’re my teacher, and now you’re my slut, too.”
 
   He slammed into Ms. Brooke with all of the furious intensity he could muster, fucking her with horny desire and a little bit of anger. She had always been so above it all, as though she was looking down on all of the teenagers from her ivory tower. And now she was taking his cock and moaning like a dirty, barroom tramp.
 
   “Oh, I… I…” Ms. Brooke was staring into his eyes with disbelief. “Mr. Johnson!”
 
   Andy had forgotten where he was, or what was going on. All he cared about was pounding the older woman’s pussy with all of the strength of his body. She was tighter than he’d expected, and each time Andy pulled out a littler, her cunt felt like it was trying to suck him back in.
 
   Eventually, Ms. Brooke’s cries began to increase in pitch and volume. Her long fingernails dug into Andy’s back slightly, and the sound of his cock slamming into her cunt echoed through the room.
 
   “Andy!” cried Ms. Brooke. “Noooooo!”
 
   She began to tense up underneath him and buried her face back into his shoulder with shame. He’d just made his teacher orgasm, the same teacher who acted like she was impossible to please in class.
 
   And now he was going to do the same. Andy grabbed at one of her breasts and sucked on the nipple of the other as he shifted his angle of entry, making it so that his cock went into his teacher’s pussy in a way that maximized his own pleasure. It felt so awesome, so much better than he ever could have expected. It felt too good, and Andy couldn’t hold out any longer.
 
   He rammed his cock as deep inside of her as it would go as he began to blow his load. The pleasure was something else, unlike anything that should be allowed in the world. It was a forbidden pleasure, the ultimate taboo prize, and he’d taken it for himself.
 
   “I’m not on the pill…” whispered Ms. Brooke.
 
   “I don’t care…” Andy could barely respond. He was in another realm, one where bliss and satisfaction were all he could feel. The two of them lay together on the bed for a long moment, until finally there was a knock at the door.
 
   “Andy, are you in there?” His dad’s voice shocked him into action, and he immediately began grabbing for his clothes.
 
   “Uh, yeah dad!” he replied. “I just needed a minute on my own.”
 
   “I’m heading home, and you’re coming with me,” said his dad. “I’ll see you downstairs in five minutes.”
 
   “Yeah, okay, I’ll hurry,” he said.
 
   Andy glanced over at Ms. Brooke as he pulled on his boxers. She looked like she was on the verge of burying her face in her hands.
 
   “This never happened,” she whispered. “Do you understand? This never happened!”
 
   Andy felt very strange, almost though he suddenly didn’t know who he was. He’d just fucked his teacher, but he was still a teenager. His dad would still punish him if he came home past curfew, and he still had his grades to think about.
 
   “Ms. Brooke…” he said slowly. “I still need to retake today’s test.”
 
   “Andy…” She shook her head, and he could tell from the expression on her face that she was back in teacher mode.
 
   “There are two possibilities. I can take your class again next year or sometime this week you can help me out,” he said. “Maybe there is a way I can earn some extra credit, too.”
 
   Ms. Brooke sighed, and then slowly nodded, an almost invisible smile forming in the corners of her mouth. Andy smiled back at her and began to really look forward to the rest of the semester.
 
    
 
    
 
   END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM ILLICIT INHERITENCE
 
    
 
   It’s okay, honey. This will be our little secret.
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The sun was setting over the horizon, and John Ludling was about as tired as a person could be. He was jogging down the sidewalk at a medium pace, headed home from the gym after an intense spring afternoon of training, his gym shorts and tank top slightly damp from the exertion. 
 
   It still wasn’t enough, he thought to himself. John was only a couple of months away from his high school graduation. His goal, if possible, was to completely reinvent himself by the end of the upcoming summer. That meant eating healthy, pushing himself to get out into new situations, and of course, adding some muscle onto his currently rather scrawny frame.
 
   “Well, there’s always next year,” John muttered. He turned onto the street that led down to his family’s suburban home, and slowed to a walk. He wasn’t entirely dissatisfied with his progress, but the complete overhaul that he’d been aiming for was still outside of his grasp. John had discovered that change, like many people had told him over the course of his life, was very hard to bring about through one’s own force of will.
 
   He cut across his family’s lawn on the way in. His mom’s car was the only one parked in the driveway, which was not at all unusual. The Ludling family was only a family of two, though the amount of love within it could have supported many more.
 
   John had been adopted at an early age, shortly after both of his birth parents were killed in a car accident. His mother, Natalie, had only barely been an adult herself when she’d taken him in. Ever since then it had just been the two of them, though they shared a close enough bond to make it feel like a natural arrangement. Natalie was John’s mom, the only one he’d ever known or needed, and he cared for her more deeply than anyone else.
 
   “Mom, I’m home,” called John as he walked inside. “And I’m sweaty.”
 
   “I can smell that much from over here!” Natalie was standing in front of the kitchen counter, dicing up carrots on a cutting board. “How was your workout?”
 
   John eyed his mom as he shut the door behind him and walked into the living room. She was wearing a thin, long sleeve white blouse and a pair of tight clinging jeans, with a pink apron pulled over. Natalie was an attractive woman, though John did his best not to notice. At times it could be difficult, especially given to how prone his friends were to pointing it out and making inappropriate comments, which always managed to get under John’s skin.
 
   Natalie was short, but she had always carried herself with enough proud, motherly authority to make up for it. She had large, nicely formed breasts, a fantastic butt that her tight clothes frequently exaggerated, and a fit figure that was almost magical in the way it still managed to have curves in all the right places. Her hair was long, and at the moment she had it woven into an elegant looking braid.
 
   “It was good, I guess.” John walked over and leaned against the back rest of the couch, facing his mom and watching as she slowly made dinner. “I just wish I was seeing more results. I feel like I’m running out of time for the fall.”
 
   “Oh, sweetie…” Natalie set the knife down and wiped her hands on her apron. “It takes time, remember? And you still have a couple of months left.”
 
   She came over and slid up against the couch next to him. The angle that his mom was leaned at made her cleavage look like it was about to explode out of the low cut top of her blouse, and it was a struggle for John not to glance down at it. 
 
   “Uh, yeah mom,” he said, feeling her presence next to him. “I guess you’re right.”
 
   Natalie was his mom, and John loved her, but for the past couple of years, their relationship had been growing more complicated with every passing day. Ever since he’d reached maturity, John had been acutely aware of just how sexy and attractive his mother was, to his own shame and embarrassment. 
 
   She was in her mid-thirties, but looked as though she was in her mid-twenties, and caught the eyes and attention of men of all ages. Just because John was her son didn’t mean that he didn’t notice her in the same way as other men, even though it made him feel guilty and wrong.
 
   “You know, if I had to guess, I’d say that all of this was for a girl.” Natalie smiled at her son and leaned her face in close to his. “Come on John, tell me about her! I’m your mom, you can’t keep any secrets from me.”
 
   John sighed and rolled his eyes. His mom was so close to him, and she looked poised for mischief, as though she was planning on trying to pinch his cheek or tickle him, as she had done all throughout his childhood. Sure enough, her hand started to move towards him. John playfully swatted it away, and then felt his body heat up a little as she laughed and slid even closer to him.
 
   “Shut up, mom,” he said. “I’m doing this for myself. If there was a girl, and that’s a pretty big if, I would tell you about her. Right now, my love life is about as dead as yours is.”
 
   Natalie had a smile on her face. She set one of her hands on John’s shoulder and brought her face up close to the side of his head, speaking in a voice that was sensual, honest, and almost whispered.
 
   “My love life is dead and buried by choice, young man.” She cupped John’s cheek in her hand, and turned his head so that his eye’s met hers, their faces only inches apart. “I don’t need to be anything to anyone right now, other than your loving mother.”
 
   Natalie had never dated anyone for as long as John had been in her life. She had been focused entirely on raising him, and willingly sacrificed going out and being social in the name of giving John all the attention that she could. John had never wondered about it much, and enjoyed it just being the two of them, but now that he was getting ready to pack up and leave, he thought about his mom and the soon to be empty home more and more frequently.
 
   “I’ll be headed off to college in the fall, mom,” said John.
 
   “But you’ll still be home on vacations!” Natalie ran her hand through his hair, her eyes shining with motherly love and protectiveness. “And you might come back on weekends. It’s not like we’ll never see each other, and besides, I’m busy enough with my craft projects and reading circle, there’s no time in my life right now for dating.”
 
   “Alright mom,” said John. He smiled at her, and felt a strange tension form in the air. He loved his mom so much, and knew that she loved him back even more. The thought of leaving her to go to college was just as intimidating to him as it was to her, and they both would have to come to terms with it on their own.
 
   “I… I should finish dinner.” Natalie stood up from the couch, and John relaxed a little. She smoothed out her apron and walked back into the kitchen.
 
   “Alright mom, I’m just going to watch TV for a bit.” John took one last look at her as she walked into the kitchen, feeling a little more excited than he should have, and then picked up the remote and flicked on the flat screen.
 
   Before John had time to pick out a channel, there was a knock at the door. He looked over at his mom and could tell just from the quizzical look on her face that she hadn’t been expecting company.
 
   “I’ll get it,” said John. He walked over and opened the door, and found himself staring into the face of a well-dressed man that he had never seen before.
 
   “Are you John van Ludling?” The man was wearing a pair of dark sunglasses and a black suit that was reminiscent of the uniform of a body guard, or secret service agent.
 
   “Uh, excuse me?” John was a little taken aback by the man’s bluntness, and could hear the quick footsteps of his mother approaching from behind him. “My name is John Ludling.”
 
   The man pulled a photo out of his pocket, stared at it for a moment, and then looked at John over the top of his sun glasses.
 
   “Are you the grandson of Marcus van Ludling?” asked the man. John opened his mouth to answer, but felt his mom’s arm wrap around him and pull him away from the door before he could.
 
   “You have the wrong person!” shouted Natalie. She slammed the door closed and then leaned against it. John felt confusion begin to fog over his mind as he stared at her and tried to piece together what was going on.
 
   “Mom, I think he’s looking for me, or at least someone with a similar name,” said John. “We should at least-“
 
   “No!” Natalie spoke loudly, in her most protective, motherly voice. “He must be looking for someone else.”
 
   “Natalie van Ludling?” The man outside knocked at the door again, and John saw a look of fear and frustration on his mom’s face that made him feel even more confused. “We’re here in regards to your father and the future of his estate.”
 
   Natalie’s expression softened, and after a moment, she stepped away from the door. John reached his arms out and pulled her into a hug, and the man outside took the opportunity to reopen the door, politely sticking his head in through the crack.
 
   “Sir and madam, if I can just have a minute of both of your time?”
 
   John felt his mom tighten her arms around him, hugging him even more closely. He was a little embarrassed by how vividly he could feel his mom’s breasts pressed against his chest, and tried not to think too much about it.
 
   “You have one minute to explain yourself,” said Natalie. “And then I expect you to leave here and never come back. Understood?”
 
   The man was clearly well trained and used to following instructions to the very word. He nodded, and then immediately launched into delivering the message that he had been entrusted with.
 
   “As I’m sure you know, your father, Marcus van Ludling, has passed away.” The man paused, and John watched as his mom blinked several times in quick, bewildering succession. It was clear from the man’s face that he wasn’t expecting her reaction, and his throat was stricken with a dumb silence that made it readily apparent that comforting emotionally affected women was not part of his job description.
 
   “Mom, are you okay?” John held onto her shoulder, and tried to read his mom’s eyes. There was a trace of sorrow deep within the depths of her pupils, but it was intentionally obscured, and she was hard at work blinking back unwelcome tears.
 
   “I’m fine, sweetie.” Natalie forced a smile, and rubbed her hand along her son’s back. “There’s a reason why you’ve never met your grandfather, and it’s because he was never supposed to be a part of our lives.”
 
   The man waiting on the doorstep coughed, and John glanced back over at him. His mannerisms were those of a polite, unobtrusive servant, but it was clear that he didn’t intend to leave until he’d delivered the message entrusted to him.
 
   “Count van Ludling left a will. It names his grandson, John van Ludling, as his successor and the new heir to the Ludling estate on Blackthorn Isle.”
 
   Natalie began shaking her head back and forth with deliberate force. She dug her fingers into John’s shoulder and pulled him closer to her.
 
   “No, no no!” Her voice was loud, and full of emotion. “That’s not possible! I haven’t had any contact with my father for 18 years. He had no idea that John even existed.”
 
   The man in the suit pulled a letter from his inside jacket pocket and held it out, as if handing over a royal decree to an esteemed noble. John looked at his mom, and then slowly took it from the man’s hand after seeing that she wasn’t going to.
 
   “Mom…” John glanced at her after skimming through the message. “It’s all here. I think we should at least consider-“
 
   “No!” Natalie’s grip on John’s shoulder grew painfully tight, and only lessened after he winced visibly. “John, I left Blackthorn Island for a reason. Living under my father, my pretentious, snooty father, it was like living in a prison!”
 
   “Mom, he’s dead…” John looked at her, and appealed to the faint glimmer of sorrow in her eyes that she was refusing to acknowledge. “We should at least head out for his funeral, shouldn’t we?”
 
   The man in the suit let out an awkward cough.
 
   “The funeral was a couple of months ago,” he said. “We’ve been looking for you for a while. Other than his accidental discovery of John’s existence, the Count was remarkably tolerant and understanding of your desire to live a life separate from Blackthorn Isle, Natalie.”
 
   John’s mom didn’t say anything for a moment. Finally, she crossed her arms and looked at the man on their doorstep sternly.
 
   “If he was so tolerant and understanding of my mindset, then there is no need for us to be having this discussion, is there?” She set her hand on the door, and made as though to start closing it. “My son and I will be getting on with our lives as though this never happened, if you’ll excuse us.”
 
   The man in the suit stepped forward and put his foot into the door frame. John could see the unbridled, protective ferocity in his mother’s expression, and began to fear that she might hit him if he kept at it.
 
   “I’m not here to deliver the message to you, Natalie.” Even though the words were a rebuke in their content, the man delivered him in a voice that was gentle and submissive. “John is 18, and Count van Ludling named him as his successor. The former Count van Ludling, I mean.”
 
   It took John a second to understand and fully process what the man was saying. He looked at his mom, and saw that she was staring at him, waiting for his reaction.
 
   “Hold on, I’m… his successor?” John looked at the man, who nodded and then glanced at his feet.
 
   A moment went by without anyone saying anything. John’s mind raced ahead, deep into unknown territory. He didn’t know anything about his grandfather, or Blackthorn Isle, or even about why his mom had kept it secret from him. But he wanted to, and he realized that the only way to go about doing that was standing right in front of him.
 
   “Mom, we don’t really have a choice.” John looked at her with the pleading eyes of a son begging his mother for a favor. “We need to at least hear him out.”
 
   “John, he’s going to try to take us back to the island!” His mom sounded worried, more worried than John had ever heard her before. “There’s always another layer when it comes to my father! You don’t understand just how complicated all of this is… John, he was a man of means.”
 
   John glanced over at the man in the suit, who smiled at him and nodded his head.
 
   “We should probably speak about the finances of the former count in a more appropriate setting, but suffice to say, he left you enough money to ensure that you and anyone you care about will never have to work again.”
 
   John wrinkled his forehead, and offered his mom one last, apologetic look.
 
   “Let’s just make the trip out to the estate and figure out what to do with it,” he said. “That doesn’t mean we’re giving up our old lives, or that anything has to change, mom.”
 
   John wasn’t sure if the words were true or not even as he spoke them, and from the look on his mother’s face, it was clear that the feeling was mutual.
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