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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   It was morning, and once again, Kevin was waking up slowly. The sun was already up and shining through the cracks in his window shades, and the memory of the events the day before slowly came to him as he pulled his legs out of bed.
 
   He got dressed, feeling like he was more exhausted than he should be after a full nights rest. There was something else on his mind that he couldn’t shake, an inescapable feeling of wanting to follow up on Annette, and whatever was left of the fire brigade.
 
   The house was empty. Kevin’s adoptive mom had made him breakfast before she’d left, and written him a small message, a heart with a smiley face next to it, on a yellow sticky note next to the plate. Looking at it made him feel strange, as though his mom’s love was stronger than ever, and he wanted it more than ever.
 
   Kevin grabbed a piece of toast and a couple of strips of bacon off the plate, heading for the door as he ate them. He slipped into his sandals and headed outside, feeling the dry summer heat start to sap the moisture out of his body almost immediately as he left the air conditioned house.
 
   The fire station was on the other side of town. Kevin walked slowly taking in the scenery around him as he went. Chaseville was the town he’d grown up in. It was small, unassuming, and very traditional. He knew his neighbors, and they knew him. He cared about everyone there, as though they were all one big family.
 
   Almost everything of interest was right off the tiny little downtown strip. There wasn’t much, a few grocery stores, a movie theater, a couple of bars and other businesses, but it was home to Kevin. He hadn’t spent much time out and about since he’d gotten back from college, and as he walked down main street, a flood of nostalgia and memories washed over him.
 
   Off to the side and in the direction that he was headed was the wreckage of the Dreis Building. Kevin passed by it slowly, looking carefully at the aftermath. The big office building had been the only one lost in the end. The fire was out, and it looked as though an industrial plow had pushed the wreckage into as neat of a pile as could be managed.
 
   Lindsey’s house looked to be mostly intact, other than a couple of spots that looked like they’d been licked by flames on the outside. Kevin wondered for a moment about the other people affected by the fire, the people who had died in the Dreis Building, or lost their livelihoods.
 
   He walked faster, turning his head towards the road. The fire station was about a mile further down, a neat and tiny red building with an attached garage, right next to a small gas station. Across the top of the front of the building the words “CHASEVILLE FIRE DEPARTMENT” were written in white, stenciled letters.
 
   Kevin walked in through the open garage door slowly. There were sounds coming from the inside of it, and they grew louder as he drew closer.
 
   “So you plan on fighting all the fires yourself? Is that your plan, Annette?” A voice new to Kevin rang out like a bell through the air, youthful and musical.
 
   “I’m looking for fire fighters, not kamikazes!” Annette was yelling back at the other woman. “You’re just going to get yourself killed, Kayla.”
 
   “I’m not! You don’t know a thing about me!” yelled the other girl.
 
   Kevin walked over to where the argument was coming from, around the side of a big fire engine. Annette was standing with her arms crossed, facing a younger girl and frowning. The girl had a mean scowl on her face and was pointing her finger at the female fire fighter as though in the midst of a callout.
 
   “Uh, hey there,” said Kevin. “I hate to interrupt, but I…”
 
   “You what?” The girl whirled on Kevin, and he watched as all of the anger and frustration on her face melted away. She blinked once, and then smiled gently, as though she was embarrassed with herself for lashing out.
 
   “I’m here to volunteer,” said Kevin. “As a fire fighter.”
 
   The girl’s smile grew broader. Kevin took a closer look at her, and realized that he knew who she was. Her name was Kayla Kent, and she’d been a grade ahead of him at Chaseville High. She was short, with blond hair, big breasts, and the fit body of a former cheerleader.
 
   “Get out of here, kid,” said Annette. “I’m telling you the same thing I told Kayla. I don’t need new recruits that are just going to be a liability.”
 
   Annette pushed by the younger girl and walked towards Kevin. She had a confident, powerful air about her. That, combined with her beautiful features and the icy tone in her voice, made it hard for Kevin to meet her gaze directly. 
 
   “Annette,” he said. “With all due respect, I saved somebody yesterday. “
 
   “That’s right, he did!” said Kayla. “And I can save people, too!”
 
   Kevin smiled at her wryly, a little annoyed by the way that she was trying to piggy back onto his appeal. He looked back to Annette, and then held out his hand and swept it across the fire station.
 
   “Is it really just you here, now?” he asked.
 
   Annette didn’t answer directly. She sighed, rolled her eyes, and then turned away from him. The female fire fighter was wearing casual clothing, a baggy maroon sweater with tight black leggings, and Kevin couldn’t help but check out her nice butt as she stepped across the room towards the door to the main station.
 
   “You both have one chance,” she said. “Get inside, and I’ll give you your first test.”
 
   Kevin looked at Kayla, and saw her holding back ecstatic joy. She held her hand up, and after a moment, he high fived it.
 
   “Good work, Kevin,” she said. “Remind me to thank you for it later.”
 
   She slipped down the narrow aisle between the fire engine and Kevin, letting the breasts inside her hot pink sweatshirt graze across him as she did. He blushed, and then followed after her and Annette.
 
   The inside of the fire department was not what Kevin had been expecting. It was clean, and neatly decorated. The floors were polished hardwood, and everything, even the fire pole extending down from the lodgings on the second level, matched the style and décor. Kevin could pick up on a woman’s touch in the way the interior had been decorated, and it made him feel even more confused about the state of the fire brigade.
 
   “On the ground, now!” Annette was yelling, and slapped her hand against the wall with surprising strength and ferocity. “New recruits do pushups!”
 
   Kevin didn’t hesitate, and fell to the floor in a single movement. Annette began pushing the two of them like an angry drill sergeant, screaming for both of them to keep time and yelling out the number they had done. Kevin felt his arms begin to ache as the lactic acid built up in them. Kayla was the first to give away, but he only managed about a dozen more before collapsing into a heap.
 
   “What’s a matter, recruits?” asked Annette. “Is this too much for you?”
 
   Kevin managed to look up at her. He didn’t say anything, but felt as pathetic as he assumed he must look.
 
   “If one of your fellow fire fighters went down in a building, you would have to lift the weight of their body along with seventy pounds of equipment.” Annette walked over to Kevin and set her foot on his back. “Is that something that you can do right now? Is it?”
 
   Kevin tried to push himself up one more time with the added weight, and didn’t even manage to get himself an inch off the ground. He began to feel doubt creeping into his mind, along with a powerful feeling of failure. Every muscle in his body ached, but he felt a second wind rush across his body, and with an immense amount of effort, he managed to lift himself.
 
   “…Good.” Annette looked at Kevin, and then glanced over at Kayla, who was spread eagle on the ground, panting heavily. “Get up. Both of you.”
 
   Kevin stood and followed behind Annette, along with Kayla. She led them around the corner and up a set of stairs. There was a room at the top filled with rows of identical looking cots, each of them with a tiny bed stand cabinet to one side.
 
   “Pick out your beds, and get comfortable,” said Annette. “New recruits don’t usually begin living at the fire station until after their training is complete, but we’re short staffed right now, as you can see.”
 
   Kevin looked over at Kayla. She was smiling, but there was a somber edge to the expression that made his heart twinge.
 
   “Any questions?” asked Annette.
 
   Kevin shook his head, and Kayla said nothing.
 
   “Great. I’m going to take a look at the extra equipment we have. Get comfortable.”
 
   She turned and left the room. Kevin breathed a sigh of relief, feeling as though it was much easier to relax when not under Annette’s watchful eye. He walked over to one of the cots and sat down on it.
 
   “She’s not always this irritable,” said Kayla. “In fact, usually she’s funny and playful. We were friends, or acquaintances, at least, before I joined up. I think her attitude has to do with… well, you know.”
 
   Kayla was leaning towards him, and the outline of her breasts pulled at Kevin’s attention. He forced himself to look up at her face, a hot feeling spreading through his body along with the realization that the two of them were alone in the bunkroom.
 
   “So all of the other firefighters… did they just quit, or…?” Kevin swallowed as he asked the question, feeling the newfound responsibility he was taking on beginning to weigh down on him.
 
   “Deserted, more like,” said Kayla. She walked over to the cot he was sitting on and sat down next to him.  Her perfume smelled sweet, and Kevin couldn’t help but look at her body more.
 
   “Most of the old firefighting squad members were here in name only,” said Kayla. “They were just men pretending at it, and when the fire broke out in the Dreis Building, Annette was the only one brave enough to show up.”
 
   “How is that possible, though?” asked Kevin. “I mean, there has to be-“
 
   “There were.” Kayla smiled as she cut him off, and set her hand down on his knee. “Oh trust me, there were. The old squad, the good squad, had its own crisis last year. Remember the warehouse fire over in Bethel?”
 
   Kevin nodded, feeling his body tingle with excitement as Kayla slid her hand further up his leg.
 
   “It only killed… I mean, only two of Chaseville fire fighters died in it, but it was enough to convince most of the older guys, the ones with families, to retire, and focus on what matters…” Kayla looked at Kevin as though she was about to cry, and suddenly, he felt like he was probing a very sensitive place inside of her.
 
   “Hey, hey, it’s okay… it’s okay.” Kevin pulled her against him without really thinking about it. Kayla rubbed her hand along his chest and then looked up with him, just barely managing to blink back the beginnings of tears.
 
   “You’re right, it is okay.” Her voice had shifted in a way that caught Kevin off guard, with a sultry, seductive undertone to it. “We have you here now, Kevin.”
 
   Her hand came to a rest on Kevin’s crotch, and almost as though a starting pistol had gone off, he felt his cock springing into action underneath it.
 
   “Are you a real man, Kevin?” asked Kayla.
 
   He felt his mouth open wordlessly in surprise, but managed to slowly nod.
 
   “That’s what I like to hear.” Kayla slid her hand inside his shorts slowly, keeping her eyes locked on his as she did. The look on her face, so incredibly sexual and personal, made her touch even more exciting for Kevin.
 
   Annette’s footsteps could be heard downstairs in the lobby. Kevin felt a little nervous, but also thrilled by the idea that the two of them could be discovered. It was the last thing he wanted, and he knew it would stop his firefighting career before it had even started, but Kayla’s hand felt so good, and he couldn’t make himself stop it.
 
   “I remember you, you know,” whispered Kayla. “From high school.”
 
   She ran a finger over the tip of Kevin’s cock, smiling as she felt the wet pre-cum oozing out of it.
 
   “I… remember you too,” said Kevin.
 
   “All of the guys were lining up to date me.” Kayla began pumping his cock inside of his shorts, the noise of her hand ruffling the fabric rising on the air with forbidden eroticism. “But you never were in that line Kevin, were you?”
 
   “Oh man…” moaned Kevin. It was true, he had never been one of Kayla’s many suitors, but it had primarily been due to a lack of confidence on his part. Kayla had been the ultimate catch, one of the hottest cheerleaders, with intelligence to back up her beauty.
 
   “I want you to support me in what we’re doing, Kevin,” whispered Kayla. Her hand was so soft, and she knew exactly how to stroke it up and down his rod to really drive him wild. “I want you to be my firefighting boyfriend!”
 
   All Kevin could do was lean his head back in response. He felt like he might as well be dreaming, and the pleasure that was shooting through his cock and into his body was beyond anything he was ready for.
 
   Kayla was enjoying the control she had over him. She slowly began pulling his shorts and boxers down, crouching in front of the cot and letting her face draw close to Kevin’s cock. He could feel her hot, humid breath blowing against the sensitive skin of his tool, and had to focus on his breathing in order to keep from cumming immediately.
 
   “Is this what you want me to do, Kevin?” She brought her lips up to the tip of his rod, and gave it a gentle, soft kiss. It was almost as though a bomb of pleasure had gone off inside Kevin, and he couldn’t resist reaching behind Kayla’s head and pulling her mouth forward, onto his cock.
 
   “Oh god, Kayla,” he moaned. The former cheerleader was eager to suck him off, and Kevin could tell from the way her lips and tongue worked their magic that she was experienced.
 
   Kevin felt himself automatically taking control, bouncing her head back and forth and letting her lips coat his dick with wet, heavenly warmth. He felt his own hips begin to move in time with Kayla’s head, and after a minute, both of his hands were on her head.
 
   He was fucking Kayla’s face as though she was an eager slut, willing to do anything to please. Kevin almost felt like he was masturbating and just using her mouth in the place of his own hand. The only thing that set it apart was the way Kayla moved her tongue, and how she kept an airtight seal around his rod. She wanted to get him off as badly as he wanted to get off.
 
   “Oh man, Kayla,” whispered Kevin. “I’m about to…”
 
   She pulled her mouth off his cock and began to jerk it up and down with her hand. Kevin’s tool began to erupt, spraying gobs of white, sticky cum into her mouth and onto her face. It was indecent, and it was something that he had never imagined he’d get to do with Kayla back in high school. The pleasure that raced through his body was a shock to his system, and as the final few spurts came out, he collapsed back onto the cot.
 
   Kayla wiped her face off on the inside of her sweatshirt, and then leaned over Kevin and kissed him on the cheek. She looked composed and in control, and it made Kevin think that the entire seductive episode had been something she’d planned deliberately, as though she was trying to make a point.
 
   “Annette will be back in soon,” she whispered. “You should get yourself cleaned up.”
 
   Kevin nodded, and watched as she walked through a door on the other side of the bunkroom, her butt wiggling suggestively with every step. This was it, Kevin thought to himself. This was his new life as a fire fighter.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   True to Kayla’s words, Annette made her way up to the bunkroom about ten minutes later. Kevin stood to attention as she walked in, and wondered if there was some kind of salute that he should be doing.
 
   “Let’s go,” said Annette. “I have the spare suits out in the equipment room downstairs. All I need is to size one up for your body.”
 
   “Alright,” said Kevin. Annette had a resigned expression on her face, as though she still wasn’t sure what to make of him. She walked over to the fire pole, and in a single movement that was much more erotic than intended, she wrapped her legs around it and spiraled down.
 
   “Whoa…” said Kevin. He walked over to the hole in the floor slowly, and after feeling the texture of the pole, he climbed onto it and slipped down.
 
   “It’s one of the perks of the fire station,” said Annette. She was smiling, the first one that Kevin had ever seen on her face.
 
   “Nice,” he said. “I was never much of a fan of stairs, anyway.”
 
   Annette walked with him across the bottom lobby and led him into a room behind the garage. There were a number of mannequins inside, each of them decorated with the heavy firefighting suits. 
 
   “Alright, put your arms out,” said Annette. As she spoke she pulled at Kevin, moving his body to where she needed it to be and running her hands across his chest without waiting for his consent.
 
   “Uh, are you…?”
 
   “Taking measurements,” said Annette. Kevin felt his skin tingle slightly at her touch. She was right up close to him, and Kevin couldn’t help but notice the curves of her body at that proximity.
 
   The room suddenly felt hot, and tense. Kevin could hear Annette’s breathing as she pulled the tape measure across his body. He tried not to stare at her breasts, which were poking against the fabric of her sweater, but it was hard, and as Annette’s hands began to drift down his waist and onto his legs, it became even harder.
 
   “Do you know why you’re here, Kevin?” asked Annette. Her voice was soft, but challenging. It felt like her words were cutting through the air like a knife through a curtain.
 
   “I’m here to help,” he said.
 
   “There’s only the three of us here in the fire station right now.” Annette’s voice was more sensual, and she dropped to her knees as she began wrapping the measuring tape around one of Kevin’s legs. He tried with every ounce of self-control he could muster to keep his dick under control, and to keep from popping wood, but it was almost impossible.
 
   “I just figured that I’d help in any way I could,” said Kevin. “Somebody has to help. The fires in the summer, in a town like this, they’re more dangerous than most people realize.”
 
   Annette met his gaze, and then nodded.
 
   “I’ve been practically running this fire department for a long time, Kevin,” she said. “Not in name, but in reality. Most of the men who claimed to be firefighters on the old squad were cowards, not worth a single damn.”
 
   Her hand brushed across Kevin’s crotch as she moved to measure some more. He felt his cheeks heat up, and realized that his cock was now totally hard, pushing out against the fabric of his shorts and almost poking into Annette’s face.
 
   “You’re the only man on the fire squad now, Kevin.” Annette smiled at him mischievously, and then let the tips of her fingers rub against his bulge. “How does it feel?”
 
   Kevin blinked in surprise, and then almost gasped as the female firefighter closed her hand on his member. The shock was only outweighed by the illicit pleasure as the older woman toyed with his hard on, rubbing it with her fingers and smiling at him as though she was trying to make a statement.
 
   “Annette, I-“
 
   “Let’s get one thing clear, Kevin.” Annette squeezed her fingers into his cock tightly, almost threateningly. “If you work hard, do your job, and show me what you’re made of, you get to stay here and be on the squad. You get to stay, Kevin, and you might just get a little something extra, too.”
 
   She ran one of her arms up along Kevin’s inner thigh, and then brought her face in close to his bulge, making eye contact with him as she did. Kevin felt an intense shiver of pleasure travel up his spine as Annette continued jerking him off through his shorts, moving her mouth so close to his hard on, and being so suggestive with every movement.
 
   “I will,” he whispered. “You’ll see…”
 
   “Good,” said Annette.
 
   The sound of hands sliding down the fire pole in the lobby cut through the air. Annette stood up and stepped back from Kevin, just as Kayla came running into the room, almost out of breath.
 
   “We just got a call!” she cried. “There’s a fire on Haven road, to the east of Chaseville. It’s a family home, and it sounds like it’s gone up completely.”
 
   “Get your equipment on and get into the fire engine,” said Annette.
 
   “Equipment?” asked Kayla. “I wouldn’t even know what to put on.”
 
   Annette scowled at the girl, and then began pulling articles of protective clothing off one of the mannequins and tossing them to her.
 
   “Just throw these on! It doesn’t matter if they fit, all they need to do for now is keep you from dying.”
 
   Kevin took the hint, and began grabbing his own gear. The outer layer of equipment was made of heavy, nonflammable fabric that felt hot and incredibly well insulated. He pulled on a pair of suspender hung protective pants, a jacket, and a pair of boots.
 
   Annette was already in the cab of the truck when he got there. The siren at the top began blaring, and she leaned out the window to yell at Kevin and Kayla.
 
   “Kayla, get in the back and familiarize yourself with the breathing mask and axes. Kevin, you’re up front, driving.”
 
   Kevin started towards the front seat, with a skeptical look on his face.
 
   “I’ve never driven anything larger than a car before,” he said. “Are you sure?”
 
   “We don’t have a choice,” said Annette. “I need set up our approach.”
 
   He climbed into the driver’s seat, feeling surprised and a little intimidated by just how high up it was, and started the beastly behemoth of machinery up. The garage door was still open, and he slowly pulled out, taking care to familiarize himself with the side and rear view mirrors.
 
   Kevin felt as though the massive fire engine was almost more than he could handle. He wiped sweat off his forehead, and clumsily fumbled for the turn signals as he pulled up to the edge of the station’s driveway.
 
   “The siren is on!” yelled Annette. “Just drive!”
 
   He nodded, and slammed his foot down on the accelerator, getting a shock as the goliath machine lurched forward with more speed than he had been expecting.
 
   Luckily, the road out to the fire site was mostly empty, with few traffic lights or turns to throw Kevin off. He drove fast, but not too fast, trying to familiarize himself with the controls. It was a learning experience, but Kevin was surprised by how natural it began to feel once he got into it. After about five minutes, he could see the telltale plume of smoke rising above the horizon off to the right.
 
   “Pull in as close as you can!” yelled Annette as he turned into the driveway of the burning building. “God damn it, this looks bad!”
 
   That was putting it mildly, Kevin thought to himself. The house was large, and totally immersed in flame. It looked as though a bonfire had been built, using the frame of the building as kindling.
 
   He brought the fire engine to a stop, and then climbed out along with Annette. The two of them rushed to the back of the truck, pulled open the doors, and immediately got to work.
 
   “Kayla, help me unroll the hose and get the water flowing,” said Annette. She paused for a moment, and then looked over at Kevin.
 
   “I need you to go around the outside of the house and see if…” She trailed off, as though trying to pick her words delicately. “See if you can hear anything or anyone inside.”
 
   “Got it,” said Kevin. He took the helmet and oxygen mask that Annette passed him, and pulled them on as he ran over towards the house.
 
   There were no cries for help coming from inside, or any noise other than the crackling of the fire and collapsing of wood. Kevin ran around the building until he was in front of the back door, and slowly walked up as close as he could.
 
   He could feel the heat even through the thick protective clothing he had on. It was enough to kill a person, without even bringing the flames and smoke into the equation. Kevin forced himself forward, and pushed the back door of the house open.
 
   There was a small area on the inside that was clear of flame, and despite the protests of his intuition, Kevin made himself move forward. He looked around a kitchen that was in the process of being completely destroyed by the fire. There was nobody in the house, or at least nobody left alive.
 
   “Kevin!” Annette’s voice rang out in his ear, and he was surprised for a moment, until he realized that a small radio was installed in his helmet. “Kevin, do you see the source of the fire.”
 
   He forced himself to stay in the house and carefully looked around. The flames hid much of what remained of the building, but he did notice something unusual. It looked almost as though there were two separate fires, coming from opposite walls.
 
   “It’s weird,” he said. “There are more than one places where-“
 
   “Kevin, get out of there now!” screamed Annette. “The roof is starting to cave in!”
 
   He didn’t need to be asked twice. Kevin turned and pushed through the back door of the house, which had caught flame since he’d been inside. He crashed outside and felt the cool afternoon sneak in through the seams of his protective gear. Kayla and Annette were suddenly on either side of him, and he realized that he was feeling light headed.
 
   “Kevin, what did you see?” asked Annette.
 
   He turned and looked back at the house just in time to see it collapse inward. A shower of embers went up into the air, lighting up the sky with little bursts of red and orange.
 
   “It looked like there was more than one fire,” he said. “It just… didn’t look right.”
 
   Annette shook her head.
 
   “It’s not right, but it’s exactly what I expected,” she said. Annette helped Kevin to his feet, and led him and Kayla back over to the fire engine. 
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Kayla.”
 
   Annette smiled grimly at her.
 
   “We have an arsonist on our hands.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   “How is that possible?” Kevin could only stare, dumbfounded by Annette’s suggestion.
 
   “It’s obvious, really,” said Annette. “It’s been dry, but the number of fires that Chaseville has experienced over the past few months is more than we should be having. And in places that wouldn’t normally be at risk.”
 
   She turned and began walking back towards the fire hose. Kayla jogged to keep up with her, and after staring at the burning remains of the house for a moment, he followed after them.
 
   “Isn’t it the job of the police?” asked Kayla. “I mean, this is an arsonist, we’re talking about…”
 
   “They wouldn’t know where to begin.” Annette took up her position at the head of the hose, and signaled for Kayla and Kevin to grab on. Kevin stood next to the handle for it, and after getting the signal from Annette, he began to turn it. A torrent of water was unleashed from the spigot, and sprayed into what was left of the house fire.
 
   “From here on out, this will be our top priority.” Annette had to yell to be heard over the hum of the water, but Kevin and Kayla listened intently. “We’ll still be responding to any call we get, but in our spare time, investigating the arsonist is the only thing on the agenda.”
 
   Kevin nodded, and then looked over at Kayla. She had a stern expression set on her face, and stared into the dying flames ahead of them as though they were her sworn enemy.
 
   It didn’t take them long to extinguish what was left of the scene. Kevin took the lead in rolling up the hose, while Kayla surveyed the final wreckage, and Annette warmed up the fire truck’s engine. After calling in the incident to a cleanup crew, the three of them set out.
 
   Annette was driving, and this time, Kevin was in the back with Kayla. He shut the doors to the fire engine’s storage compartment, feeling a little surprised by the ceiling lights that flicked on and illuminated the windowless space. Kayla looked shaken up, and Kevin walked over and took a seat next to her.
 
   “How are you holding up?” He forced a smile as he asked the question.
 
   “I… I’m fine,” said Kayla. “I react a little… unpredictably, when it comes to actual fires.”
 
   Kevin didn’t say anything. He looked at Kayla, and she slowly turned to look at him. There was a frozen moment where there eyes locked together, and then she leaned in, and gave her a gentle, caring hug. One of her hands slid between Kevin’s legs and began massaging his crotch. He could barely feel it through the thick protective fabric, but he still felt his body heating up in response.
 
   Kayla stopped, and then shook her head. She let out a sigh, and then looked Kevin in the eyes again. This time, he saw something that hadn’t been there before.
 
   “Kevin… I became a firefighter because I had to.” There was a tremor in Kayla’s voice as she spoke, one that was impossible for Kevin to ignore.
 
   “What do you mean by that, exactly?” he asked.
 
   Kayla sighed, and then looked straight ahead, into the wall of the fire engine.
 
   “When I was a kid, my dad was actually a fire fighter here in Chaseville.” She stopped, as if considering whether or not to say anything more. Kevin began to feel as though he knew, even without her telling him.
 
   “He died, Kevin,” she said softly. “In a fire. In a big fire. He died saving people.”
 
   There was silence, or about as much as there could be in the loud, raucous, back compartment of the fire engine. Kevin reached over and rubbed Kayla’s shoulder.
 
   “It’s okay,” he said. “It’s okay, Kayla. You’re doing the right thing. You’re doing the brave thing, and I’m right here with you. I got your back.”
 
   Kayla rubbed his hand, and smiled at him. The fire engine slowed to a stop.
 
   “Thank you, Kevin.”
 
   The two of them climbed out of the fire engine’s double doors and followed Annette into the equipment room. Kevin began to take off his protective gear, as did Kayla and Annette. He was turned away from them at first, and when he looked over his shoulder, his eyes locked onto what he saw.
 
   They were continuing to undress, taking off their regular clothes along with everything else and stripping down to their underwear. Kevin stared at the two of them, feeling as though their gorgeous boobs and perfect butts turned the situation into something that may as well have been one of his sexual fantasies.
 
   “See something you like, Kevin?” challenged Annette. She was only wearing her bra and panties, and looked as though she was considering taking those off, too. Kevin’s cock was quickly growing stiff, and as she began to walk over to him, his excitement went through the roof.
 
   “Kevin? Are you in here?” A voice that he recognized was coming from the open entrance to the garage. It was his mom, and Kevin felt his cheeks begin to turn red as she rounded the corner to the equipment room.
 
   “There you are,” said Jess. “Kevin, it’s time for you to stop playing…”
 
   Her words trailed off as she saw the nearly naked bodies of Annette and Kayla. She glanced down at Kevin’s crotch, and he realized that he had a full blown erection.
 
   “Mom, I…” he trailed off, trying to find the words. “Mom, I’m working here at the department now. For real.”
 
   There was a silence in the air. Jess stared at him, her mouth hanging open, and her arms crossed against her chest. She was wearing a thin, flirty summer dress, one that was low cut in the front and barely extended down to her mid-thigh.
 
   “There’s no way I can change your mind, is there, Kevin?” she asked. He slowly shook his head, feeling a bit bad about how torn up his mom looked. 
 
   Jess walked by him, over to where Annette and Kayla were standing. They had stopped undressing when Kevin’s mom had arrived, and they looked a little confused by the passion and protectiveness of her demeanor.
 
   “This is my only son,” said Jess. “I want you to understand that. I never married, and Kevin… he’s all that I have. He’s not just some grunt that you can send into burning buildings and get-“
 
   “Mom!” yelled Kevin. He felt his face heat up even more, and looked at Annette and Jess apologetically.
 
   “I think I have a solution to your issue, Ms.…” Annette smiled and held out her arms in a conciliatory manner.
 
   “Jess,” said Kevin’s mom. “You can call me Jess.”
 
   “Alright. Jess, why don’t you stay here at the fire station for a night or two with us? It will give you a chance to see the safety protocols we abide by in action.”
 
   Kevin felt his heart skip a beat at Annette’s suggestion. His cock was still hard from seeing the two of them undressing before, and for some reason, it felt like it was getting even harder. He tried to shake his head clear, knowing that it would be a nightmare having his mom watching over his every move, but something about the idea was strangely exciting.
 
   “I’d like that,” said Jess. “I can help out, too. I’ll cook food, and help with laundry.”
 
   Nobody said anything for a moment, and Kevin felt like he was being crushed under the tension. His mom walked over to him slowly, and as if she was staking out her territory, or marking him as hers, she leaned in and gave him a tight, sensual, hug.
 
   “I love you, sweetie.” Jess’s breath was hot on his neck as she whispered into his ear. Kevin felt his hard, throbbing cock push into her stomach, and tried to think of anything other than how pleasurable it was.
 
   “I love you too, mom,” replied Kevin. Jess pulled back, and then kissed him. It was different from his mom’s usual kisses, and landed half on his cheek, and half on the edge of his lips.
 
   “Alright, I’m headed upstairs,” said Kayla. “Call me when dinner’s ready.”
 
   Annette was changing into a set of civilian clothing, and walked over to Jess and smiled at her.
 
   “Come on, let me show you what we have in our kitchen,” she said. “I realize that you’re here for Kevin, but we could all appreciate having the help of one more set of hands around here.”
 
   Jess smiled at the female fire fighter, and a sinking feeling formed in Kevin’s stomach as he realized that the two of them were around the same age. There was a very good chance that they would get along just fine, once the ice was broken. There was an even better chance that the arrangement could become something that lasted longer than what Annette had originally suggested.
 
   Kevin was given the assignment of double checking the equipment on the fire engine by Annette. It ended up taking him much more time than he had expected it to. There were a number of items that either needed to be restocked, or shifted into new places, or in the case of the oxygen tanks, refilled.
 
   It took him a little over an hour to take care of everything. He headed into the main lobby of the fire station, and was surprised to smell the distinctive aroma of his mom’s chili. Annette was sitting at a table in the dining lounge, and Jess was at the stove. The two of them were talking, and Kevin found himself holding back just beyond the threshold of the doorway, and listening to them.
 
   “Your son has the spirit of a fire fighter in him, Jessica,” said Annette. “I was skeptical at first, but I think he’ll fit right in here.”
 
   Jess sighed, and stirred the chili a little more aggressively.
 
   “He has definitely grown up in the past couple of years…” she said. “My darling little boy.”
 
   “He’s a strapping young man now,” said Annette. “I could use his help in a number of ways.”
 
   Jess turned to the other woman and gave her a queer, inquisitive look.
 
   “I can’t stop him from doing what he wants, but I am his mom,” she said. “He’ll always be the only man in my life.”
 
   Annette smiled, and leaned back in her chair.
 
   “Of course, Jess, of course.”
 
   Kevin finally walked into the dining area, letting his footsteps hit against the floor loudly.
 
   “Hey mom, I guess we’re having chili for dinner?” he asked. “It smells good.”
 
   “Oh, yes, sweetie. Here.” Jess took a spoon and dunked it into the pot. After blowing across it to cool it off, she brought it up to Kevin’s lips. It tasted good, and a little of it dribbled down the side of his mouth. He went to wipe it away, but his mom took the bottom of her pink apron and used it to clean him up.
 
   “Jeez mom, I’m not ten years old, you know!”
 
   “Of course honey, I’m fully aware of that.” Jess smiled at him, a mischievous look spreading across her face.
 
   Kayla came down a minute later, and the four of them gathered around the dining room table to eat. Jess warmed up some bread to go with the chili, and shredded cheese to put over the top of it. The meal was good, and so was the company. Kevin found himself becoming very comfortable in his surroundings.
 
   “Alright, rule number one when it comes to working in a fire station is to get to bed early.” Annette spoke as the meal was finishing up, and the sun was setting on the horizon. “The last thing you want is to be sleep deprived when a fire breaks out in the middle of the night.”
 
   “Yeah yeah,” said Kayla. “We get it.”
 
   Kevin smiled, and stood up from the table. As he went to leave the room, his mom grabbed him by the hand and held him back.
 
   “Kevin, I need to take a look at you before you head to bed,” she said.
 
   “Mom, I’m fine,” he said. “I’ll just take a shower and turn in.”
 
   “Your hair is covered in soot! You could have burns that you don’t even know about!”
 
   Kevin ran a hand across the top of his head and noticed that it came back coated in ash, true to what his mom had pointed out. Annette had a patronizing smile on her face as she watched the two of them interact, and Kevin felt his face begin to heat up and turn red.
 
   “Whatever mom, but really, it’s not necessary.” He didn’t object as Jess followed him across the lobby and up the stairs.
 
   The fire station had a group shower, a carryover from the days when there had been many volunteers. Kevin walked into it, and a strange thrill went through his body as his mom followed in after.
 
   “Uh… I’m just going to jump in a shower, mom.” Kevin felt his heart beat faster. His mom was looking at him with eyes that managed to be both motherly, and seductive.
 
   “Kevin… let me help you take your shirt off, sweetie.” Jess walked over and slowly began pulling his t-shirt up and over his head. Her fingers brushed against his bare chest, and Kevin felt waves of electrifying pleasure begin to wrack his body.
 
   “Mom… I can do it on my own…” The words came out of Kevin’s mouth quietly, and lacked any power, almost as though he was back to being a little kid, objecting to his mom helping him tie his shoes.
 
   “I know you can, honey, but I’m your mother,” whispered Jess. “And I think you could really use my help.”
 
   She began to unzip Kevin’s shorts as she spoke, and dropped down to her knees as she pulled them down. Kevin’s cock was hardening rapidly, as though it was trying to push out and get closer to his mom’s face. He felt ashamed, and turned away from her and towards the shower.
 
   “Mom, I’m fine!” This time, he spoke more loudly, but he wasn’t sure if he was trying to rebuke her or himself, for feeling so aroused by her actions.
 
   “No, it’s fine, Kevin.” Jess pushed up behind him, wrapping her arms around his chest in a reverse hug. Kevin could feel his mom’s soft, warm breasts pushing against his back. It made his cock throb just thinking about how sexy and attractive she was, even though she was the woman who’d raised him.
 
   “I…I have to get in the shower now, mom,” said Kevin. He felt one of his mom’s hands drifting down his chest, across his stomach, and then even lower.
 
   “Are you sure, sweetie?” whispered Jess. “Or do you want mommy to take a look at you, first?”
 
   Kevin gasped as his mom’s fingers wrapped around his cock through his boxers. She was rubbing and playing with it gently, but the effect of her touch may as well have set off a nuclear bomb inside of Kevin’s crotch. It felt so good, and suddenly, all he could think about was cumming.
 
   “Mommy can help you with so many things, baby,” whispered Jess. She slipped his cock out through the boxer flap and slowly began to pump it, up and down. Kevin closed his eyes and felt a warm, tender, and incredibly pleasurable feeling begin to spread through him. He was going to let her do it, and the shame of the acceptance was too much for him.
 
   “No! It’s okay, mom!” he cried. “I’m fine!”
 
   Though he was finally managing to object, he still didn’t move. He let his mom continue jacking him off, giving his sensitive member the soft, loving attention that he craved so badly. It felt so good, and he could feel his mom’s hot breath against his neck.
 
   “Are you sure, sweetie?” asked Jess. She ran her thumb across the sensitive head of his cock, and then gave it a few more pumps. “I could help you, real quick. Nobody needs to know.”
 
   Kevin wanted to give in to her suggestion. His body wanted it, more than it had wanted anything in a very long time. But he was embarrassed and ashamed by his urges, and also acutely aware of how open and exposed they were in the shower room. Kayla or Annette could walk in at any time, it would be impossible to explain any of it.
 
   “Mom, I have to take a shower,” said Kevin. It took all of his willpower, but he finally managed to pull away, dropping down his boxers and stepping into a shower stall. The water was cold when he turned it on, but his cock still throbbed with intense, eager arousal.
 
   Kevin heard something from directly outside the shower curtain. The water warmed up, and right as it reached a comfortable temperature, his mom stepped into the stall with him. His heart began beating fast as he looked at her.
 
   Jess had left her bra and panties on, which were white with a neat lace trim. The second the water began to hit the fabric of her underwear, it turned almost see through. She smiled as she stepped in close to Kevin and pushed her body against his.
 
   “Oh god, mom,” moaned Kevin.
 
   “That’s right sweetie, mommy’s here.” Jess cupped Kevin’s cheek in her hand, and kissed him once on each side of his face, and then once on the lips. He felt her tongue push into his mouth in a quick scouting motion, and almost jerked back in surprise.
 
   “We have to get all of the soot cleaned off of you, Kevin,” whispered Jess. “Off of all of your body.”
 
   There was a bottle of shampoo on a shower rack next to them, and she took it and poured some of it into her hand. Kevin could hardly believe what was happening as she began rubbing it onto his muscles. She stood up on her toes, and Kevin felt his cock push in between her thighs, right up against her wet, white panties and forbidden entrance.
 
   “Mom, what are you…” 
 
   “Shhhh, honey,” said Jess. “Just let mommy give you what you need.”
 
   All Kevin could focus on as his mom began to wash him off was his own arousal. Her breasts were impossible to turn away from, and he was captivated by her, held by the beauty and temptation that she was dangling right in front of him.
 
   Jess slowly dropped back down in front of her son, washing his legs, and then letting her hands drift into a place that Kevin both desperately wanted and didn’t want her to touch. She cupped his balls in one hand, and then began to soap up his long, hard cock, sending an intense sensation of sexual pleasure coursing through Kevin’s body.
 
   “Oh god, mom!” he moaned.
 
   “We have to get this nice and clean.” Jess let the shower water wash the soap of her son’s tool, and then brought her face in close to it. “…By any means necessary.”
 
   At first, Kevin didn’t realize what was happening. The shower was wet and warm, but suddenly it felt like his cock was in a place much wetter and warmer. He opened his eyes and looked down, and saw something that he had never dared to imagine in his wildest dreams.
 
   His cock was impaled in his mother’s mouth, and she was staring up at him with lust filled eyes. She leaned her head forward, and Kevin felt her big, luscious lips rubbing him off, stroking his member as though it was what they had been designed to do.
 
   “Oh god!” Kevin slipped, and only caught himself by leaning back against the wall of the shower. Jess kept her mouth gripped onto her son’s cock, as though she had a vacuum seal around it, one that couldn’t be broken.
 
   She began to lick and slurp her son’s rod, twisting her mouth as she moved it back and forth and sending ridiculous pleasure into him. Kevin had never been more embarrassed in his entire life, but strangely, he wanted her to keep going. He wanted nothing more than for what was happening to continue, and somehow, the giant contradiction of shame and desire in his mind only made the act feel even more arousing.
 
   “Mom… you’re…” Kevin had his hand on the back of her head now, and was urging her on like a horny animal. “You’re sucking my cock, mom…”
 
   He couldn’t believe it. Jess pulled back for a moment and jerked him off as she smiled up at him.
 
   “Baby, I’m just helping you relax.” She gave his cock a lick from the base to the tip. “It’s my job to help you relax.”
 
   She brought her tits up and pulled them out of her bra until the nipples were almost exposed, and then set Kevin’s cock between them and licked at the head of it. The sensation was too much for him. He leaned his head back as his member began to explode, spraying a massive load of illicit, white hot cum all over his mom’s face.
 
   “There we go sweetie,” she said. “That’s exactly what you needed.”
 
   Jess stood up, and washed her head off underneath the shower spigot. Kevin felt pleasure throbbing through his body, along with a deep, uncontrollable feeling of guilt. He watched his mom for a moment, and then turned away as she slipped out through the curtain.
 
   “I love you, honey,” said Jess.
 
   “I love you too, mom,” Kevin replied, after a moment.
 
   He stayed in the shower for a while longer after that, much longer than he actually needed to. When he finally did dry off and head to the bunkroom, everyone else had turned in for the night. He changed into some clean, comfortable clothes that his mom had set out on his pillow, and did the same.
 
    
 
   END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM LAST MAN ALIVE
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The morning did not feel like it held any major significance to Julius.
 
   It was Sunday, the last day of his survivalist camping trip, and he was tired. It had been two long weeks of hands on nature adventuring, and his body felt as though it had reached the point of exhaustion. 
 
   The summer was drawing to a close, and Julius was ready to enter his senior year of high school. His trip had actually been a way for him to blow off steam in preparation for it. He wanted to take the last of his time in secondary school more seriously, and was sure that nothing short of perfection would be enough to meet the expectations of his dad and step-mom.
 
   Julius pushed through the trees, following the same, almost undetectable trail out that he had taken in. He had always had a penchant for being out in the woods. It was a place untouched by civilization, separated from modern society and much closer to the world of the past, and he loved it.
 
   As he made his way the last few feet back to the small parking area off the side of the worn dirt road he had taken his car up, he heard a noise. Turning around, he realized that there was another hiker approaching from a different trail across the road. She stepped out from behind a throng of leaves, and Julius got his first look at her.
 
   The woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, and was dressed in a rugged top that highlighted her generous cleavage and a pair of tight, incredibly short jean cutoffs. Julius immediately found himself having to fight the urge to check her out. Her breasts were large, as she bent over to brush some dirt off her leg, he snuck a guilty glance at one of her briefly exposed nipples.
 
   Strangely enough, she turned to look at him, and he found her stare to be just as focused and invasive as he imagined his own to be, if not more so. She walked over slowly, almost as if she was an animal sneaking up on its prey.
 
   “Hey there,” said Julius. “How’s it going?”
 
   “You…you’re alive?” said the woman, in disbelief. “How is that possible?”
 
   “I don’t know, I mean…the forest isn’t really too bad when you have food and supplies.”
 
   She walked over and grabbed his hand, and Julius just watched, totally confused and thrown off guard. She smiled at him, and then set her hand on his chest. It felt warm, and Julius could feel himself getting a little excited at her touch.
 
   He saw that there was a wedding ring on her hand, and it only seemed to make the situation seem even weirder. The woman leaned close to him. Julius’s first reaction was to pull back, but it had been weeks since he’d been around a woman, and she had such a pretty face…
 
   The two of them kissed. The woman seemed to have a passion within her that went beyond simple infatuation. She pushed her tongue into Julius’s mouth and pulled his hands onto her breasts, as though she needed to be touched. He obliged her and began running his fingers across her bosom.
 
   “Please do it,” said the woman. “I know this is a dream, but please,”
 
   Julius’s horniness outweighed his confusion at what the woman was saying, and he pressed forward, sliding his hands slowly down her back and then pulling her top up and over her head.
 
   She was a married woman, and they were out in the open next to a hiking trail. This was not a good idea on paper. Julius also felt a little guilty for instigating her into infidelity. But she was strikingly beautiful, and his cock was responding to what was happening and leading him towards taking it further.
 
   He pulled her over towards his car, and then opened the door to the backseat and helped her inside. He left it open, giving her room to extend her legs out into the air, and then climbed in after. The woman quickly began taking off his belt and pulling down his pants, and he felt a hot sensation run through his member as she began to massage it with her hands.
 
   “Please,” the woman whispered. “Put it in me.”
 
   Julius leaned forward and kissed her, and the set about pulling the skin tight jean cutoffs she was wearing off her legs. She helped by wiggling her hips back and forth in a manner that Julius found to be almost intoxicating to watch.
 
   Her panties caught on the fabric of her shorts and were pulled along. The woman had a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair, and as Julius began to rub his hard cock against her womanhood, he could feel its warmth tempting him to take things further.
 
   He brought the head of his dick to the entrance of her cunt and slowly pushed in. The woman immediately began to scream with pleasure, acting almost as though she had never been fucked before. She felt amazing, and his cock was twitching with ecstasy as he went further in.
 
   At the same time, however, guilt was eating away at Julius. This was clearly a married woman, and from the way she was acting, it didn’t seem like she was in her right mind. These thoughts seemed to battle with his lust and desire inside his mind, and the more primal elements seemed to be winning out.
 
   He began to build up to a faster pace, thrusting into the woman with animalistic intent. The contrast between the time he had spent amongst nature, away from other human beings, to what was happening to him now seemed to be almost unreal.
 
   The woman had wrapped her legs around his waist and was pulling him into her, lifting her hips up to meet each of his thrusts as though trying to wrestle him into submission. It pushed Julius to fuck her even harder, slamming his cock into her as she cried out underneath him.
 
   “Oh god, yes!” yelled the woman. “Please, don’t stop. Cum inside me, I want you to cum inside me!”
 
   She began to tense up, the motion of her hips arrested as an orgasm wracked over her body. Julius was still pumping into her, pushing deeper and faster and feeling his own limit approach. He bucked forward one last time and felt his cock explode, spraying his white hot load deep inside the woman.
 
   Julius took a moment to breath, and then stepped out of his car and began getting dressed. The woman lied there for a minute after, her eyes looking almost glazed over, and he began to wonder if she was okay.
 
   “Hey, what’s wrong?” asked Julius. “Are you worried about your husband?”
 
   “When am I going to wake up?” the woman asked.
 
   “You’re not dreaming,” he said. “I’m a real person.”
 
   She looked at him with a shocked expression on your face. She began to blush bright red and scrambled to cover her modesty.
 
   “That’s not possible, all of the men are…” she said, trailing off as her thoughts jumped ahead. “Oh my god!”
 
   The woman quickly grabbed the rest of her clothes and then began running towards her own car. She got inside and drove off, disappearing just as suddenly and unexpectedly as she had arrived. Julius shook his head, confused, and then climbed into the driver’s seat. Something very strange seemed to be going on, and he wanted to figure out what it was.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Julius felt disoriented as he drove back to his house. The small town that he and his family lived in looked the same as usual from a distance, but as he drove deeper into it, he began to get a strange feeling of something being out of place.
 
   It almost felt as though he was coming back to an alien copy of the town, where the basics had been sufficiently replicated, but some of the finer details had been left out. As he began to see people walking on the street, he realized what it was.
 
   There were only women around, wherever he looked. He thought it was just a coincidence at first. He’d had a similar feeling as a kid a couple of times when he had walked to school and not seen any cars or people for the entire journey. But in like in those instances, the sensation was not being proven to be unfounded.
 
   He looked in all directions as he drove, but still didn’t see a single male. His stomach began to twist, and his palms began to get sweaty. Something was definitely up, and it was impossible for him to even speculate as to what it was. Somehow, it made him feel almost like he was in mortal danger.
 
   Julius ran a red light at one of the few intersections in his town in a rush to make it back to his parent’s house. He forced himself to breathe, and tried to calm down. Everything would be explained once he got home. He could work things out then, and get a proper sense of what was happening.
 
   Finally, he pulled into the driveway of the family home. It was a middle class two story house, well maintained, but nothing extravagant. He got out of his car and rushed inside, throwing the door open and scanning the living room.
 
   “Mom? Dad?” he called. “Is anybody home?”
 
   Julius turned and saw his step-mom, Laura, making her way out of the kitchen. The expression on her face was strange, a mixture of shock, confusion, and relief. She walked towards him slowly, tears beginning to well up in the corners of her eyes.
 
   “Julius?” she muttered. “How on Earth…?”
 
   His mom took her hand and brought it up to his face. It was soft against his cheek, and made him feel a little excited, to his own discomfort.  Laura was an attractive woman, with large breasts, a solid butt, and a thin waist that made her body a pleasure to look at. It made him feel like a bit of a pervert to admit, but at 34 years old, she was still a total bombshell, and certainly provided the neighborhood with an ample amount of eye candy.
 
   She was wearing a loose summer dress, low cut in the front and short on the bottom. Julius reached his arms out to pull her into a hug, feeling the fabric of the dress against his hands and the softness of her breasts against his chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra, he realized.
 
   “Mom, what’s going on?” he asked.
 
   Laura sobbed into his shoulder and hugged him even tighter. He did the best he could to console her, rubbing his hands up and down her back until she was in a state to speak.
 
   “Julius…he’s dead. Your father…is dead,” she whispered. “All of the men are, Julius. They all are dead!”
 
   He looked at her blankly, not sure if he was correctly hearing what she was saying.
 
   “What…How, how is that…” he started to speak, but found it almost impossible to find any words. “Mom, what are you talking about?”
 
   Laura walked over to the couch, sat down, and then straightened out her dress. Tears were running down her face, and she looked at him as though he were a condemned man.
 
   “There was a sickness…some type of disease, or virus,” she said. “It killed all of the men, and all of the boys. All of them! Julius…so many people have died...”
 
   “Mom, that doesn’t make any sense,” said Julius. “It couldn’t have killed everyone. I’m still alive, and I feel fine.”
 
   She seemed to snap back to reality, as though realizing what it meant for him to be there in front of her.
 
   “Oh god, no, sweetie!” she cried. “We, we have to get you to quarantine! Do you feel okay? Don’t let yourself fall asleep! It always seems to happen after going to sleep!”
 
   “I’m not tired mom, relax,” he said. “Don’t panic, we’ll figure things out.”
 
   “Julius, I’m so…happy,” she said, stepping towards him. “I never thought I’d see you again.”
 
   He smiled at her, and held his arms open. Laura stepped into his embrace, leaning her head against her son’s chest. Her hair was so soft, and he felt his lower half responding to the feeling of having her body so close, even though she was his mother.
 
   Laura looked up at him, and his eyes met hers. Something outside of the reality he had once known and lived in was happening and there was no way for him to stop it, but all he could think about in the moment was how beautiful and enticing his mom’s eyes were. He felt his face drawing closer to hers, and then their lips met.
 
   The embrace instantly seemed to heat up and become something illicit, and sexually compelling. Julius felt his hands running up and down his mom’s back, and she lifted her leg up slightly and pushed her crotch against him. His cock was quickly stirring in his pants, but before things could go any further, an alarm went off on Laura’s phone.
 
   “Oh, uh, sorry,” she said. “That’s for the pie I’m baking. We’re having a memorial tomorrow morning at the church.”
 
   Julius coughed, and a strange, awkward silence seemed to descend over the room. He had no idea what had just happened between him and his mom. It must just be the tension of the situation, or how relieved she was to find out that he was alive, he thought.
 
   “Mom…” he said. “If everything you’ve told me is true, then how am I not dead?”
 
   “I have no idea sweetie, and frankly, I don’t care,” she replied. “I’m just glad that you’re alive.”
 
   She smiled at him, and he smiled back.
 
   “Please, let me make you dinner,” Laura said. “With Liza still away and your father…well, let’s just say it’s been very lonely around here lately.
 
   “Alright mom, thanks,” said Julius. “At this point, I could definitely use a hot meal.”
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Over the course of dinner, Laura explained more about what had happened to the world. It seemed that for every question of his that she answered, three more would arise that only complicated the situation further.
 
   Nobody knew where the plague had started. Nobody knew what the precise mechanism of transmission was, or how the disease affected the body, or even why it affected men but not women. All that was really known was that the symptoms began arising in all men seemingly simultaneously about a week and a half prior, and it only took a day, sometimes slightly longer, for it to kill.
 
   “Was it bad?” Julius asked after hearing the details. “I mean…did dad…did he suffer? I know I shouldn’t ask, but I have to know.”
 
   Laura gave him a look that was solemn, but somehow resilient.
 
   “He just went to sleep, honey,” she said. “I think we’re suffering more than he did.”
 
   The rest of their meal went by in silence. Julius finished his food, thanked his mother, and then made his way upstairs. He picked out some clothes in his room and headed into the shower. Most of the dirt and sweat he had accumulated throughout his camping trip was still on him, and what he really felt like he needed more than anything was to wash it all off.
 
   His clothes were dirty and over worn, and it was a relief to be able to undress. He turned on the water, and after fiddling with the knobs and setting it to a reasonable temperature, stepped through the curtain.
 
   Julius felt almost as though the entire day up to that point had just been a dream. Not a good dream, or a bad dream, but a strange and unreal fantasy that seemed to place him in a role that he had never asked for. He couldn’t but think back to when he had left his camp site that morning, and the mysterious woman that had seduced him.
 
   He felt his cock begin to tingle as he remembered the sex. It had been so passionate and primal, as though their hormones had taken over and fucking had just been the natural destination. Julius was rubbing soap all over his body, and reached down and coated his dick with a layer of wet, soapy bubbles.
 
   It felt awesome, and he couldn’t resist stroking himself for a moment.  His member was incredibly sensitive, and seemed to almost have a physical memory of the experience from early in the day. Before he knew it, he was pumping it with a building intensity, feeling his mind fog over with the desire to cum.
 
   Julius heard a noise, and out of the corner of his eye, he noticed that the bathroom door had been opened a crack. The shower curtain was clear, and even though it was fogged over, it was still easy enough to see through either way.
 
   He didn’t slow down his pace. He expected his mom to walk in, but she never did, not even after several minutes. He was still jerking himself off, when he noticed a small movement off the edge of the doorframe. Julius realized that his mom was watching him. The thought made him feel ashamed, and uncomfortable and strangely, somehow aroused. 
 
   His hand was sliding up and down his dick faster, and faster. It felt harder than it had ever been before. He was facing the hallway, and exposing himself clearly for his mother to see. The sound of each stroke made a lewd noise, and he began to feel his own deeply rooted sexual impulses take over.
 
   “Julius honey? I brought you a towel.” His mom finally spoke up, and walked into the room. She tried to act as though she had just arrived on the scene, even modestly averting her gaze, but he knew better. 
 
   “Oh, thanks mom,” he replied. Julius grabbed the shower curtain with his hand and slid it open just enough to see out, and just enough for his hard cock and what he was doing to it to be visible to his mom. His pace intensified, and as she turned to place the towel on the rack, he caught her eyes locking on to his exposed member.
 
   That was it for Julius. He exploded, spurting out long streams of white hot cum onto the shower floor. His mom watched on for a moment, her cheeks flushed red and her mouth slightly agape, before tossing the towel down and slowly turning to leave.
 
   “I’ll be in the kitchen honey,” she said. “Enjoy your shower.”
 
   He finished cleaning himself off, feeling a wave of guilt and shame flood into him. That had been one of the most strange and perverted things he had ever done, but somehow, his mind was able to rationalize it away. It was a very bizarre and unexplainable world that he lived in now, and Julius almost felt as though he couldn’t be held accountable for his actions.
 
   After turning off the water, he dried himself off and made his way to his room, quickly getting dressed and grabbing his phone and wallet. He walked downstairs into the living room and found that the TV was on. A special broadcast seemed to airing, with the President, who according to the announcer was the woman that Julius remembered as the Secretary of Education, taking the podium
 
   “Good afternoon, my fellow Americans,” began the president. She was an attractive woman in her early forties, with nice breasts and a very nice figure, even if it was hidden by her clothing.
 
   “The tragedies we have experienced over the past two weeks cannot be understated. Unfortunately, it seems as though things will continue to be difficult in the coming days.” She pushed back a couple strands of her hair, and then continued.
 
   “Many of you may have heard, either through legitimate or illegitimate sources, that the government had begun a quarantine program for men alive who were not showing severe symptoms. This is true.”
 
   “However, it does not seem as though even the most contained and controlled environments have been spared from this terrible, unknown. Our efforts have proven ineffective, and as far as we know, there are not any men left alive in our country. The situation is still being assessed abroad, but this is likely to be the case worldwide.”
 
   “I apologize for having to deliver such somber news, but we have survived the past few days, we will continue to survive, and create a better society for all of us. Thank you.”
 
   The audience the President was addressing broke into applause. Julius felt light headed. He grabbed the remote and turned the screen off, feeling his heart begin to pound in his chest as the reality of the situation took hold. He was the only man left, as far as he, or anybody else knew. What did that mean for him? What did that mean for the world? 
 
   Julius felt a growing need to assess the situation on his own, outside. The idea of it gave him pause, however. There was no predicting how the people left, the women left, would react to still seeing him alive.
 
   He headed back upstairs, and into his parent’s room. Crouching own on his knees, he pulled a box out from under the bed. It was something that his father had bought a long time ago, and thankfully, never used. He clicked the metal clasp open and lifted up the lid, and lifted the pistol that was inside up with his hand.
 
   It was heavier than he would have expected. He played around with it for a minute, figuring out what he needed to hit to release the clip, clear the chamber, and toggle the safety. It was already loaded, but there was no bullet in the chamber. His father also had a shoulder harness in the box, and he put it on underneath his windbreaker, and slid the gun into it.
 
   Julius put everything away and walked back downstairs. His mom was in the kitchen, and he found himself feeling slightly embarrassed as he remembered what had happened in the shower.
 
   “Uh, hey mom,” he said. “I’m going to go take a look at the town. I know it’s rough out there, but I will be careful.”
 
   His mom smiled at him. It didn’t seem like she was taking the bathroom incident too seriously, which he found himself incredibly grateful for.
 
   “Call me if anything happens, and be careful,” said Laura. “And Julius?”
 
   “Yeah mom?”
 
   “You’re the man of the house now. Please, don’t do anything that will make a scene. You need to come back to me, honey, no matter what.” Laura had a loving, caring look on her face that made Julius feel a little strange. It almost seemed to go beyond the love of a typical mother, into further territory.
 
   “I will mom, don’t worry,” he said.
 
   She smiled at him, and then Julius walked out of the house.
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