
        
            
                
            
        

    
Steady Stimulation
 
   
By
 
   

  
 

Anya Merchant

Copyright © 2016 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. None of the characters engaging in sexual conduct in this work of fiction are under the age of 18, legally unable to give consent, or related by blood.

 
   







  
 



CHAPTER 1
The snowflakes fell thick, to the point where Justin could only see a few dozen feet into the distance. He ran a cold, ungloved hand through his hair, brushing white powder and ice off, and tried to walk a little faster. The snow was up to his knees even on the plowed section of the sidewalk, and his feet sank into it as though it were freezing cold sand.

The day had been a long one, and Justin was tired. His school vacation had been filled with more work than play, ever since his boss at the pizzeria started relying on him to cover for an employee on a trip.

And I’m stuck back here at home, overworked and barely sleeping. 

Justin’s dad was on vacation. Both of his twin stepsisters were on vacation. Most of his friends were on vacation. Everyone was on vacation, except for him and his stepmom.

“I’m home.” Justin dusted snow off his jeans the best as he could and forcefully kicked his shoes off.

“I’m so glad. I was starting to get worried.”

Emily, Justin’s stepmom, glided into the living room. She had medium length chestnut brown hair, and it was fluffy and loose, as though she’d taken a shower and carefully blow-dried it afterward.

The robe she was wearing supported the idea, though the red and black garment wasn’t the sort a woman would pick straight out of the bath. It clung to her tiny frame in interesting ways, showcasing the cleavage of her large, shapely breasts. With each step she took, her bare legs stretched out underneath the bottom hem, giving Justin a tantalizing flash of thigh.

I thought I was going to be alone for this vacation. Having Mom here is torture.

“Hey,” said Justin. “Sorry, I had to work late tonight. The pizza place was swamped with orders and one of the dishwashers didn’t show up.”

“You are covered in snow!” Emily let out a gasp and began running her hands through his hair, and along his neck. “You poor thing!”

Her hands pulled his jacket open with gentle, yet supremely confident motions, and Emily slipped both her arms around him as she pulled it off. It put her body in close contact with Justin’s, which was hard for him to ignore in a number of ways.

Emily was one of those women that most men only ever get to see through computer monitors or during wet dreams. She was in her mid-thirties, and somehow, almost magically, still growing into her beauty. Every year that went by only added to the amount of sex appeal she could muster with a simple smile or a lingering look.

Justin noticed it less through his own eyes and more through the comments and questions he’d had to endure from practically everyone in his life. His friends were always curious about her, and would ask questions ranging from her favorite type of flower to the color of her panties. Even Justin’s boss, Michael, routinely asked him if she was single, or if it was just the two of them at home, as he had on that night.

“I’m fine, Mom,” said Justin. He flashed her a smile and attempted to push forward out of the entryway and into the living room.

“You are not fine, young man.” His mom set her hands on his chest and flashed him a concerned frown. When she looked at him like that, Justin felt as though he had to do whatever she said. And lately, that was becoming more and more of a problem.

Why is she so touchy feely all the time? I’m 18, and I’m not a little kid anymore.

Emily ran her hands down Justin’s chest slowly, dropping to her knees as she did. Justin took a step back, or rather, he tried to. The door was behind him and his back pushed up against it, leaving him no room to escape.

“Your jeans are practically caked in snow!” Emily smiled up at him innocently. “Let me brush it off for you…”

“Mom!” Justin shook his head, but his mother was already brushing her soft hands across his jeans. “It’s fine, really. I can do it!”

Does she even realize what she’s doing? Her hands are only inches away from my…

Justin’s jaw dropped open as he felt his mom’s hand rub across his crotch. His cock was already half erect from seeing her wardrobe choice for the night, and now it was well on its way to being a full-blown erection. He stared down at her, getting a downblouse view of her breasts that was on the verge of being indecent.

Emily didn’t seem to notice or realize what she was doing. Her hand brushed the inside of Justin’s legs, and then along his shins, and then meandered back up to his crotch. She let her fingers trace slow lines across his hard cock, and even through his jeans, it was almost enough to make Justin cum on the spot.

“There we go! All done!” Emily smiled up at him and hopped to her feet, rubbing her hand across her robe and fixing her hair as she did. “See, isn’t that better? Your jeans would be soaked if you didn’t get that off.”

Justin opened his mouth and then closed it. He blinked a couple of times, avoiding eye contact as best as he could as his face began to heat up and turn a deep scarlet.

She’s torturing me, and she has no idea that she’s doing it… does she?

“Uh… thanks.” Justin hunched over slightly in an attempt to minimize the visibility of his hard on as he walked through the living room and toward the stairs.

“Dinner will be ready in a couple of minutes,” said Emily. “I’ll call you down for it.”

“Gotcha!” said Justin. He took the stairs two at a time, walked into his room, and almost slammed the door shut behind him. His cock throbbed, and he knew it was because of her, his own mother. 






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 2
No amount of deep breathing was enough to calm Justin down. He paced his bedroom, biting back his frustration and arousal as much as he could. It wasn’t enough, and the painful bulge poking out against his jeans acted as though it had its own vote to cast.

It’s not my fault! She’s gorgeous! If she wasn’t my mother, I’d…

Justin shook his head, trying to dispel the line of thinking that his primal, mammalian instincts were leading him down. He sat down in front of his computer and opened up his web browser.

It was abundantly clear that if he didn’t take care of himself, the vacation was going to be long, hard, and torturous. So Justin did what any hormonal 18-year-old would, under the circumstances, and typed in the web address of his favorite porn site.

I can’t believe I’m doing this right now. Mom is still awake, and we’re eating dinner soon.

His body wasn’t on the same wavelength as his rational mind, and one hand began browsing through videos while the fingers of the other freed his cock from his jeans. Justin was young, tall for his age, and in relatively good shape. And in the back of his head, he felt slightly jilted at the fact that he had to find release at his own hands, rather than having a girlfriend to turn to.

Justin clicked through a few videos at random before one caught his eye. The woman in it was gorgeous, older than the man she was with, and reminded him of someone very close to him. 

She has the same hair color, and a similar body type, to my mom. What the fuck is wrong with me?

He chewed on his lip and tried to summon the willpower to find something to watch that didn’t make him feel so guilty. His hand moved with a mind of its own, slowly stroking up and down as he watched the woman in the video taking care of a young man with her mouth.

“Justin?”

JESUS CHRIST!

Justin’s first reaction was to stand up, and he painfully bumped his knees on the underside of the desk. Moans were coming from the speaker, and it took him a moment to get the video muted. His hands flew down to his jeans and he managed to get them buttoned with only a split second to spare as the door opened, and his mother walked in.

“What were you watching, honey?” she asked. “I heard some… interesting noises, from behind the door.”

“It was, uh, just a weird foreign film.” Justin was still breathing heavily. Strangely, seeing his mom in his room did almost nothing to kill his arousal. If anything, it amplified it, throwing an illicit monkey wrench in the form of his goddess of a mother into his plans to get off.

“Huh,” said Emily. “Maybe we should watch it together after dinner?”

She walked over to Justin’s desk and sat down on the edge of it, crossing her legs so that one of her feet came to rest on the inside of her son’s thigh. The smile on her face was devious, and she leaned forward in a way that unintentionally enhanced her cleavage for Justin’s benefit.

“No!” said Justin. “I don’t think you’d like it. It was long and hard to get into!”

“You’d be surprised at what I like,” said his mom. “Long and hard doesn’t sound bad at all. We could curl up together, and watch it, and enjoy whatever happens in the movie.”

She had on a pair of long, colorful socks, and let her foot slowly run up Justin’s thigh. It traced a line over his achingly hard cock and he had to stifle a moan. Sweat was beading on his forehead, and it was almost impossible for him to think, let alone talk.

“M-maybe,” he finally managed.

“You’d enjoy it, Justin,” whispered his mom. “I promise you that. We would have such a good time, watching the movie.”

Emily slipped off the desk, moving her foot back to the ground and leaning forward over her son in the chair. Her breasts practically begged to be fondled and freed, and she let them dangle right at eye level.

“What do you say, sweetie?” His mom’s hand ran up his thigh, drawing closer, and closer.

A timer went off from downstairs in the kitchen. Justin blinked, feeling like he’d just snapped out of a trance. His mom smiled at him, leaned her face in dangerously close to his, and planted a soft kiss on his cheek after a moment of consideration.

“Dinner’s ready,” she said. “I’ll be waiting for you downstairs.”

Emily pulled away from him and left the room. Justin took several deep breaths and just sat there, confused and aroused beyond reasonable measure.






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 3
Compared to the rest of the evening, dinner was a relatively calm affair. Justin let himself zone out and talk about work, and it was easy enough to stay distracted while reminiscing on the annoyances of the day out loud.

His mother worked as an administrator at the hospital, and Justin did his best to keep her share of the conversation focused on the mundane aspects of her day, as well. Emily smiled at him politely from across the table, but Justin could sense a hint of something hungrier and more dangerous behind it.

What the hell happened up in my room before? It’s almost as though she’s trying to do… something. I can’t even say it, can’t even think it. She’s my mother!

“So, what did you think?” His mom flashed him a smile as she asked the question, toying with a half full wine glass beside her plate.

“Sorry, what?” asked Justin.

“Of dinner,” she said.

“It was awesome, Mom,” he said. “You’ve outdone yourself.”

She beamed at him and stood up, collecting the plates and carrying them over to the counter. Justin stood up and briefly contemplated heading back up to his room to hide out for the night. It would be the safe, sensible option.

Safe from what, though? I must have read the situation wrong before. There’s no way. I’m just imagining things.

“The snow is really coming down tonight,” said his mom. “I think we might be stuck here for the next few days.”

“That would mean I’d have to call out of work,” said Justin. “Not that I’d mind a day off from the pizza place.”

“And it means that we should curl up on the couch, and watch that movie you were talking about before.” Emily took several soft, slow steps across the carpet over to where Justin stood in the living room. He didn’t turn away, though it felt as if he probably should have.

His mom opened up her arms and pulled him into a soft hug. Justin’s mouth fell open as he felt her body press against his. She was naked underneath the robe, and her soft breasts and perfect curves had the effect of an aphrodisiac on touch. For a moment, all he could think about was how good it would feel to put all of his objections to the side and ravage her.

I can’t! And she wouldn’t let me! She’s my mother.

Emily pushed her hips forward, letting one of her legs open and glide up Justin’s side in a manner that was undeniably suggestive. Her smile managed to be innocent and devilish at the same time. Justin wanted the moment to last forever, or better yet, to lead him even further down the twisted path they were flirting with.

He pushed his crotch forward, letting his hard cock push against her. Her body felt unbelievably warm, and the movement of her slow, regular breaths sent shivers of pleasure through Justin as her chest came into contact with him.

This is so wrong! She shouldn’t feel this good, and I shouldn’t even be feeling her like this!

Emily made a soft moaning noise and brought her eyes up to meet his. Her robe had slipped open a little more, exposing her breasts up to the edge of her nipples. She continued moving her leg in tiny undulating motions, as though trying to tempt Justin into taking things even further.

“Mom,” he whispered, eyes wide. 

Part of Justin desperately wanted to set aside things like logic, reason, and the nature of their familial bonds, and just see what happened. Justin wanted to experience all of her, all of his mother, and the thought made him feel unbelievably turned on and a little disgusted with himself.

“Do you want to watch the movie, sweetie?” Emily slowly let her lips draw closer to his. She ran her hands over her breasts, as though preparing to pull the robe open and reveal herself to him.

She’s my mother!

“I… uh, I have to, uh, email somebody!” It took all of Justin’s will, but he pulled himself back. He closed his eyes and took a deep, calming breath.

“Okay honey,” said Emily. “That’s fine.”

Justin looked over at her. It was almost like he was staring at a different woman. She was calm, composed, and looked, well, like his mother. She’d retied the robe and wore it in a way that seemed modest and appropriate. And she was slowly loading up the dishwasher, scraping off plates and kneeling down to place them in.

“Maybe tomorrow we could, though?” asked Justin. Emily looked over at her shoulder at him and smiled.

“Yes, maybe tomorrow,” she said. “We’ll just have to wait and see.”






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 4
Justin slept surprisingly well that night. He managed to avoid thinking about everything that had happened until climbing into bed, and sleep found him quickly.

Waking up was another story. He was dreaming about sex, and the object of his dream was the most beautiful, desirable woman he’d ever seen in his life. Every time he looked at her face, however, she would turn away. She seemed familiar to him, but it was as though his brain intentionally short-circuited each time he tried to identify her. The name was on the tip of his tongue, and the tip of her tongue was on his…

“Honey? Are you awake?”

Justin heard his mother’s soft voice and slowly, with a great force of will, opened his eyes. He was lying on his back, and jutting up against the sheets below his stomach, like a newly formed mountain in the middle of the bed, was his aching erection. He blinked, and realized that his mom was staring at it, too.

“Mom!” Justin blushed and rolled onto his side. “Uh, good morning!”

“I just wanted to see if you were awake.” Emily glided into the room with soft steps. She’d changed into a nightgown, one that looked to be about a size too small on her, and revealed a scandalous amount of thigh flesh and cleavage.

“I’m awake,” said Justin. “Well, I mean, I’m in the process of waking up.”

“It snowed last night,” said his mom. “A lot. I’m afraid to open the door! It’s almost up to the height of the first-floor windows.”

“Huh,” said Justin. “I guess we’ll be staying inside today, after all.”

“I guess so.” Emily smiled and sat down on his bed. One of her hands came to rest on Justin’s side, and then slowly began to glide down toward his cock. Justin frowned.

It’s like she doesn’t even know what she’s doing. This is torture!

“Is there anything you need, sweetie, before I make breakfast?” asked Emily. “Anything at all?”

Her hand drew even closer to his cock. Justin almost couldn’t believe that she hadn’t noticed it. She stopped with the curve of her thumb pushed up against the base of it and began to hum a song absent mindedly.

If she closed her fingers, she’d have my cock in her hand through the sheets!

“Oh…” Justin let out a soft moan and tried to think. “Mom…”

Emily leaned over him, letting her cleavage hang in front of his face.

“Just tell me what you need, sweetie, and I’ll give it to you.”

One of her fingers brushed against Justin’s cock. He let out a gasp and felt a shockwave of illicit pleasure course through him as he lost control. Cum sprayed out into his sheets in shameful, embarrassing spurts. He stared at his mom with his mouth open in a shocked, slack-jawed expression.

She didn’t even notice, or so it seemed. Emily ran a hand through his hair and stood up, walking over to the door, her hips swaying from side to side as she did.

“Breakfast will be ready soon,” she said. “We’ll have to do everything we can to enjoy the next couple of days. It will just be the two of us.”

Justin nodded slowly. His mom left, and he slammed his head back into his pillow, cringing at the warm wet mess he’d made and feeling like a disgusting pervert.

“This can’t be happening…” he muttered. “What the hell is wrong with me?”

He took a shower, washing his body clean and wishing he could do the same for his mind. Justin rationalized away the incident the best he could. He’d been having a sex dream, his mom had woken him up, and it had been an accident. 

It wasn’t her fault, it wasn’t my fault, it just happened. She was wearing that stupid sexy nightgown, and she was on my bed.

As he thought about how she’d looked, and how soft her hand had felt, his cock started to harden again. Justin glared down at it and began to feel the type of frustration that only a horny teenage male at the mercy of off limits temptation can understand.

He dried himself off, roughly scrubbing his erection in hopes that he could convince it to go back into hibernation. It didn’t, and after Justin had thrown on a t-shirt and some sweatpants, he cursed down at his conspicuous bulge.

Whatever. It’s not my fault, and it’s not Mom’s fault, either. Just have to make the best of it.

Justin walked downstairs, hobbling over slightly in a futile attempt to reduce the visibility of his excited state. His mother was finishing up at the stove, scooping eggs and bacon onto a plate. She’d put on an apron over her nightgown, and it accentuated her already noticeable features.

“Here you go honey.” She smiled at him, dropped a slice of buttered toast on the plate to complete the arrangement, and then passed it to him. Justin smiled back at her and felt a small part of him relax inside.

She’s still my mom, and things are still normal between this. It’s me and my hormones that are making things weird, not her.

“Thanks, mom,” he said.

“Is there any hot water left? I need to take a shower, too.”

“There should be.”

Emily nodded and headed upstairs. Justin sat down at the kitchen table and ate his meal slowly. He even started to calm down a little. There was snow outside for him to shovel, which would keep him busy and out of the house, and he could play video games in his room if things started to get weird again. 

The shower started running upstairs. Justin finished his food and brought his plate over to the sink. He’d just begun to gather up his winter outerwear when he heard his mom’s voice from the bathroom.

“Justin? There’s no towel in here, can you grab me one?”

“Yeah, sure thing mom.”

He headed for the linen closet, grabbed a towel, and then went upstairs. He hesitated for a second before opening the door.

I’ll just open it slightly, and then pass it through. No need to make this weird.

“Justin?”

Justin put his hand on the knob, and slowly opened the door.






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 5
Steam spilled out from the bathroom, completely obscuring Justin’s view. He moved to drop the towel, and then opened the door a little wider.

I can’t see anything. I guess there’s no harm in me bringing it up to the shower curtain.

Justin slipped through the door. The bathroom wasn’t that large, and he walked toward the bathroom with small, cautious steps. He’d just started to reach for where he thought the curtain was when he walked into a head on collision with his naked mother.

“Ooh!” Emily let out a squeal that sounded just as surprised as Justin felt. She wavered, losing her balance slightly, and then fell forward against him.

“Whoa!” Justin’s foot caught as he tried to step away from her and he fell backward onto his butt. His mom fell on top of him, and for a moment, neither of them said anything.

She’s naked, and she’s on top of me.This can’t be happening.

Justin reached his hand up and felt it touch something soft, wet, and heavenly. He couldn’t see anything, but it didn’t take mental calculus to figure out that he was groping his mother’s breast.

“Oh,” moaned Emily. “Sorry about that, sweetie.”

She made no move to climb off of her son. Justin’s cock was rock hard in an instant, as though he’d thrown a lever or pressed a switch. He squeezed his mom’s breast and felt her plant a soft, warm kiss on the side of his neck.

Justin felt like a possessed man. He pushed his hips upward, his aching cock searching for home through the fabric of his boxers and sweatpants. One of his hands reached around and took hold of one of his mom’s soft, perfectly shaped buttocks.

Emily, for her part, didn’t do anything to stop it. Her body was still dripping wet, and it almost seemed as though she was using Justin to dry off. She rubbed herself along him, parting her thighs and jiggling her breasts against his chest and face.

Justin’s hands moved with a mind f their own. He pulled his sweatpants down as much as he could, freeing his erection and letting it press against his mom’s stomach. She let out a sharp gasp, and a bit of an awareness of reality and what was happening came back to him.

She’s my mother! I can’t do this!

The steam began to settle, and Justin could see her face again. His mom met his eyes and slowly licked her lips. Justin started to turn his gaze down on her naked body, and in an instant, the situation felt real again.

“Whoops!” said his mother. “That was quite the fall!”

She hopped back up to her feet and pulled the towel around her in an elegant, modest movement. Justin sat up, staring down at himself. He was wet from where his mom had made contact with him, and painfully excited. 

“Well…” He pulled himself to his feet. “There’s the towel. I should head out now.”

Emily smiled mischievously at him.

“Of course, honey,” she said.

It was several seconds before Justin’s legs began to work again, and another few after that for him to drag his feet out the door. He closed the door softly behind him, wanting nothing more than to take one last peek at her, and headed down the hallway.






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 6
Justin had a plan and did everything he could to stick to it. It was simple enough. He’d wanted to do as much video gaming as he could over the vacation, anyway. With too much snow outside for him to make his shift at work, it was the obvious way to spend the day.

And it’s safe. No shame in playing video games.

There were a lot of people online. He tried to focus as much as he could on playing well and keeping his team alive. It was almost impossible for him to concentrate, given the circumstances. His cock screamed for attention, and thoughts of his mother were never far from his mind.

“Justin?” Emily called, from downstairs. “Can you help me with something?”

“I… I’m in the middle of a match, mom.”

“Please? It will only take a second.”

Justin didn’t say anything. The last thing that he wanted, by far, was to put himself in close proximity to his mother again. But he also knew that there was no way he could avoid her, or whatever was happening between the two of them, forever.

“I’ll give you a reward afterward, sweetie,” said his mother, her voice light and sweet.

Justin exited the match, set the controller down, and headed downstairs.

I’ll just see what she wants and then head back up to my room.

His cock was rock hard by the time he reached the bottom step. Emily was in the kitchen, standing in front of one of the cabinets. She was wearing another tiny robe, and as she turned to look over her shoulder at Justin, the front billowed open, giving him the briefest glimpse of one of her breasts.

“The child lock is stuck on the bottom cabinet,” said his mom. “Can you help me get it open?”

She smiled at him and then pulled at the cabinet door in front of her to demonstrate what she meant. The child lock was caught on the inner lip of the cabinet, preventing the door from opening more than an inch. Emily pulled the door and slammed it shut a few times, trying to slip it free.

“Sure, let me give it a try.” Justin took a deep, calming breath, and walked over to the cabinet. His mother stepped aside, standing close enough to him for Justin to be able to feel her body heat, and smell the scent of the shampoo she’d been using in the shower.

He pulled with all his strength, but the door resisted with the stubborn insistence of a mule wearing lead boots. After a couple of seconds, he let go of the handle and took a step back.

“It won’t open,” he said.

“That’s why I called out down here.” His mother closed the already short distance between them and set a hand on his chest. “Maybe… we could try together?”

There was a hint of something in her words that said more than anything else could. Justin felt the temperature of the room skyrocket and tried to keep his emotions in check as he faced his gorgeous, barely clothed mother.

“What do you mean?”

“I’ll be in front,” she said. “You grab onto me, and pull. Just pull as hard as you can, and really give it everything you have.”

Justin felt an excited shiver run up his spine.

This is a bad idea!

“Is there any way you can make do without getting it open?” he asked.

Emily shook her head slowly and shifted so that her breasts were jutting out defiantly, and temptingly.

“I need what’s inside, Justin,” she said. “I have to get it.”

“But…” He winced, feeling the aching pain of his cock fighting for dominance of his mind. “I just don’t know if it would work.”

“I think it will get the door open,” his mom whispered. “Sometimes you just have to go for it, and worry about what works and what doesn’t later.”

Justin met her eye for a second and then looked away, breathing out hard as though fighting for oxygen against the tide of tension.

I’m making a mountain out of a molehill. It’ll be fine.

He nodded, and Emily flashed him a loving, motherly smile. She turned toward the cabinet, slowly leaned over, and gripped the handle tight in her hands.






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 7
Emily managed to keep an air of motherly elegance and poise about her, even as the robe slipped up her thighs, exposing the bottom edge of her beautiful buttocks. She favored Justin with a feisty half smile and nodded to the cabinet.

“Just grab onto my waist and give it your all.”

Justin felt as though time was moving at the speed of molasses. He took one step forward, and then another, and then slowly brought his hands to rest on either side of his mother’s waist. His cock was threatening to spear a hole through his boxers and sweat pants. He leaned forward and the tip of his bulge accidentally grazed his mom’s butt, and it felt like he’d touched the pleasure equivalent of a hot stove.

“Make sure you’re tight against me,” she whispered. “Just push right up as close as you can get.”

Her voice had a slight, almost undetectable waver of it. Justin did as she said, pushing his hard erection against her soft butt. It felt unbelievably incredible, even though admitting it to himself made him feel strange and guilty.

God, this is so weird. How the hell did I end up here?

“Ooh,” said his mom. “Get ready, sweetie. We’ll both pull on 3.”

Justin pushed in a little closer, grinding his cock against his mom’s ass. His hands ran across her stomach over the robe, and it took every ounce of willpower he had to keep from pawing at her breasts.

“One,” said Emily.

Justin’s hips pressed into her again, letting his cock mash into his mother in a manner that was equal parts pleasure and pain. He wanted more and hated himself for it.

“Two.” Emily’s voice was quiet, shaky, and undeniably aroused. She arched her back slightly and Justin realized that her robe had fallen almost completely open. He let his hands slide up to her breasts and slowly humped against her from behind, too turned on to think about or judge what he was doing.

“Three!” The word escaped Emily’s lips in a horny, breathless whisper. She pulled hard on the cabinet’s handle and Justin pulled hard against her. His bulge slipped into the gap between her thighs and he felt his mom squeeze her legs together in response.

The cabinet still didn’t open. Emily kept up the pretense of pulling on the handle for only a moment. Justin pushed forward against her and she had to put her hands on the countertop to steady herself.

She didn’t say anything, not even as Justin’s thrusting intensified. He pulled the robe open until it slipped off her shoulders, falling first to her waist, and then the ground. Justin ran his hands across her silky soft flesh like a madman, each patch of skin offering a tiny, tantalizing thrill to the touch.

“Ooh, sweetie,” whispered Emily. 

She responded to his undressing of her in kind, slipping her fingers into Justin’s sweatpants and pulling down with hard, horny movements. Justin’s cock snapped free, and it was then that he realized what was happening. He blinked, still horny, and felt the tip of his erection pressing against something, hot, wet, and incredibly inviting.

“Mom…” Justin eased forward, feeling his mother’s body shiver with delight as he pressed into her. Logic and reason mounted one final, desperate assault on his senses, and he pulled back slightly, shaking his head.

“It’s okay, honey,” whispered his mom. “It’s okay.”

“…You’re my mother,” he said, slowly. “This is…”

Emily pushed back, sheathing her tight cunt onto her son’s cock even further. She flicked her hair out of her face as she turned to look over her shoulder and smiled at him as though he’d just asked for help on his math homework, or for a ride to the movies.

“What is it, sweetie?” she said, her voice soft and sweet. “Don’t be shy. You can say it.”

“This is… wrong,” said Justin. “It’s not okay, and it’s… confusing.”

Even as he spoke, his hands found their way to his mom’s waist, and his hips regained their back and forth motion. He slowly slid his rod in and out, feeling the soft, velvety tightness of her pussy, and the warmth of her body as he did.

“It’s okay,” she said. “Nothing has to change. We love each other…”

Justin pumped into her faster, the accumulated arousal from the past couple of days suddenly overcoming the mental dam holding it back. He groped at his mom’s breasts and thrust into her with enough energy to make the counter shake.

Emily let out tiny little breaths each time he pushed in. Her hands were anchored against the countertop, but Justin’s enthusiasm slid her forward across it until she was bent forward at a rakish angle.

“Oh god!” Justin kissed his mom’s neck, inhaling her sweet, clean scent. “Mom!”

That’s right. She’s my mom.

He was fucking her with the kind of passion that can only come from conflicting drives and emotions, the kind that most people are lucky if they experience once or twice in their life. And it felt incredible, like eating the forbidden fruit and having it taste better than he ever could have imagined.

The whole kitchen creaked each time Justin pushed forward. Every thrust gave him a burst of illicit pleasure, along with a cute, high pitched squeal from his mom. It was as though every element of the taboo coupling was working to push it forward, toward its inevitable climax.

Emily slipped against the counter and knocked a coffee cup to the floor. It didn’t shatter, but the sound of it landing gave Justin a reality check. He hesitated at the end up a thrust, and his mom immediately took charge.

She pushed him back slightly and turned around, giving him a clear view of her naked body for the first time. She was perfect, and practically flaunted her trim waist, hips and butt, and the sultry, seductive look in her eyes. She was also smiling at him gently, a smile that told him to go ahead, that it was okay, even though the two of them were veering off the beaten path, into something scary and new.

With a single crook of her finger, Emily invited Justin back into her. She hopped up on the counter, putting her at the perfect level for her son to fuck her face to face. Justin found the entrance to her cunt with intimate familiarity and let his member fill her up.

He was close, and because of that, he restarted slowly, with smooth, loving thrusts. His mother kissed him on the neck, and then the cheek, and then the lips. Justin flicked his tongue out to meet hers, tasting the sweet nectar of her kiss, and continued to fuck her slowly on the counter.

Justin kissed the nape of her neck and then her nipple. He sucked gently on one of them, letting his tongue draw hot, wet patterns across it. Emily moaned and wrapped her legs around him, locking him into the embrace.

“Justin,” she whispered. He responded with a hard thrust and felt his newly found control vanish in a puff of arousal and lust.

Justin pulled his mom off the counter and held her in his arms like a human sex toy, thrusting up into her with every inch of his cock. She was a petite woman, and he felt a shiver go through her as he controlled her with his strong, muscular arms. It was primal and base, like a caveman taking an attractive mate through physical strength and domination.

Can we really be doing this? Can it really feel this good?

Justin lowered the two of them to the kitchen floor. He needed to finish the job. He needed to wreck her pussy, to fuck her in a way that expressed every facet of the strange, conflicting emotions he was feeling at the moment.

“Mom!” Justin began to thrust into her, fast and hard. The kitchen floor was cold, and his mom’s body was a furnace in comparison. He slammed into her, letting his cock prod and probe.

“Sweetheart!” His mom’s chest heaved up and down, and her breasts jiggled in delightful little circles. She ran a hand through his hair, and Justin fucked her even faster.

Their bodies slapped together, creating an illicit rhythm as their flesh met and parted. Justin realized he was moaning through gritted his teeth. His mom was moaning too, each one slightly higher in pitch than the last. He could sense her orgasm approaching, and realized that he was right there with her.

Both of them let out an unintelligible shout of ecstasy as they reached their limits and found an orgasm to share. Justin’s cock exploded as it never had before, spraying hot, white cum deep inside his mother’s pussy. Emily’s cunt clenched around the base of his erection, sucking it in and holding it tight, as if it was trying to play for keeps.

Justin buried his head against his mom’s neck and collapsed on top of her, exhausted. Emily ran her hand through his hair and rubbed his back. The sound of her breathing, calm and steady, was the most relaxing thing he’d ever heard.

From behind them, the cupboard door made a noise and slipped open. Justin began to chuckle, and as his mother joined in, they both broke out into loud, infectious laughter.






 
   



  
 





 
   

CHAPTER 8
Neither of them said a word for the next few minutes. Emily stood up first, gathering herself into her robe and wordlessly disappearing upstairs. Justin finally found himself unable to avoid the inevitable deluge of thoughts and self-aware judgments.

I’ve gone off the deep end. I’ll never come back from this.

He rushed up to his room. The shower was running in the bathroom, and he walked by it quickly, keeping his eyes on the floor. He closed the door behind him and sat down on his bed, completely and utterly confused.

It had felt amazing. That single fact was what Justin kept coming back to. He wanted to deny it, but deep in his bones, he found himself unable to. The sex had felt incredible, like getting a glimpse of another world, a world filled with evil temptation and blissful corruption.

I can never do that again. I have to bury the memory, forget it ever happened.

He leaned back on his bed. In his mind’s eye, he could still see his mom’s naked body, her perfect skin, big breasts, and the way her cheeks had been slightly flushed. Justin bit his lip until it threatened to split open and buried his face in his pillow.

“Justin?” Emily’s voice came from outside his door. “Are you okay?”

The door opened before he could answer, and his mom walked into the room. Justin couldn’t even make an attempt to look at her.

“Hey,” she said, sitting down next to him on the bed. “Justin…”

He finally sat up. Emily was wearing a baggy sweatshirt, one of his, in fact, along with black yoga pants. She had a small towel wrapped around her hair. It was a proper outfit, at least in comparison to how she’d been dressed in the kitchen before, and he breathed a sigh of relief.

“Mom,” he said. “I don’t know what just happened.”

He shook his head and met her eye. She was smiling, and her face was filled with love, compassion, and concern.

“I don’t either,” she said. “But I do know one thing.”

She bowed her head slightly. Justin knew what she was going to say, but for some reason, he needed to hear it out loud.

“I love you, Justin,” she whispered. “As a son. And even if things get confusing, or weird, or completely out of control between us, I’ll still love you.”

“I… I love you too, mom.”

His mother smiled at him and ruffled his hair.

“See? Was that so hard?” She stood up from the bed and started walking toward the door. “I’m going to hold off on cooking until later tonight, for dinner. Any requests?”

Justin shook his head and swallowed.

“Anything is fine by me,” he said.”

“Great.” Emily smiled at him one last time and then opened the door. “Oh, and one more thing?”

“Yeah?”

His mother’s eyes twinkled with delicious mischief.

“Let’s curl up on the couch tonight, drink some wine, and find a fun movie to watch.” She brought her hand to her lips and blew him a kiss. Justin felt it land on his mouth.
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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 stepmom.

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 stepmom, 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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