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  PROLOGUE


   


   


   


  The noise of the party had built to a crescendo, and so had the action between John and his step-mother, Nina. She had been leaning seductively against the kitchen counter, out of view of the eyes of the rest of the guests, but only just barely. She had been teasing John, just like she’d been doing all day, and he had reached his breaking point.


   


  The two of them were now wrapped in a deeply sexually embrace, with John grinding his hard cock into the fabric of her dress. He slipped it out of his pants, and rubbed it against her panties before pulling them aside and feeling his mother’s wet, inviting cunt with the head of his dick.


   


  She was whispering something to him, but as far as he could tell it wasn’t stop. He bent her over the counter and began slamming his hips into her, making a lewd slapping noise that threatened to attract the attention of the cabal of drunken women milling around in the living for his step sister’s bachelorette party.


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 1


   


   


   


  John was in a rush. It was already noon, and he had promised to meet up with his friends a half hour ago. It was the fall of his senior year, and he was kicking it off in style with one last camping trip of the season. Unfortunately, he was running late.


   


  He’d forgotten to set his alarm clock the night before, and like any 18 year old enjoying one of the first weekends since school had reconvened, he’d been up late the night before, doing what any teenage boy does when left alone at night. Judging from the massive monument of morning wood between his legs, his libido had not been even slightly phased by the session.


   


  Grabbing a towel off the back of his door, John quickly wrapped it around his naked body and bolted for the bathroom. It was Saturday, and usually his step mom and step sister were off either shopping or enjoying the day by the afternoon. John’s dad tended to travel a lot for work, and was gone this particular weekend.


   


  It wasn’t until he had already thrown open the door and stepped through it that he realized that his mom was in the shower. To be more precise, she was getting out of the shower. Nina’s body was gorgeous, with massive breasts, a thin waist, and curvy hips. She was the type that made women extremely envious, and men extremely horny.


   


  And now she was standing in front of John, naked and dripping wet. Her perfect pink nipples were slightly obscured by the steam in the room, but he could still see more than enough to spur on his morning erection.


   


  “Oh, hey honey,” she said. “Have you ever heard of knocking?”


   


  “Jesus, mom,” he replied. “Sorry, I didn’t realize that you were so, well…naked in here,”


   


  Nina smiled and stepped towards him.


   


  “Well, I am,” she said. “And apparently you’re enjoying it,”


   


  John looked down at his crotch and began blushing fiercely, embarrassed and mortified. His cock was definitely on the bigger side, and at that moment it was aimed at his mother as though it was the needle of a compass and her naked body was due north.


   


  “This…this is just,” he stammered. “It’s how I woke up this morning! It’s not you!”


   


  It wasn’t the complete truth, and Nina could clearly tell. John was drinking in the sight of his exposed mom with his eyes, checking her out and feeling almost overwhelmed by a strange, horny guilt.


   


  “Oh, okay then,” said Nina. She stepped even closer to him, letting her naked breasts push against his chest. 


   


  “What, what are you…?” John said, almost in disbelief.


   


  “If it’s not me that put you in this state, than it shouldn’t matter that this bathroom is tiny,” she said. “There’s barely any room for one person, let alone two. We might get tangled just trying to get by each other.”


   


  John could only stare at his mom. He felt his cock pulsing, only inches away from rubbing up against the hot cunt of his own mother.


   


  “It’s a good thing that you’re my son,” Nina said. “Any real man that found me like this would probably not be able to be resist. I’d be against the wall right now, and they’d be pushing their big, hard-“


   


  “Mom? John?” called John’s sister, Allison, from the hallway. “What’s going on in there?”


   


  “Sorry, honey, I was just getting out of the shower and John walked in on me,” said Nina. “I’m on my way out.”


   


  She stepped by John, smiling like she had a secret as she did. He felt his heart pounding dangerously hard in his chest as she did, and quickly readjusted his towel to keep it from falling.


   


  Outside the bathroom was Allison. She stuck her head through the door as Nina left.


   


  “Hey little bro, do you mind letting me cut ahead of you?” she asked him. “I have to get ready for my party tonight as soon as possible.”


   


  “I’m going on a camping trip today, sis,” he said. “I’m already late.”


   


  “Oh, come on!” pleaded Allison. “I will only ever get one bachelorette party! I’ll make it up to you?”


   


  He turned towards his sister to say no. Allison had a slightly curvier frame, but for the most part took after her mom. She was wearing a nightgown that billowed open at the chest, giving him an amazing view of her cleavage and making him a little more sympathetic.


   


  “Alright, fine,” said John.


   


  “Thanks!” 


   


  He stepped out of the bathroom and began to walk towards his room, figuring he could just call up his friends and let them know that he would be late. As he walked down the hall, he heard a noise coming from his mother’s room. Her door was cracked slightly, and he peered inside.


   


  She was on her bed, naked as she had been in the bathroom, but with her head thrown back and fingers pushed against her cunt. John’s mother was masturbating, and he felt himself totally unable to look away.


   


  Nina was moaning slightly, and her hips were pushing up into the air as she rubbed her fingers across her clit. John felt his cock growing achingly hard at the scene. He hated himself for it, but couldn’t resist reaching his own hand down and massaging his rod through the towel.


   


  “Oh god, yes,” whispered Nina, increasing her pace. 


   


  John tried to slip closer, leaning his head in through the door. The last thing he wanted was to get caught, and already felt incredibly ashamed just knowing how erotic the scene was for him. He felt his lust begin to get the better of him, and slipped his cock out from under his towel, stroking it without restraint.


   


  Both mother and son were taking care of themselves, but only one of them had a full picture of what was going on. John was staring at the pink folds of his mother’s pussy. He had a nice view from where he was, and could see also see her large breast mounds and wondered what it would feel like to jam his cock in between them.


   


  Nina began to bite her lip, and she thrust her hips up into the air and released a small cry as she began to climax. John accelerated his pace, feeling himself getting close to the verge. He wanted to run into the room so badly, to climb on top of her and let her feel just what she had done to him.


   


  His cock began to explode streams of white, hot cum onto his towel, just as Nina looked up towards the door. He threw himself into the hallway, but was relatively sure that she had seen him. John quickly tip toed to his room and shut the door, his cock still streaming out seed as he went.


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 2


   


   


   


  John took a moment to catch his breath back in his room. He couldn’t believe what had just happened.  He had done many things throughout his teenage years for the sake of pleasure and his hormones, but this went above and beyond any of it.


   


  He sat down on his bed and remembered the camping trip. He took out his phone and clicked the screen on, only to find a text from one of his friends staring him right in the face.


   


  “Next time if you can’t make it, let us know! We can’t wait for you any longer.”


   


  John sighed, and collapsed back onto his bed. The trip seemed like it would have been an easy way to escape from the embarrassment of facing his mom for the weekend. Even if she hadn’t seen him stroking off to her, watching her masturbate like a horny peeping tom, he still knew that it had happened.


   


  He resigned himself to be around the house for the weekend and thought about how he could make it bearable. His sister was having her bachelorette party that night, and he had planned on being away for it. Maybe he could just lay low and hang out his room? All the feminine energy mixed with alcohol seemed like it could lead to dangerous places, and he had already gone far enough into strange territory for the day.


   


  “Shower’s all yours, little bro,” called Allison from outside his room. He leaned up on his bed, and realized that his sister was still outside.


   


  “Thanks, sis,” he replied.


   


  “Hey…do you mind doing me a favor later?” she asked. “I want to try on a couple of new outfits and I could really use a male opinion on some of them.”


   


  “That sounds like it would be a bit of a chore,” said John.


   


  “Just do it! I have a wedding coming up, have some empathy.”


   


  John shrugged his shoulders, unable to think of any decent out.


   


  “Alright, fine,” he said. “Just let me take a shower first.”


   


  “Yay!” shouted Allison. She tapped triumphantly on his door and then walked down the hallway.


   


  John took a quick shower, dried off, and got dressed in his room. He was managing to put what had happened before with his mom out of his mind. And then he walked into his sister’s room.


   


  Allison was slowly pulling a pair of pink lace panties up her legs. She was completely naked from the waist up, and John got a fantastic view of her breasts. They looked just like his mom’s, maybe slightly smaller but with an extra bounce to them.


   


  “Oh, hey,” she said. “Sorry, I wasn’t expecting you for another few minutes,”


   


  John stood, gaping at her as she went about putting her clothes on as though it was no big deal. His cock was quickly springing back to its previous proportions. Allison just smiled at him, and gestured to her bed.


   


  “So, I just bought a new skirt,” she said. “But I think it might be a little too short,”


   


  She had her bra on now, and it matched her panties. She threw a very tight t-shirt on over it that said “PARTY GIRL” on the front, and then wiggled into a skirt that was even smaller than the one he had been picturing.


   


  “See what I mean?” she asked him. “It’s so small!”


   


  “I…don’t necessarily think that’s a bad thing,” said John.


   


  His cock was essentially doing the talking. It was almost painfully hard, and as he watched his sister in her skirt, his hand began to meander over to his member, massaging it through his pants. Allison pruned and adjusted herself in the mirror, giving him ample eye candy to work with.


   


  “It makes me feel almost like I’m a stripper,” she said, laughing. “What do you think, John? Would this skirt turn you on if you saw a stripper wearing it?”


   


  His cock began to tingle and pushed against the fabric of his pants. His sister turned away from him and bent down low, slowly picking herself up and giving him an amazing view of her panty clad ass peeking out from underneath the skirt as she did.


   


  “Well…typically a stripper would give a lap dance,” he said. “I’m betting that skirt would work pretty well for one of those…”


   


  “Do you really think so?” she asked him, stepping towards him on the bed. “A lap dance, huh?”


   


  Allison began to swing her hips in front of her brother provocatively. He was sitting with his legs hanging along the side of the bed, and she stepped her leg over him and began gyrating her hips in front of his face. She put her hands on her shoulders and leaned over him, pushing her tits into his face.


   


  “I’m just going to test this thing out on you,” said Allison. “I hope you don’t mind.”


   


  “Not at all,” said John. He began to run his hands up his sister’s back. She pushed her tits a little further forward, and he felt them press against his face, incredibly soft.


   


  Allison continued, dropping her crotch down lower and letting it rest against her brother’s package. Having her on his cock felt amazing for John, and he began to move up slightly in time with her. She seemed to really be getting into it, and took one of his hands and set it on her breast.


   


  “Like this, baby bro?” she whispered. “Is this what a stripper would do?”


   


  He began to knead her tits with both hands, grinding his cock against her panty clad cunt as he did. Her skirt had slid up, and a small wet spot was visible on her crotch. John began to lose his inhibitions, feeling guilty for being so turned on by his own sister, but also totally unable to stop himself.


   


  Eventually, the lap dance shifted even further. The two of them began rolling on the bed, still wearing their clothes but rubbing and thrusting together. It felt to John like they were fucking with clothes on, and he began to reach down the back of his sister’s panties with one hand.


   


  They moved faster and faster, both lost in the fun of the taboo and their own horniness. Eventually, John began to push his hips faster against his sister, and felt his cock began to spasm and blast cum into his underwear, wishing that it had gone inside her instead.


   


  They disengaged from each other and spent a moment just lying on Allison’s bed and breathing. Then, she rolled over and looked at him, smiling.


   


  “Thanks John,” she said. “That was a big help.”


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 3


   


   


   


  John spent most of the day hanging out in his room, browsing the internet and playing video games. It was strange, but as the night approached, he found himself getting incredibly horny. At around 6 PM, women started arriving. He passed by a group of about ten of them, not including his sister and his mom, on the way to the kitchen.


   


  “Hey Nina, your son is going to be here tonight?” asked one of them. “I thought this was ladies only?”


   


  “Relax, Annie,” said his mom. “This only makes things more interesting. Trust me, when the night starts to heat up, I’ll think you’ll be glad that there is some masculine energy in the house.”


   


  “He is a bit of a hunk,” joked another woman. “Can I say that about your son?”


   


  John’s mom nodded, and the woman looked at him and licked her lips. She was a little plump, but still had a beautiful face and tits that seemed they would be incredibly fun to play with.


   


  “I am a bit of a cougar, you know,” she said to him. “Maybe we should talk alone, later tonight?”


   


  Nina elbowed her friend, laughing. Allison crossed her arms and almost seemed to be a little jealous. John just smiled, not sure of what to say.


   


  “That’s interesting,” he replied, finally. “I think I’ll hang out downstairs tonight after all,”


   


  Several of the women in the group clapped, and they had a good laugh as they continued to make comments about him being a man. John just smiled, catching his mother’s eye and seeing a very strange look on her face. It almost looked competitive, as though she was at the starting line of a race.


   


  “Alright, I think some wine would be helpful,” said Allison. She walked into the kitchen and brought out an icebox full of several bottles, along with some glasses. Nina and the other women each grabbed them. John reached for one, expecting his mom to object and being a little surprised when she said nothing.


   


  The wine was poured, and John began sipping at his glass, listening to the women talk and become less restrained. It was strong stuff, and he felt himself begin to feel a little buzzed after just a few sips, though the fact that he hadn’t eaten much that day may have had something to do with it.


   


  He found an open seat on the couch to sit down. It just happened to be next to the attractive plump woman that had been teasing him before. She smiled seductively and slid a little closer to him, taking a sip of her wine. At this point, most of the people in the room had slipped off into small groups and were having individual conversations.


   


  “You are such a handsome young man,” said the woman. Her hand began to rub up John’s thigh, and he felt his member quickly springing to attention.


   


  “Thank you, Ms…”


   


  “Call me Karen,” said the woman, rubbing higher up. “How old are you, John?”


   


  “I just turned 18 at the start of the fall,” he replied. It was hard for him to focus on the words. His cock was quickly becoming the only part of his body that he cared about.


   


  “You are around the same age as my son, he’s 17,” said Karen. Her hand was directly on his cock now, and she was massaging it and smiling deviously.


   


  “Oh, wow, that’s…that’s,” John was trying to keep conversation, but he was just too horny. This woman was jerking him off in a room full of people, and it was all he could do to keep from throwing her down and fucking her right there.


   


  “It’s time for dancing!” called Allison. She was standing next to the living room’s stereo, and began twisting volume knobs and tapping on her phone. Some electronic dance music began to play loudly. Allison dimmed the lights in the room, and everybody was up and moving. 


   


  It was too conspicuous now for just John and Karen to be sitting on the couch. They stood up, and started dancing. The room was full of women, and before the two of them could get anything going, several others had pushed their way over to him, pulling on his arms and rubbing his chest.


   


  John felt bad admitting it, but he was loving every second of it. He knew that it was supposed to be his sister’s bachelorette party, and she was really the one who deserved a special night, but the attention he was getting by so many beautiful women just seemed to make his horniness even more intense and compelling.


   


  Eventually, Karen made her way back up to him. He ended up sandwiched between her and his sister, his hard cock pushing against Karen’s ass.


   


  “Yeah John!” said Allison. “It’s your turn to dance for me, show me what you got!”


   


  She reached around and began to rub her hand on his erect cock. John was shocked, but only for a second. His sister was clearly drunk, and the easiest way he could see to placate her was to just go along with it. He began to rub up against her, taking off his shirt and shaking his crotch in a comically erotic fashion.


   


  The women in the room were loving it, especially Karen and Allison. Karen sat down on the floor and pulled Allison down with her, and the two began pawing at his package almost like they were two female cats in heat. John just played along with it, not pushing it any further, at least not until Karen began to push her lips against his pants.


   


  Before he knew what was going on, his sister and Karen had dropped his pants down and slid his member out of his boxers. He opened his mouth to object, but they began to lick his rod with their wet and soft tongues.


   


  “Oh, god,” he said.


   


  Karen smiled at him. She took off her shirt and bra, exposing her huge tits to him. Allison followed along, and both of them began giving John a sensual, illicit blowjob. The where kneeling on either side of his cock, and would push their lips together as if trying to kiss each other with his dick in the middle.


   


  It felt amazing, and John became a possessed man. He grabbed Karen’s head and pushed his dick deep into her mouth, face fucking her for a few seconds before switching to his sister. She looked up at him, her eyes filled with a wild, slutty gleam.


   


  Most of the women in the room were too drunk or too focused on dancing to notice, but a few of them were watching. It turned John on even more to know that he had an audience, and he found himself making eye contact with a few of them as they looked on.


   


  The pleasure was too much for him, and his dick began to explode out cum all over Karen and Allison’s faces. They both licked up as much of it as they could, and John felt himself feeling a mixture of guilt and regret as the fact that he had just gotten head from his sister settled into his mind.


   


  He looked up, and as he scanned his room, his eyes met his own mother’s. She had been watching from the corner the entire time, and had one hand over her mouth in shock. As he opened his mouth to say something, she glared at him, and then stomped over from across the room and grabbed him by the hand.


   


  “We need to talk, right now mister!” she yelled, pulling him into the kitchen.


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 4


   


   


   


  John had barely managed to get his pants up by the time his mom pulled him into the kitchen. She had her arms crossed, and gave him a look that managed to be both disapproving and motherly at the same time.


   


  The dress that his mom was wearing was tight fitting and low cut, and he couldn’t help but stare as she leaned back on the counter. He felt embarrassed, and ashamed, and guilty, but also as though he had stepped into a new world, full of possibilities. And somehow, his mom fit into that.


   


  “What the fuck is wrong with you?” she asked him. Her voice wavered with anger, and something else.


   


  John said nothing, and just looked at his mom apologetically.


   


  “You can’t answer me, can you?” she screamed. “All you can do is stand there…with a bulge in your pants no less?”


   


  It was true. John had come all over his sister and another woman, and yet somehow, his cock was still hard. His mother was looking at it now, and that seemed to only excite it even more.


   


  “How…how can you still be hard, after all that?” she asked.


   


  “I don’t know mom,” he said. “What do you think I’d have to be thinking about to be hard? To be looking at, to still be horny?”


   


  “You are a pervert!” she said. Her voice had less force this time, and an almost sensual tone to it.


   


  “Oh, come on mom,” he said. “You had so much fun teasing me in the bathroom before,”


   


  “That, that was-“


   


  “And I know that you saw me watching you,” he said. “I know you saw when I watched you touch yourself.”


   


  “I, I was just,”


   


  “Come on mom, come clean,” said John. He took a step towards her, feeling his cock begin to ache with even more sexual desire.


   


  His mom glared at him, and then seemed to relent. She leaned back on the counter, spreading her legs slightly and shooting a look at him that almost seemed challenging.


   


  “Fine, I admit it,” she said. “But do you know why I did it?”


   


  John waited for her to continue.


   


  “To torture you, honey,” she said. “I know you love you love to jerk off. You probably think about me, your own mother, when you do it. But are you man enough…to actually fuck me?”


   


  John stepped closer to her, all the way until his face was just inches from hers.


   


  “Come on sweetie,” she said. “Show mommy what you can do,”


   


  John snapped forward and kissed his mom passionately. Their tongues flicked around in each other’s mouths, and she wrapped her arms around him. He felt his crotch move as though it had a mind of its own, rubbing against her, rock hard and ready.


   


  He brought his lips down and began kissing her upper chest. He pulled her dress down, not caring if it ripped in his rush to expose his mom’s naked flesh. The pink nipples on her breasts seemed to call to him and he ran his tongue over one of them, causing his mom to arch up and gasp in shock.


   


  “Oh, baby,” she said. “Oh baby, this is so wrong,”


   


  John unzipped her dress in back and pulled her out of it. His mom wasn’t wearing a bra, and after he pulled her panties down, he lifted her onto the counter and dropped his own pants and boxers. He looked his mom intensely in the eyes, and aimed his cock for her cunt.


   


  “It is wrong, mom,” he said. “But I have to fuck you,”


   


  Nina moaned as her son stood up against her and pushed his cock inside her. John felt her juices leak onto his cock. She was surprisingly tight, and seemed to welcome his intrusion like a mother welcoming her son home after a trip. It was like his cock belonged inside her.


   


  “Oh god!” screamed Nina in between moans. “Oh god what have I done!”


   


  “It’s okay mom,” he said. “It’s okay, it’s just me.”


   


  He began thrusting into her. It felt unlike any sex he had ever experienced before. Whether it was the taboo or just that his mother was suck a beautiful woman to begin with, he felt as though the sex was taking control of him.


   


  It was true, what she had said before. He had jerked off imagining her before. He had jerked off imagining fucking her, even, and some of his friends had admitted to jerking off to Nina in some of their more open moments to him before. She was the neighborhood MILF, and she was his mom. And she was an amazing fuck.


   


  “Don’t stop, John,” cried Nina. “It feels so good,”


   


  “I won’t, mom,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you all the time from now on,”


   


  “Ohhhh god…”


   


  “You’re going to be my little play thing, mom,” he said. “My secret slut mommy. Maybe Allison can even join in on the fun.”


   


  This was too much for Nina. She began to buck her hips against him wildly, tensing her entire body up in orgasm. John could feel his own building, and he began to slam his hips into his mom as fast as he could in anticipation.


   


  His hips were on autopilot, and the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed throughout the room. John realized that Allison had walked into the kitchen and was watching him. Somehow, it only spurred him on.


   


  John pushed through for a few final hard thrusts, and then let his load shoot deep inside his mother’s cunt. It felt so good to be letting loose in her, and she hugged him tightly as the pleasure began to spread through his body. When he pulled out, his white cream seemed to drip slightly out of his mother’s perfect pink pussy.


   


  “I…I can’t believe that just happened,” said John.


   


  Allison walked over to the two of them and smiled.


   


  “I sent the guests home,” she said. “How about we all go climb into bed and talk a little more about some of the stuff that happened tonight?”


   


  John smiled and looked over at his mom. She appeared to think for a second, and then finally nodded. He looked back towards his sister, wondering just what the morning would hold for the three of them.


   


   


   


  END
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  FREE EXCERPT FROM “THE EXCHANGE STUDENT: HOST TEMPTATION”


   


   


   


  PROLOGUE


   


   


   


  The storage room was small to begin with, but the grinding bodies of Zack and his homeroom teacher, Ms. Wade, generated enough heat to make it seem like sauna. He pushed his cock inside her, hard, feeling himself dangling on the verge of exploding.


   


  Ms. Wade had to stifle her moans, totally lost in ecstasy, almost to the point of forgetting that she was being fucked and defiled by her own student. Her cunt felt amazing against Zack’s cock, and he pumped his dick into it firmly, knowing that he wasn’t going to stop until he blew his load deep inside of her.


   


  Zack had already suffered more than enough sexual teasing at the hands of his host mother, and was dead set on following his primal urges through to fruition. He thrust into Ms. Wade with all the urgency and intensity of a man that needs to cum, and to get a proper release, however illicit it may be. His teacher was pushed up against the wall and he was fucking her roughly, giving little thought to the chaotic events that had led to the situation.


   


  




   


  CHAPTER 1


   


   


   


  The salty ocean waves lapped meekly against the side of the boat. Zack Harmon leaned over the railing, looking down about twenty feet into the water below. It seemed to be a strange contrast, such a large boat taking him out to such a small island.


   


  Zack was 18 years old, in his senior year of high school, and part of a several month exchange student program. Many of the more scenic and exciting locations had been snapped up by the students with more money. It was just the way things went, and given his modest, scattered upbringing, it also really wasn’t much of a surprise.


   


  Easthaven sounded good on paper. It was a small, remote town on an island in the Atlantic Ocean. Until Zack actually started doing some research on the place, he was holding out hope for a picturesque ocean vacation.


   


  The town was just off the coast of eastern Canada. It was tiny in both size and population, with only about 5000 active residents, with more bleeding away each year. Unfortunately for Zack, it was his only option, and between that and staying in upstate New York with his newest foster family, the choice was clear.


   


  The tip of Easthaven was beginning to poke out over the horizon. The air was cold this far north, even in the early fall. He shivered, wishing that he’d brought a heavier jacket as goose bumps began to prickle up on his arms.


   


  Next to him were a suitcase and a duffel bag, which carried the entirety of his belongings between the two of them. Packing had been a strange experience. He had only a small amount of possessions that he could really call his own, and wasn’t even sure that his room in the foster home would still be his when he got back. He stuffed away everything into his luggage, and set off, not sure of what to expect.


   


  The engines of the boat were loud, and seemed to clash against the water in the way they fought against the sea’s natural equilibrium. He walked from the front of the boat, along the railing, towards the side. There was a girl not too far down the way from him, and he smiled at her as their eyes met.


   


  “Hey there,” he said. “How’s it going?”


   


  “Good, thanks,” she replied.


   


  There was a momentary silence, and she returned the smile. The girl had the foresight to wear warm, heavy clothing, Zack noticed. She had on a pink, feminine looking winter hat, and a thick wool jacket that still managed to cling to her in a way to show of nice breasts underneath it. She had a trim waist and very slender hips, and was wearing a pair of baggy sweatpants.


   


  “Are you part of the exchange program, or just visiting?” he asked.


   


  The girl’s eyes lit up at the question.


   


  “Yeah, the exchange program. I take it you are too?”


   


  “Yep, unfortunately I am,” he replied, smiling. He meant it as a joke, but the truth in his words seemed to almost come back on him.


   


  “Why unfortunately?” asked the girl. “I had to fight tooth and nail just to get a chance at this, I would think you’d be glad to get the experience.”


   


  “It doesn’t sound like Easthaven is really the center of, well, anything,” he said. “Actually, it doesn’t sound like the town has anything to do at all.”


   


  “Well…I’m sure there will be something or another to do for fun,” she said, her eyes beaming at him. “I’m sure we can find something…to past the time.”


   


  There was a spark of chemistry between them, Zack could feel it clearly. He slid further down the railing next to her, and leaned in a little bit.


   


  “I see you had the sense to actually bundle up for the cold,” he said.


   


  “Yeah. You must be feeling it in that sweatshirt, do you want me to help warm you up?” she asked.


   


  Zack opened his mouth slightly, unable to tell entirely whether she was joking or not. As if to enhance his dilemma, the girl slid one of her cloth gloved hands over and ran it across his fingers. He felt his cock begin to get a little excited, even despite the cold.


   


  A large blow horn sounded towards the front of the ship. Zack turned his attention forward and saw that they were pulling into the port. He could see the town behind it, and got a good sense of just how small and rural it was from a single glance.


   


  “Sorry, I have to go grab my luggage from below deck,” said the girl. “But was nice meeting you, uh…”


   


  “Zack,” he said, reaching his hand towards her.


   


  “Alex.” She shook his hand, and then walked over to a stairway near the center of the ship. Zack watched her walk away, noticing the slight, feminine wiggle of her hips with every step. He smiled. Maybe this won’t be so bad after all, he thought to himself.


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 2


   


   


   


  There were only about ten passengers disembarking, including Zack. Alex was a few steps ahead of them as they walked onto the wooden pier, but his attention was drawn to something else. A woman was standing at the edge of the shore next to a car, holding up a sign that read, in big letters, “ZACK HARMEN”.


   


  The exchange program that his school ran operated off an old fashioned model in which each student would be placed in a household with a host family for the duration of their stay. The arrangements were determined without any input from the students, and as such, Zack had no real idea what he was getting into when he signed up.


   


  The woman holding the sign was probably in her mid-thirties and absolutely gorgeous. She had a petite figure, but with large breasts, a thin waist, and curvy hips. She was dressed in a warm looking woman’s overcoat, with a pink scarf wrapped around her neck and a pair of sunglasses on.


   


  He put down one of his bags and waved to her before walking over. Her reaction when she realized who he was involved clapping and hopping up and down slightly, as though she was encountering a lost loved one.


   


  “Hello!” he yelled as he walked up to her. “I’m Zack.”


   


  The woman instantly pulled him into a tight hug, and he dropped his bags in surprise. He hadn’t been sure exactly what to expect on this island, but this was far from it. After a moment, he wrapped his arms around her and returned the embrace, slightly bemused, but enjoying the feeling of her soft breasts against his chest.


   


  “Zack, it’s so nice to meet you,” she said. “I’m Quinn. I’m…I’m going to be your host mother for your stay.”


   


  She let go of him, and flashed a broad smile.


   


  “I’m so excited, I can’t wait to show you the town,” she said. “But where are my manners, you must be exhausted. Hop in and let me take care of these.”


   


  “Oh no, it’s fine, I can-“ Quinn interrupted him, moving to grab his bags.


   


  “Sweetie, please, I insist,” she said. “Let me welcome you onto our little island properly.”


   


  She threw his stuff into the backseat of the car. Zack couldn’t help but admire her butt as she bent over, which seemed to be perfectly toned and just the right size. She quickly turned back to him after loading his bags into the car, and for a moment, he thought she might have caught him.


   


  “Alright, hop in,” she said, walking to the driver’s seat. “The town is small, it’s just a quick drive to my place…or should I say, our place?”


   


  “Okay,” he said. “Thanks Quinn, you are really making me feel welcome.”


   


  “It’s one of my skills.”


   


  She smiled at him, and he climbed into the passenger seat of the car. Quinn started the engine, and pulled the car out of the dock parking lot and onto the road.


   


  “So tell me about yourself, Zack,” she said. “What made you want to take the opportunity to be in the exchange program?”


   


  Zack looked ahead at the town as they drove into it. There were only a few people on the streets. The buildings seemed to be well maintained, for the most part, and it gave the area a very homely feel.


   


  “It was pretty much the only option for me,” said Zack. “My situation back in the states is…complicated, to say the least.”


   


  “You don’t have to tell me, if you don’t want to,” said Quinn. “I have my own household issues to deal with. My husband works in the oil fields, usually for months at a time. We don’t really talk all that much, not anymore.”


   


  Zack wasn’t sure how to respond to her confession. They passed a car in the other lane and it honked. Quinn smiled and waved her fingers on the wheel towards the driver.


   


  “Sorry, I don’t mean to dump all of my baggage on you,” she said. “I guess, part of the reason I agreed to be a host mom was just to have a slightly more active home. That’s terrible, isn’t it?”


   


  “I don’t think so,” said Zack. “Though it is a little, well, different from what I was expecting. Aren’t most host families usually like, an entire family.”


   


  “I fudged a couple of the questions on the application,” said Quinn. “Can you keep it a secret?”


   


  Zack smiled at her.


   


  “Sure.”


   


  They pulled into Quinn’s driveway after another minute. The house was small and seemed to be one of the more recently built ones on the block. The area they were in might have been called the suburbs if it wasn’t for the fact that the city was so small. All of the stores and places of interest were easily within walking distance, and Zack found himself being glad for it.


   


  “Alright, come on in!” said Quinn.


   


  This time, Zack managed to successfully grab and take responsibility for his bags, though he almost had to hip check Quinn out of the way in order to do it. She laughed, and jokingly squeezed one of his muscles.


   


  “Oh wow, are you already trying to show off your guns to me, sweetie?” she said. “Trying to make your host mom proud?”


   


  “Am I that transparent?” said Zack. He caught her eyes for a moment, and saw a flash of something behind them. Quinn coughed, and turned towards the house, walking towards the door and opening it.


   


  “It’s, uh…not locked?” asked Zack. “Is that really safe?”


   


  “You’ve obviously never lived in a small town before,” said Quinn. “I have many things to teach you.”


   


  “Apparently so,” said Zack. Again there was a small, electrically charged pause in their conversation.


   


  “Let me give you a tour!” said Quinn.


   


  The house was essentially a modest cottage. Downstairs, there was a comfortable living room complete with a fireplace, a kitchen/dining room that looked to be filled to the brim with every cooking accessory a person could need, and a bathroom. 


   


  The upstairs had two bedrooms, a bathroom, and a small set of stars that could be pulled down leading to a tiny loft (which Quinn insisted had never been used).They stopped outside of Zack’s room, and he brought his stuff inside.


   


  “You must be exhausted,” said Quinn. “I know this is probably a lot to take in.”


   


  “I’m okay, Mrs. Piper,” he said. “I’m just excited by how different everything is here.”


   


  She followed him into his room and sat down next to him on the bed.


   


  “Please, call me Quinn,” she said. “I’m going to be your host mom for a while. We should get comfortable with each other. Treat me like you’d treat a step mom.”


   


  “Okay, Quinn,” said Zack. “I can manage that.”


   


  There was a moment where neither of them said anything. The cottage was silent, and Zack could hear the gentle rhythm of Quinn’s breathing, and see the rise and fall of her chest.


   


  “I’m glad to have you here, Zack,” she said. “This program is fun for you, but it’s fun for me as well,”


   


  She smiled, and reached her hand over and began gently rubbing his thigh. Zack instantly felt his cock begin to stir in his pants. He knew she meant it as a motherly caress, but something about this woman was getting him incredibly worked up.


   


  “Thanks, Quinn,” said Zack. “I’m sure it will be fun for…both of us…”


   


  Zack’s words trailed off as Quinn continued rubbing. Her hand slid further and further up his thigh, coming closer to dangerous territory. His cock was incredibly excited, and he found himself pushing his hips up ever so slightly in her direction.


   


  “Let me know if you need anything else, tonight,” said Quinn, finally standing up from the bed. “I’ll make you some food before bed.”


   


  “Thanks Quinn,” said Zack. She turned and walked out of the room, and he took a moment to breathe and react to the situation he had been placed in.


   


  




   


   


  CHAPTER 3


   


   


   


  “Wake up. Sweetie,” said Quinn. “It’s time for school.”


   


  The rest of the night had gone by relatively uneventfully. Quinn had made dinner, and on his way to bed Zack had stolen a glance at her wearing a skimpy night robe that showed off all of her major assets, but she hadn’t noticed. He went to bed early and slept easily.


   


  “…What time is it?” asked Zack, half asleep.


   


  “Time for you to get up!” said Quinn.


   


  He opened his eyes and was greeted by the sight of her wearing even less than she had been the night before. Quinn had on a tiny night robe that just barely cut down to her thighs. It was too small for her, and her breasts pushed up clearly against the fabric, giving him a little show as the outline of her nipples poked out.


   


  “It’s your first day at Easthaven high,” she said. “It’s probably a smaller school than what they have back in New York. I hope it’s still good for you.”


   


  Zack realized that he was sporting a terrible case of morning wood. He hunched over as he slid out of bed in an attempt to hide it, but given that he was wearing only a thin pair of boxers, it was somewhat futile.


   


  “Thanks!” he said. “I’ll be downstairs in a minute. I just have to get changed.”


   


  “Alright!” said Quinn. “Zack…I meant what I said last night. I really am genuinely happy that you’re here.”


   


  She stepped towards him, and curled her arms around him in a hug. He hesitated for a moment, embarrassed at his own situation, and then returned the embrace.


   


  “I know, Quinn,” said Zack. His cock pushed forward against her, and he could feel the cloth of her nightgown against his bare chest. 


   


  “I want you to tell me all about your first day,” said Quinn. “I’m your host mom, but that doesn’t mean we can’t be friends, too.”


   


  “I will,” said Zack. She tightened the embrace, and Zack felt his dick push even harder against her stomach. There was no way she didn’t feel it. His cock was on the verge of slipping out of the confines of his boxers, but all he could focus on was how good Quinn’s body felt against his hardness.


   


  “Well, I better go make you some breakfast,” said Quinn. She released him, and then turned and walked out of the room. Zack breathed a sigh of relief, feeling his cock pulse with guilty desire. 


   


  He pulled some clothes out of his suitcase, deciding to wear layers to avoid the mistake he had made the day before, and got dressed. He did feel slightly nervous thinking about the prospect of being at a new school, as a senior in high school. But it was worth it for the escape it had given him.


   


  He stopped by the bathroom to brush his teeth, and then made his way downstairs. Quinn was finishing up a fried egg and some toast. She slid the food onto a plate and brought it over to him. Zack was surprisingly hungry, and he devoured the food in short time.


   


  “Alright, it’s time for me to get going,” he said.


   


  “Have a good day, honey,” Quinn replied. “Any dinner requests for tonight”


   


  “Food,” said Zack. Quinn laughed and rolled her eyes. He stood up, and made his way outside.


   


  One of the upsides to Easthaven being such a small community was that it allowed Zack to walk to school in a doable amount of time. At home, he had been forced to take this bus, and that entailed waking up early to get to the bus stop. He found getting there with his own two legs to be much more convenient.


   


  The school was similar to the town itself, small and old fashioned. He made his way through the front doors, and then after searching up and down a couple of hallways, he found his home room. Everything seemed a little unfamiliar, but the inside of the classroom was almost a carbon copy of what he was used to.


   


  “Hello, come on in,” said the teacher. She was in her mid-thirties, attractive with a slim build, and had a pair of very academic looking glasses on. “You must be Zack, I take it?”


   


  “Yeah, I’m new here,” he said. “With the exchange program.”


   


  “Have a seat,” said the teacher. “My name is Ms. Wade, it’s nice to meet you. We have a couple of other new students today.”


   


  Zack scanned the room, and had his first surprise of the day. Alex was sitting in the front row, smiling at him. He walked over and sat down in the seat next to her.


   


  “Hey,” he said. “Looks like we share a home room.”


   


  “Yeah, looks like it,” she replied. “I’m just happy that there is someone here that I know, even if only a little.”


   


  A couple more students filed into the classroom, laughing and acting like the carefree high school seniors they were. It seemed very similar to what he was used to back home, but different at the same time. Zack pulled out a notebook and watched as Ms. Wade began writing on the blackboard. The first bell rang, and she walked over and closed the door.


   


  “Alright class, the exchange program is under way for the school and we have a couple of new students here. Please try to make them feel welcome,” she said.


   


  There were a couple of laughs from the back of the room, but when Zack looked over his shoulder, they seemed to fade. Ms. Wade continued on.


   


  “We’ll have study hall until second period starts today,” she said. “No talking, whatsoever.”


   


  Zack lazily thumbed through his empty notebook. It didn’t seem like there was really much else to do. He had forgotten to bring a book or anything to occupy himself with, figuring that he wouldn’t need it on his first day. He began to doodle on a piece of paper, and was in the process of zoning out when a unmistakable noise pulled him back to reality.


   


  A loud bang echoed through the halls, followed by a scream, followed by more bangs. Everyone in the room instantly froze. There was silence for a second, and then another series of bangs rang out.


   


  “Those…are gunshots,” he said, almost in a daze.


   


  “Oh my god…” said Ms. Wade. “Everyone, stay in your seats!”


   


  She quickly walked over to the door and peered out into the hallway. Zack could see her visibly shaking, and was amazed by her nerve. Ms. Wade stepped out into the hallway, closed the classroom door, and locked it behind her, and that was when the chaos broke out in the classroom.


   


  Everyone began speaking their terrified minds. Zack looked over to Alex’s seat only to realize that it was empty. She had gone to the bathroom earlier, and hadn’t come back. He felt his heart begin to race as he thought about the terror of being out in the hallway and exposed. 


   


  Slowly, using every ounce of his nerve that he could muster, Zack stood up and walked over to the door.


   


  “Hey, what the fuck are you doing?” cried one of the guys. “Don’t go out there, are you crazy?”


   


  Zack looked back towards the class and saw that most of the eyes in the room were locked onto him. He forced a smile, and then turned the door knob and peaked out into the hall.


   


  “I’m just looking out for a friend,” he said. “I’ll be okay.”


   


  His heart was pounding wildly, seeming to contradict the words as they left his throat. Zack forced himself to step out into the hallway and close the door behind him, feeling all the while like he was signing his own death warrant in the process.


   


   


   


  The Exchange Student: Host Temptation by Anya Merchant


   


  


cover1.jpeg





