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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   It was a Friday night and Billy was walking alone, and on his way home. He was bored and frustrated, just as any teenager would be with nothing to do and no prospects for the weekend. Everybody he passed by on the sidewalk looked happy and excited and it only made Billy feel even more discouraged about his own situation.
 
   He had been planning to spend the evening hanging out at his friend Pete’s house, playing video games and taking a couple of liquor shots to pregame before the two of them would head out to one of the few clubs in town that admitted 18 year olds. The plan was for the two of them to do their very best to have a fun night out, and maybe even dance with some girls. The plan had fallen apart.
 
   Pete had been grounded by his mom that afternoon, after she’d found the half empty bottle of liquid courage that the two of them had prepared for the night. It was cheap vodka, gifted to them by Pete’s older brother, and it had been poured down the drain.
 
   None of this had been shared with Billy ahead of time. The welcome he had received when he arrived at Pete’s house had been accompanied by threats from his friend’s mother to call Billy’s adoptive mom, Melissa. He didn’t stay long, and denied knowing anything about the vodka as he rushed out.
 
   Billy noticed his mom’s car parked in the driveway as he made his way across the lawn and towards the front door. It was just the two of them living in a tiny suburban home, and though his mom did go on the occasional date, none of her boyfriends had ever gotten serious enough for her to introduce them to him.
 
   “Mom, I’m home.” Billy kicked off his shoes and closed the door behind him. Food and ingredients were scattered across the kitchen counter, apparently the stuff that was going to be used to make dinner.
 
   “Billy? What are you doing back this early?” Melissa walked downstairs into the living room, and Billy almost felt like he wanted to avert his eyes as he looked at her.
 
   She was dressed in a white bathrobe that was about a size too small for her. Melissa had an amazing figure, big breasts, a nice butt, and a fit, petite body. Billy had to work overtime not to notice it “in that way”, and it had only gotten harder as he’d become a teenager, gripped by the effects of puberty.
 
   His mom’s robe was slanted open at the top, and her boobs pushed out against it, showing off her cleavage and threatening to show off even more. The robe was short at the bottom, and Billy got the feeling that if she bent over away from him, he would get an open look at her gorgeous butt. Melissa had long blonde hair, but it was currently wrapped up in another towel, freshly showered. 
 
   “It was a bust, mom,” said Billy, scratching his head. “Pete, uh, had to help his mom out with something.”
 
   Melissa bit her bottom lip and crossed her arms.
 
   “Sweetie, I don’t mean to sound like I’m not happy to have you over here, but I’m having someone over tonight.”
 
   A strange mixture of confusion and jealousy began to swirl around in Billy’s chest. His mom was having someone over? Having a guy over? 
 
   “Wait, what?” he asked. “I didn’t think you were seeing anyone right now. Is it… is it serious?”
 
   He wondered why he cared so much, and was reacting so strongly. He had never asked about one of his mom’s boyfriends before, never even met any of them before. It had been clear to Billy from the beginning, since he was adopted as a newborn baby, that he would always be the number one man in his mom’s life.
 
   “No, it’s not,” she said. “The guy is a little weird, in fact. I just feel like, well, like I could use some attention. I invited him over for dinner tonight. I thought you were going to be spending the night at Pete’s.”
 
   Billy reeled back slightly. It was a lot for him to take in, especially the idea of his gorgeous mom, currently standing half naked in front of him, getting all prettied up for a man that she didn’t even like that much. But he was her son, and there were no real grounds for him to object to it on.
 
   “Okay, that’s fine, I guess,” he said. The words came out reluctantly, and his mom could tell.
 
   “Honey, don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll always come first in my heart. Here, come over and give your mommy a hug.”
 
   Billy smiled, feeling like a little kid as he walked over to her. He wasn’t a kid, though, and he couldn’t deny that he was turned on by her, as messed up and terrible as it was. She was his mom, but as he stepped into her embrace and felt her soft, busty body pushing up against him, it took every ounce of his willpower to keep from grinding his cock into her stomach.
 
   “There you go, isn’t that nice?” she whispered, her hot breath tickling his neck. “Nothing’s going to happen with me tonight, except for drinking some wine and playing a couple of rounds of Pretzel.”
 
   Billy felt his cock aching for more. The hug had gone on for longer than it should have, but he didn’t want to break away from his mom. Her body felt damp and a little too warm underneath the robe, and as if they had a mind of his own, his hips pushed his cock in closer to her, sending pleasure flooding through him wildly as his erection made contact.
 
   “Pretzel? You mean that stupid party game, with the mat and the colored dots.”
 
   Melissa nodded, her breasts rubbing against Billy’s chest and pushing further up to his face with the movement.
 
   “It’s fun, Billy,” she said. “I know it sounds weird, or like it would put you in too close of contact with other people, but I like it. We should play sometime.”
 
   Billy’s hands ran down his mom’s back, coming to a rest on her buttocks, despite how ashamed it made him feel. He was barely hiding what he was doing anymore, grinding his cock into his mom like a sex starved beast, desperate to get off.
 
   “You’d play that game with me?” he asked. “But I’m your-“
 
   “You’re my son,” Melissa answered, cutting him off. “My big, strong, son. I think we’d have a lot of fun playing the game together.”
 
   The two of them were silent for a couple of seconds, but their bodies were conversing in another language. Billy’s inner voice was screaming out in his head for him to pull back, but his cock was in control, and he was busy pushing it into his mom’s abdomen, recklessly grinding against her and savoring the pleasure.
 
   His mom was rubbing her cheek against his neck, and the way she pushed her breasts upward did not appear to be accidental. Billy could see so much of the exposed cleavage of her breasts, and both of them were threatening to pop out even more, and give him a flash of illicit nipple.
 
   “Sweetie, I need to finish getting ready,” said his mom. She made no move to pull away from him, and Billy continued dry humping her, making only the barest attempt to hide what he was doing.
 
   “Of course, mom,” he said. “I have something that I need to finish, too.”
 
   He wanted to push her up against the wall and strip the tiny robe she was wearing off of her, but he couldn’t. The thought made him feel almost sick to his stomach with shame and guilt, and suddenly, he was back in control of himself. He stepped away from his mom, hunching over awkwardly to hide the massive boner pushing out against his pants, and avoided her eyes. 
 
   Melissa cleared her throat.
 
   “Okay,” she said. “So my date should be here around eight.”
 
   “Yeah, okay,” said Billy. “I’ll see if I can find another one of my friends to hang out with.”
 
   “Okay then,” said his mom.
 
   “Alright,” he replied.
 
   Their eyes met again, and the two of them stared at each other for a tense, silent moment. The air felt pregnant with possibility. Billy wanted to do something, but his mind wouldn’t let him acknowledge exactly what it was. Finally, Melissa turned away and headed back upstairs.
 
   He stood alone in the kitchen for a minute more. His cock ached for attention and release, but something in his heart made him feel as though giving in to his need would be the ultimate betrayal of… something. It was better for him and his psyche if he just pretended like he wasn’t rock hard, more turned on than he had ever been in his life, and went on with his night.
 
   Billy took a deep breath, and then headed upstairs, slamming the door to his room shut behind him without really meaning to.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Try as he might, Billy could not find a single one of his friends to hang out with for the night. Everyone had either already made plans, or wasn’t picking up their phone, or just plain brushed him off.
 
   Billy sat in front of his computer, disappointed and frustrated by his predicament. Without really meaning to, he ended up clicking over to one of his favorite porn sites, an open forum where amateur nude photos of women were the bread and butter.
 
   He clicked on a promising looking link, and gawked at the screen as he clicked through a photoset of an insanely attractive woman around his mom’s age. She slowly stripped her clothes off, photo by photo, giving him a slow, still striptease, and exciting Billy’s cock into a state of rock hardness.
 
   “Have you had any luck?” “The door swung open, and his mom stepped in through it. Billy only just barely had enough time to click to a different tab.
 
   “Sorry mom, I…” He trailed off in midsentence as he stared at her. Melissa was wearing a tiny black mini skirt that her butt was threatening to pop right out of. The blouse she had on was cut low in the front, and he could clearly see her breasts pushed together underneath it.
 
   She looked a lot like the woman in the photos, and possibly even better than her. Billy felt incredibly weird acknowledging it, but his mom was a hottie. He tried to push thoughts of how her date would react to seeing her out of his mind, feeling a strange sort of jealousy that was totally inappropriate for a boy to have over his mother.
 
   “Honey, it’s no big deal if you want to just hang out in your room while we’re downstairs.” Melissa walked over and leaned forward towards him, so her eyes were on the same level as his in the chair. Billy spread his legs open without really thinking about it, pointing his hard shaft in her direction and feeling more aroused than he ever had before in his life.
 
   “No mom, I’ll figure something out,” he said. “Don’t worry.”
 
   Melissa’s phone rang, and she stepped back into the hallway. Billy overheard her side of the conversation without really meaning to.
 
   “What? Okay…” She sounded a little disappointed, and listened to whoever was on the other side of the line explain something. “If it’s that serious, I totally understand. We can do this another time. Okay, I will, you too. Bye.”
 
   Billy watched as his mother walked back into his room, frowning.
 
   “That was my date,” she said. “His daughter got into a minor car accident.”
 
   “So he can’t make it?” Billy tried to not sound overly pleased as he asked. His mom nodded.
 
   “Nope,” she said. “I guess it’s just me, a glass of wine, and a good book for tonight.”
 
   Billy smiled at her.
 
   “How about I be your date for the night?” The instant the words had left his mouth, he began to feel embarrassed, and a little uncomfortable. “Sorry! That came out wrong! I mean, neither of us has anything planned, we should at least try to make the best of it, right?”
 
   Melissa looked at him carefully for a moment, one of her eyebrows raised.
 
   “Can we still play Pretzel?” she asked.
 
   Billy laughed and nodded.
 
   “Sure,” he said. “I mean, as long as you don’t find it too weird.”
 
   Melissa favored him with a mock glare, and then reached her hand out and pinched his cheek.
 
   “The game is family friendly, Billy,” she said. “And besides, it’s like you said. It’s going to be a boring night if we don’t find something to do.”
 
   The two of them ate a quick dinner in front of the TV. Billy caught himself staring at his mom a couple of times throughout it, his lower half having a reaction to her that was totally uncalled for and inappropriate. The photos of the naked older woman he’d seen before were still fresh in his mind, and he couldn’t help but wonder at his mom’s outfit, practically oozing with sex appeal.
 
   Melissa brought both of their plates into the kitchen and returned with an unopened bottle of wine. Billy did a double take when he saw her pouring them each a glass.
 
   “You’re letting me drink wine tonight, mom?” he asked, in disbelief.
 
   “Well, it’s like you said, you are my date.” His mom smiled playfully at him, and Billy felt his cheeks turn bright red. “Here you go, honey. Drink it slow, because you’re only getting one glass.”
 
   Several glasses of wine later, the two of them were laughing and rolling out the mat for the Pretzel game. Billy felt silly, and couldn’t stop himself from grinning at the ridiculousness of the situation. He was having fun, and from the looks of it, so was his mom.
 
   “You know, this has been one of the best dates I’ve had in a very long time.” She had a flirty, mischievous look in her eyes, and noticing it made Billy feel a little uncomfortable.
 
   “Mom, stop it,” he said. “I’m your son, and this is not a date.”
 
   “I’m just teasing you!” Melissa teasingly pushed his shoulder, her blouse billowing open slightly as she did and giving him a flash of her cleavage. Billy didn’t say anything, and there was a tense, loaded silence for a moment.
 
   “If we’re going to play the game, we should get started,” he said.
 
   “Yeah, let’s do it.” Melissa was laughing as she spoke, and she flicked a couple of strands of hair out of her face and smiled at her son. “Alright, we’ll have to keep the spinner close. Otherwise, the game isn’t going to work.”
 
   “Okay mom,” said Billy. “You’re going to have to lead, because I’ve never played it before.”
 
   “You’ll pick up the rules fast.” Melissa smiled at him, and then ruffled his hair. “You spin the two spinners, and then have to put your either your foot and hand on one of the colors, depending on what you land on.”
 
   “Sounds easy enough,” said Billy. His mom was still wearing her tiny black skirt, and the flirty blouse, and it was impossible for him to not notice as they moved into position for the game.
 
   “I’ll go first.” His mom spun the spinners, and they came to a rest on ‘right hand’ and ‘blue’. She walked over to the mat and slowly leaned down, setting her hand onto one of the blue dots.
 
   “I guess it’s my turn, then?” Billy was staring at his mom’s boobs, which were threatening to pop right out of the tight blouse she was wearing. He felt a little ashamed for being so turned on by her, but she didn’t look as though she noticed.
 
   “Yeah, go ahead, sweetie,” said Melissa. “See what you get.”
 
   Billy spun the two spinners, which came to a rest on ‘left foot’ and ‘yellow’.
 
   “I guess that’s easy enough,” he said, walking over to the mat. He set his foot down on a yellow dot, which positioned him right in front of his mom, her head about a half foot away from his crotch.
 
   “Oh, just wait,” she said. “It will get interesting as we get further into it.”
 
   She spun again, this time getting ‘left foot’ and ‘red’.  Melissa had to shift her body around and then set her foot down in order to keep on the blue dot and the red one at the same time.
 
   “Mom, this is a piece of cake,” said Billy. “Are you sure this game even works with two people?”
 
   “If you’re worried about me beating you, why not just admit it, Billy?” joked Melissa. Billy responded by reaching his hand out and tickling one of her arms. His mom swatted his hand away, her fingers grazing across his crotch as she did.
 
   “You’re going down mom,” he said. “My turn.”
 
   This time, Billy had to set his left hand down on one of the green dots, which were on the other side of the mat. The only way for him to do it entailed leaning over his mom, and coming dangerously close to being in contact with her. He could feel the heat of her body underneath him.
 
   “Now is it easy, honey?” Melissa pushed her butt up into his crotch as she spoke, catching him off guard. “Sure you don’t want to give up?”
 
   “It’s your turn, hurry up and spin.” Billy felt his mom’s soft butt pushed into him, and desperately wanted her to land on a dot that would shift her out of the precarious position.
 
   Instead, Melissa ended up having to put her right hand on yellow, which meant twisting so that she was in even closer contact with her son. Billy felt her butt grinding into him, and was embarrassed to find that his cock was responding to it eagerly.
 
   “Mom, how long does the game go on for?” he whispered. She shifted a little before answering, as though intentionally torturing him, and Billy’s rod ached with an intense need for release.
 
   “Until one of us gives up, or falls onto the mat,” she whispered.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   It was Billy’s turn to spin. The very act of reaching for the spinner forced him into even closer contact with his mom. She giggled as Billy’s hand glided across her chest, either not realizing or not caring about how much of an embarrassing struggle it was for him to keep himself in check.
 
   “Alright… Left hand, Blue?” Billy looked at the mat. The only way for him to get his left hand on any of the blue dots was to push even harder up against her. 
 
   “Are you going to try it, sweetie, or do you give up?” The smile on Melissa’s face enraged Billy a little, as though to her, winning the game meant a lot. He’d always known her to be a rather competitive woman, and had inherited a competitive streak from her, himself.
 
   “I can do it!” he said, moving into position. His cock was aching against the fabric of his pants, and it slid right in between his mom’s thighs. Her skirt was tiny, and he could feel the heat coming off her bare flesh. It felt amazing, so good that he felt a little sick knowing that it was his mother pressed up against him.
 
   “I guess it’s my turn now, isn’t it sweetie?” Melissa’s butt jiggled slightly as she spoke, sending intense pleasure shooting through Billy’s rod. He couldn’t resist lifting one of his hands up to his mom’s waist and pulling her closer against him, feeling guilty, but so turned on that it was impossible to stop himself.
 
   “Mmm, yeah, it’s your turn, mom,” said Billy. He had foregone trying to hide what he was doing, pushing his crotch against his mom and slowly dry humping her. Melissa was giggling, and sounded like she thought it was the funniest thing in the world.
 
   “Hey, holding onto me for support is cheating, young man!” She let out a small squeal as Billy let his hand grab onto her big, soft breast.
 
   “Mom…” he whispered. Billy had no idea what he was doing, but she wasn’t stopping him, and his hormones were overpowering any sense of logic or reason that he had left.
 
   “Billy, I’m serious!” laughed his mother. “I think you’re confused on the rules.”
 
   He lifted his other hand off the mat and grabbed both of her breasts, kneading them and pushing them together as he dry fucked her from behind. Melissa leaned back a little bit and let out a soft moan as the two of them grinded on each other like horny teenagers at a dimly lit school dance.
 
   “Ooh, Billy,” whispered Melissa. She didn’t say anything for several seconds after that, but Billy knew exactly what she was thinking.
 
   He was rubbing his package against her panty covered cunt, and groping at her breasts in a manner that would have been unseemly even if he hadn’t been her son. The two of them were as close to having sex as two people could get with their clothes on, and it felt amazing.
 
   “Mom!” Billy cried out, both in shame and in pleasure. They were not playing a game anymore, and he needed release. He pushed his mom’s upper body down to the ground and grabbed her tightly by the hips, rubbing his dick into her ass and pussy as though it was the only thing that mattered.
 
   “Sweetie… hold on,” whispered Melissa, coming to her senses. “Wait, Billy! I’m your mother!”
 
   Her words only spurred him on further. He let one of his hands slide up her shirt and grope at her breast, feeling the soft flesh underneath his fingers and becoming even more aroused. A voice was screaming in the back of his head for him to stop, for him to get away from her and end the situation before it got any worse.
 
   Billy didn’t listen to it. He couldn’t listen to it. His mom’s body was so hot, hotter than any woman’s body that he’d ever seen before, and she was dressed like a dirty, eager, slut. He banged his crotch forward against her, almost hard enough to hurt his hip bone, and felt his cock flood with pleasure.
 
   “Billy!” Melissa whipped around, falling onto the game mat with her legs spread, and boobs pushed forward erotically. Billy couldn’t stop himself from climbing on top of her, kissing her neck, and thrusting up against her.
 
   “Oh god mom, you’re so…” He trailed off as a bit of reality began to float back into his awareness. She was his mother, and he was doing something that was so terribly wrong.
 
   “Billy…” Melissa licked her lips, looking right into her son’s eyes as he begin to blush and feel the shame that had been hovering on the horizon. She pulled his face down to her breasts, and tried to hug him as though he was still a young boy.
 
   “It’s okay sweetie, you just got a little…” She spoke softly, as though she was trying to rock him to sleep. “A little carried away.”
 
   “Mom…” Billy slowly pulled his head up from her breasts, a tense, loaded moment hanging on the air, and then leaned in to kiss her.
 
   Melissa tried to turn away, but his lips met hers before she could. She kissed him back, not as a lover, but as a mother.
 
   Billy couldn’t stop his hands from drifting back to her breasts. He began to grope at them again, and his hips reawakened and pushed his package against her. His mom turned around, and he wasn’t sure if she was trying to end the embrace, or just letting him take her from another angle.
 
   “Billy…” she whispered. His hands slid up her stomach and groped at her breasts, and then his cock began to grind against her butt.
 
   The voice was even louder inside his head. He was about to make a big mistake, possibly the biggest in his life. Even as Billy felt a strange mixture of desire and dread, his hands went to work, unzipping his pants and sliding them off of him.
 
   His cock poked out of his boxers without needing to be asked, and for a moment he had a strange thought about what his mom would think if she saw it. His mom, the woman he was grinding against, the sexy, gorgeous woman whose body was pressed against his.
 
   Billy reached his hands around and roughly began pulling her blouse open. Melissa let out an odd sounding moan, half pleasure and half disbelief. He fumbled for a moment before realizing that there was no way for him to get her shirt and bra off from that angle, and instead just pulled them down far enough so her tits could hang free.
 
   “Oh god, Billy!” His mother’s voice was almost unrecognizable to him. He could still hear the intense love that she had for him in it, but there was so much more, so much conflict and so much confusion.
 
   “Mom, I, I can’t stop!” Billy wondered if there was any way for her to understand, or if he even understood it himself. She was his mom, and he wanted her to love him, and be proud of him. She was his mom, the ultimate MILF, and a woman who could be a playboy centerfold if she had the desire.
 
   She was his mom, and even though it made him feel more guilt and shame than he had ever suspected a single person could harbor, he couldn’t stop what happened next. Billy leaned her forward, and then, sliding his dick underneath her tiny black skirt and slipping her panties to the side, he pushed his cock forward, inside of her.
 
   “Oh…” whispered Melissa. “Oh!”
 
   Billy felt her, so warm and wet, and so ready, and couldn’t believe it himself. He wasn’t really fucking his own mother… was he? He promised himself that it wasn’t the case, that it couldn’t be the case. And then he began to move.
 
   “Mom,” Billy whispered, as he pumped his dick inside her for the very first time. “I, I don’t know what’s happening.”
 
   “It’s okay, sweetie,” said Melissa. “Just… step back. This is all just an accident.”
 
   “Yeah, oh man, yeah,” moaned Billy. She was right. He needed to just back away from her, and everything would be fine. And he told himself that he would, after just a couple more thrusts.
 
   “Oh, Billy,” moaned his mother. “Oh god!” 
 
   She was leaned forward, and appeared to be shuddering in time with his thrusts. Billy grabbed at her tits again, now naked and so soft and warm under his fingers, and pumped into her harder.
 
   “Oh mom, you feel so…” Billy was so confused, and as the situation came into focus, a pit formed in his stomach. “Mom, oh god, I’m sorry!”
 
   He finally managed to pull back, and Melissa slipped away, lying down on the mat and facing him with her legs spread. Her breasts were pushed up by her bra and blouse underneath, both of them dotted with perfect pink nipples, and her cunt called out to him and his cock.
 
   “Billy,” his mom whispered.
 
   He moved forward and was on her again, pushing his cock deep inside her cunt and letting out a loud moan as the pleasure exploded inside his body.
 
   “Oh god!” Billy was fully aware of what he was doing this time, and every thrust into his mother intensified both his pleasure and his pain. It was painful to think of how the two of them would go on after what he’d done, how he’d be able to look her in the eyes and not think about how good it felt to jam his cock into her, to take her as a man takes a woman.
 
   “Honey!” Melissa’s face was flushed red with illicit, taboo pleasure. She cupped Billy’s cheek in her hand, the same way she had so many times throughout his childhood and life. Billy slammed into her, their bodies slapping together and sounding out the rhythm of sex.
 
   Billy was overtaken by an intensely primal, basic instinct. He had to cum, and it had to be inside of her. Even though she was his mother, the woman that had raised him, and even though she was staring into his eyes with the same look that she’d given him back when he’d gotten a bad grade on a test or forgotten to do his chores, he had to cum inside her.
 
   “Mom!” Billy felt himself reach his absolute limit. He buried his face in her tits as his cock began to unload, spraying hot, sticky cum deep inside her cunt and dampening the game mat underneath them.
 
   Seconds passed by, and Billy felt as though he was in a blissful, erotic heaven. Slowly, he came back to reality in small flashes and realized that he was no longer on top of his mom, and she was no longer naked. 
 
   His pants had been pulled up, and his mom had fixed her blouse. She was cradling her head on his lap and running her hand through his hair. Billy felt his cheeks heat up and scrunched his eyes closed, not wanting to face the mess that he had made.
 
   “It’s okay, sweetie,” whispered his mom. “It’s okay. You just had an accident.”
 
   “Mom, I’m so sorry!” Billy almost felt like he wanted to cry, or throw up. He took a deep breath, and after seeing the look of understanding in his mom’s eyes, managed to relax slightly.
 
   “It’s fine,” she said. “It was my idea to play this game. I just didn’t realize…”
 
   She trailed off, and then returned to running her hand through his hair.
 
   “We won’t ever talk about this, Billy,” she said. “We’ll just go back to normal. I’m your mom, and you’re my son. It might take some work, but that’s just what we have to do.”
 
   “I’m sorry mom,” he said. She was smiling at him.
 
   “It’s okay, baby,” she whispered. “I love you so much.”
 
   “I love you too, mom.” Billy sat up and hugged her, and felt her soft, sexy body against his chest. 
 
   He wasn’t at all sure that they could go back to normal. In fact, he was almost sure that they couldn’t.
 
    
 
   END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM FORBIDDEN FIRE
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   It was the summer, and it was hot. Kevin awoke slowly in his bed, with little more than a thin sheet and a pair of boxer briefs covering his naked body. He opened his eyes, and looked over towards the door, where Jessica, his adoptive mother, was standing.
 
   “You know if you kept your door open during the night, the air conditioning would take care of the temperature in your room for you,” she said, smiling. “Unless sleeping half naked is just the newest fad for teenage boys.”
 
   Kevin smiled at her, and slowly began to pull himself out of bed. His mom was wearing a thin night gown that only just barely went down to her mid thighs. She was a petite woman, with big breasts, long luxurious hair, coupled with a nice butt, and a good natured aloofness that Kevin had cherished for as long as he could remember.
 
   “It’s not yet, but hey, who knows what the future might hold?” Kevin stretched his arms into the air and let out a yawn.
 
   “And on top of that, it’s almost 10,” said Jess. “I have an excuse, today’s my day off. What about you?”
 
   Kevin could tell from the expression on his mom’s face and the way her arms were comfortably folded across her chest that she was just teasing him. Jessica enjoyed his company, and was often almost desperate for his attention when she had free time away from the hospital where she worked. And lately, Kevin had been having a lot more of it to give to her.
 
   “Well, it’s not exactly like I have anywhere to be,” he said. “Not until I head back to school in the fall, at least.”
 
   “Most 19 year olds are ready and eager to work summer jobs, you know.” Jess moved closer to her son, leaning over him as he sat on the edge of his bed and inadvertently positioning her chest in a way that drew his eyes to her cleavage as though it had been traced with a highlighter.
 
   “Yeah, well I guess I’m lazier than most 19 year olds.” Kevin rolled his eyes at his mom. The truth of it was that there just weren’t very many jobs available in or around the town of Chaseville, especially not for a college student that would be taking off again in the fall.
 
   His mom relented, and smiled at him as she stepped closer. Kevin was fully aware that she didn’t really mean any of what she was saying. Jess had never been a strict parent, and had kept his behavior in line with incentives and encouragement throughout his childhood.
 
   She was the only mom that Kevin had ever known. His biological mother had died during childbirth, and Jessica, the sweet, sensitive 19 year old with a heart of gold, had been in the room when it had happened. She’d been a volunteer there, and had risen through the ranks after going to med school, eventually landing a job as a nurse practitioner.
 
   Something about Kevin and his situation, abandoned within minutes of experiencing the world for the first time, had resonated with her. It was a match that almost felt as though it was destined to be, and she’d done such a good job of raising him that Kevin had never even considered that there could be any alternatives.
 
    “Oh sweetie,” she said. “As long as you take care of your chores, you can wake up whenever you please. I’m just concerned about you, that’s all.”
 
   Jess set her hand down on her son’s thigh. Kevin felt the vibe of the room intensify as his fingers made contact. He swallowed, and looked over at his mom, doing everything in his power to see her as the caring, loving parent that she was, instead of the sexy seductive older woman that was the masturbatory fantasy of all the teenage boys in the neighborhood.
 
   “You don’t need to be, mom,” he said. “I’m fine. In two months, I’ll be off to school again, and as overworked and stressed out as ever.”
 
   Jessica smiled at him.
 
   “My sweet baby boy, you’re growing up so fast.” She leaned in to give him a kiss on the cheek, moving slower than she should have. As her body drew in close to his, Kevin could feel the heat resonating off it, and smell the leftover scent of the perfume she’d worn the day before. It was so familiar, but it made him feel very strange, and excited.
 
   “Uh, anyway, I should probably start getting dressed.” Kevin stood up abruptly, feeling his cock beginning to fill with blood. It made him feel dirty and guilty, and he wanted to get his mom out of the room before she had a chance to notice.
 
   “Okay, sweetheart,” she said. “I’ll have breakfast ready for you in a couple of minutes.
 
   She smiled at him, her eyes full of love and tenderness, and then reached her arms out and gently pulled him into a hug. Kevin let his own hands wrap around her back. The feeling her body and big, soft breasts against him was absolute torture, torture of a form that managed to put terribly naughty ideas into his head.
 
   “I love you, Kevin,” whispered his mom. Her words landed on his neck, tickling the hairs on his skin and making him wonder what it would feel like to have a kiss in their place.
 
   “I love you too, mom,” said Kevin. It took all of the willpower and control he could from throwing her down on the bed, and when the two of them finally parted, he was ashamed and embarrassed to see that he had an erection poking out against the fabric of his boxers. His mom either didn’t notice, or was polite enough to keep her attention up and away from it.
 
   “I’ll see you downstairs.” Jessica turned and left the room, and Kevin closed the door behind her. 
 
   His heart was beating fast, and there was a strange, heavy emotion in his stomach. It had been like this since he’d entered puberty, and he didn’t understand why. The obvious answer was to attribute his sexual excitement to his mom’s beauty, her super model caliber smile and perfect curves.
 
   Kevin tried not to think about his body’s own physical reaction to seeing her, and having her so close to him, and when he did have to, he assumed it was just because of that. It was because all of the men around Jessica wanted her, it had to be. For his entire life, she had been chaste, never once bringing a single boyfriend or lover home to meet him.
 
   He tried not to think about how close their relationship had always been, and how dependent on each other they had grown. He tried not to think about how many times thoughts of her had entered his head while he was thinking about, and sometimes engaging with, other women.
 
   Instead, Kevin walked over to his dresser and began pulling out clothes. The dorms had been cleared out for maintenance over the summer, and he had all of his stuff back home with him. Life felt a lot like it had back when he’d been in high school, except with even more free time and even less to distract him. But his mom was still there, and in her, was the ultimate forbidden distraction. He shook his head, and tried to clear his thoughts.
 
   He pulled on a pair of shorts and a tank top, and then headed out into the hall. The house that he and his mom shared was a small, a tiny two bedroom abode with a rustic feel in the middle of a suburban, family friendly neighborhood where most of the other places dwarfed it in size.
 
   The living room was clean, as usual. Despite being a single mom, Jessica was an accomplished housekeeper, and worked to fulfill all of the roles and needs of a parent, without complaint. Kevin did his part, helping out with shopping and yard work while he was back home, and being both the man and the muscle of the house.
 
   The smell of frying eggs and toast filled the room. Kevin walked over to the couch and sat down on it, turning on the TV and flicking through channels absent mindedly. As he passed by the local news, a large, eye catching announcement banner running across the bottom of the screen caught his attention.
 
   “We’ll bring you more updates as we get more information on the situation.” An attractive woman stood holding a microphone in front of the Dreis Building, the only large business complex in Chaseville. “I’ve been told that emergency administration personnel are appealing to other local municipalities for firefighting assistance. The firefighters of the local department have-“
 
   “What are you watching?” Jessica stepped into the living room, still wearing the tiny night gown she had woken up in, and looking almost like a newly ordained housewife. Kevin gestured for her to be quiet.
 
   “Several of the nearby buildings and houses have been evacuated. With most of the fire department still not on the scene, the outcome here seems dire. Again, we will bring you more updates as we get more information.”
 
   Kevin looked away from his screen and towards the window. He could see smoke on the horizon in the direction of the fire, high enough to give the town’s miniscule skyline a very ominous look. Jessica walked over to the couch, picked up the remote, and turned down the volume.
 
   “I know what you’re thinking, Kevin, but I’m sure the fire fighters and police will take care of it.”
 
   It was as though she had read his mind, but Kevin wasn’t surprised. He and his mom had a close enough relationship that often, one of them could guess what the other was thinking. And at the moment, he was very concerned for the safety of the people in the building on the TV. He took the remote from his mom and turned the volume back up.
 
   “…source inside the department has told us that many of the Chaseville’s firefighting volunteers have abandoned their duty. We can’t speculate on just why this might be, but if you look at the fire, you can see that it certainly is beginning to get out of hand.”
 
   A fire engine hurtled by in the street behind the reporter. Kevin got a glimpse of the driver, an attractive older woman, and noticed that it appeared like she was the only person on the truck. He felt his heart start knocking against the inside of his chest and stood up slowly from the couch, feeling as though he didn’t have a choice in what he was about to do.
 
   “Kevin! Sit down!” Jessica moved to block him off as he started for the door. Kevin shook his head at his mom, and tried to slide by her. She put her hands on his chest and pushed herself up against him, her soft tits competing against his moral compass for attention.
 
   “Come on sweetie, I know you want to help, but there is nothing that you can do.” His mom looked into his eyes and spoke softly, pushing her body against him in what was meant to be a hug, but ended up as an embrace. “Just stay here. The situation will be under control soon, and it’s safe here. We can curl up on the couch… and watch a movie…”
 
   Kevin felt torn between his mom’s suggestion and what he knew that he had to do. His cock pushed up against his shorts, responding to the tenderness of his mom’s body against his. He wanted to do exactly what she was suggesting, badly. But he also felt like he couldn’t look away from the images on the screen, the burning building, and the disaster that awaited the houses next to it.
 
   “Mom, I’m sorry, I don’t have a choice!” Kevin leaned in to kiss his mom on the cheek. Jessica turned her face at the last second, and Kevin felt his lips meet hers, sending an illicit electric tingle vibrating through the rest of his body.
 
   He pulled away slowly, and felt his mom caress his cheek. She forced a smile, and then slowly nodded.
 
   “Be careful, sweetie,” she said. “I’ll be waiting for you. Don’t do anything stupid.”
 
   Kevin nodded, and then rushed by her, out the door.
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