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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The woman slowly brought her face in closer to Tim’s cock. He knew that he was dreaming, and it was the same dream that had been a reoccurring feature of his life for the past several months. He knew what came next, but that didn’t make it any less pleasurable and intensely arousing when the woman slowly brought her lips up to the head of his cock and gave it a closed lipped, almost chaste, kiss.
 
   She smiled at him, and then said something that he couldn’t make out. Her face was impossible for Tim to discern any of the details of, but somehow, he was fully convinced that she was the most attractive woman, by far, that he had ever seen before.
 
   He watched as she lowered her head deeper into his crotch and then began to kiss his cock more, up from the very base of his shaft to the tip. She rubbed one of her soft and warm hands up the length of it, and then slowly brought his member into her moist, hot mouth.
 
   Tim let out a groan, and felt pleasure overtake him in a way that was more intense than anything he had ever experienced before. The woman was licking, sucking, and slurping like a pro, and as he stared down at her face in a fog of ecstasy, he realized with a shock that it was…
 
   “Wake up, honey!” 
 
   Tim opened his eyes, feeling his erection ache with a need to cum that seemed to take priority over everything else. He had slept in his boxers, but somehow his cock had come free and slipped out through the flap in the middle of the night, and was now poking up jauntily, tenting his sheets in an almost comical manner.
 
   He wished more than anything that he could go back to sleep, and as he felt a hand begin to rub his thigh, he thought for a second that he might already be. His eyes were still open, though, staring at the ceiling, and as he turned and looked up towards the end of his bed, he saw his step mom, Deborah, sitting there smiling at him.
 
   Deborah had entered Tim and his father’s lives after the death of his biological mom shortly after his birth. She was the only mother he had ever known, and had been there to guide him all throughout his life with care and love. Deborah was in her mid-thirties, and even looked a little like Tim, which made her an incredibly natural fit as a parent.
 
   “Mom…” said Tim. He wiped the sleep out of his eyes and tried to focus on her. “What are you doing in my room?”
 
   Deborah seemed to have only just woken up, as well. She was wearing a thin nightie that hung tightly against her petite frame, showing off her large breasts and nipples, and even giving him a glimpse of her perfect hips and luscious legs. Tim felt his cheeks redden slightly as he looked at her. 
 
   It was something he was used to, and hated. Deborah was his mom, but Tim had always found her to be dangerously attractive, like some kind of forbidden sex goddess. Whether it was due to them not being blood related, or his own perversions, he had no idea. All that he did know was that it made him incredibly uncomfortable and ashamed to think about her in such an illicit context, though often he couldn’t stop himself.
 
   “I’m sorry sweetie, I just couldn’t wait to tell you,” she said. “I figured you could use some good news after your exams, even if it meant waking you up early on a Saturday morning.”
 
   Tim was a senior in high school, and for the past few weeks, he had been busy taking some of the most serious and draining exams of his entire academic career. All of his free time had gone to studying, and he had lost out on being able to take time to himself, a fact that had left him frustrated in more ways than one.
 
   “Good news? What do you mean?”
 
   Deborah was beaming at him, and rubbed her hand further along his thigh. Tim found himself wishing that she wouldn’t, and conflictingly, wishing that her hand would continue along, all the way up to his crotch. His cock was primed from his almost realized wet dream, and he felt like the slightest touch of her fingers might be enough for him to lose it.
 
   “Remember that new resort that’s opening up outside of town? I entered a contest for it a while back…” Deborah brushed a strand of hair out of her face, seeming immaculately pleased with herself.
 
   “Yeah, I remember,” said Tim. “I thought you said you lost though.”
 
   “I did. But somebody else dropped out, and they decided to redraw a name, and mine came up!” Deborah rubbed his thigh more excitedly, and Tim had to stifle a moan, feeling almost at the point of wanting to grab his own cock and finish right then and there.
 
   “That’s great, mom,” he said. “When is it for?”
 
   “It’s for today, sweetie, and I have two tickets…”
 
   Tim understood what she was getting at immediately. His father had been out of town for a business trip that weekend. If his mom had two tickets to the resort, the only way to take full advantage of them and not let one go to waste would be…
 
   “Are you serious, mom?” he asked. “Can’t you get one of your female friends to go with you?”
 
   “It’s a couples retreat, sweetie,” she said. “It would be weird…”
 
   “And going with your son is less strange?”
 
   “Oh please, don’t be like that,” said Deborah. “I just want you to be my date for the weekend, it’ll be fun. Don’t you want to be mommy’s date for the weekend, sweetie?”
 
   Tim did, he really, really did. But to actually say it out loud would be for him to give too much ground to the crazy, disgusting fantasies that he already had to work overtime to keep contained, even though it was clear to him that his mom meant it in a platonic sense.
 
   “I mean…I guess,” he finally said. “When do we leave?”
 
   “As soon as you can get your stuff packed!” Deborah jumped further onto Tim’s bed and wrapped him into a hug, straddling him in the process. “Thank you sweetie, this means the world to me!”
 
   “Oh, mom, jeez!” He focused on his breathing, and did everything he could to get his mind off the fact that his cock had nestled itself against his mom’s soft folds. Tim realized, a little shockingly, that she wasn’t wearing any panties. The only thing keeping him from burying his hard rod into his mom’s cunt was a very thin, almost insubstantial sheet.
 
   “I’m going to go get changed, sweetie,” said Deborah.  “And I’ll make us breakfast to take on the road. Hurry! Be as quick as you can. If you’re going to come I’m going to need you to come quick!”
 
   “Oh yeah mom, I will,” replied Tim.
 
   He couldn’t resist grinding his hips forward, teasing his cock in a way that was far too dangerous for the situation. His mom’s breasts were pushed against his chest, and they were so soft and heavenly that Tim almost did feel as though he was still asleep.
 
   Finally, Deborah moved off her son, and skipped out of the room girlishly. Tim took a minute to let his dick soften out and relax, but it didn’t seem to want to happen. Finally, he gave up, and started packing. He found himself looking forward to the trip and dreading what might happen at the same time. Either way, it was sure to be an interesting experience.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   After packing all of their stuff for the weekend into the back of the family minivan, Tim and his mom set off for the resort. It was across town, about a half hour drive from their suburban neighborhood, and Tim did his best to keep his mind in safe places for the duration.
 
   “So I hear that they have massage services,” said Deborah. “And a sauna! This is going to be amazing, Tim. I’m glad that you were able to come with me.”
 
   “No problem mom, thanks for inviting me.”
 
   Deborah reached her hand over and tousled her son’s hair. Tim smiled back at her, but his mind was filled with thoughts less pure. Deborah was wearing a low cut blouse, and every bump that the van went over made her breasts bounce and jiggle in a way that was incredibly compelling to Tim’s lower half.
 
   They pulled up the driveway into the parking lot of the resort, and Tim was a little taken aback by the size of the place. It looked regal, a place expensive enough to be slightly intimidating. There were only four or five cars parked outside, which seemed like an insignificant number compared to how many open spaces there were.
 
   His mom parked the car, and Tim climbed out and pulled his bag out of the backseat. Deborah was humming a tune happily, and he recognized it as one that he’d heard many times over the course of his childhood.
 
   “Sweetie, I mentioned this before, but remember, the contest was for one couple’s pass to the resort for the preopening weekend.” Deborah’s voice was serious, and a little embarrassed. Tim felt the same way, and he looked at his mom as though to plead to her for another option.
 
   “Are you…are you saying that we have to pretend to be…a couple?” he asked her, having to all but force the words out.
 
   “Oh, relax, it won’t be that hard,” replied Deborah. “You’ve met my friend Karen before, right?”
 
   Karen was one Deborah’s recently divorced friends, and next to his mom, she was probably the most attractive older woman in the neighborhood.
 
   “Yeah, what about it?”
 
   “She’s dating a young man in college, almost the same age as her son,” said Deborah. “The things she’s told me about him, sweetie I love your father, but it makes my mind run wild with naughty ideas…”
 
   As Deborah spoke, she stepped closer to her son and linked her arm around his. Tim felt his cock stirring in his pants. The two of them walked in through the front door, arm in arm, and then Tim saw something that only seemed to add to his excitement and horniness.
 
   “Hello! Welcome to Meadow View Resort!”
 
   The woman behind the front desk was young, about Tim’s age, and strikingly attractive. Her breasts were small, and other than her petite frame, everything about her was the complete opposite of his mom.
 
   “Hello, I’m the replacement contest winner,” said Deborah. She handed a small slip to the woman, who took it and spread it out on the front counter.
 
   “Great! This is a couples retreat, are the two of you…?”
 
   Instead of answering with words, Deborah leaned over to Tim and pushed her lips against his. He felt himself instantly becoming electrified with arousal. It was hard for him to stay calm, especially as his mom pushed her tongue into his mouth and rubbed his package with one of her hands, an action which happened out of the view of the front desk woman, but was still apparently necessary in her mind.
 
   “Oh, okay,” said the woman. “Sorry, I just thought you might be….he’s really young.
 
   The woman was blushing, and Tim felt like he had to save her from her embarrassment.
 
   “She’s divorced, we met on OkCupid,” he said. “It’s really just, uh, for fun for the two of us.”
 
   His words seemed to have the opposite effect of what he had intended. The woman quickly grabbed a couple of things from behind the counter and handed them to Deborah.
 
   “Okay, here’s a room keycard for each of you, a schedule of events, and a map of the facility,” she said. “The busboys are not currently in house, but I can carry your bags up, if you want?”
 
   “That won’t be necessary,” said Deborah. “Thank you.”
 
   She rubbed one of her hands on Tim’s chest and leaned her head on his shoulder. He felt as though one of his dirtiest fantasies was slowly but surely becoming a reality, and couldn’t decide whether to feel elated or sick to his stomach.
 
   The two of them took the elevator up to the fourth floor, and then walked down the hall to find their room. Tim unlocked the door and then got his first look at it.
 
   Unlike a lot of hotels he had been in, the entire unit seemed designed around sensuality. There were the usual amenities, a nice flat screen TV, a mini fridge, a mini bar, but also a couple of things that he had never seen before, such as a bed with a mirror above it and massage oil on the side table.
 
   “This is going to be so much fun sweetie!” said Deborah. She turned and looked at her son, and saw the concern on his face. “Honey, I’m sorry I had to be so forward like that, I just wanted it to seem believable. You understand, right?”
 
   She stepped towards Tim and set her hand on his shoulder. His mom was so close, and his cock felt so ready. It took all of his willpower to keep from pushing her down on the bed and ravaging her. The fact that the idea had even popped into his head made him feel ashamed and angry at himself.
 
   “Yeah, of course mom,” he replied. “It’s fine.”
 
   “Great! I’m going to take a quick shower. I was in too much of a rush this morning to get a chance to.”
 
   Deborah turned away from him, and stepped into the bathroom. Tim lied down on the bed, and tried to force himself to breathe, and relax, and shift into a safer mode than the one his body seemed to be in. Instead, he noticed something that did the complete opposite of that.
 
   Another mirror had been set up in the corner of the room, and it offered an unobstructed view of the inside of the bathroom. His mom hadn’t bothered to close the door and was stripping out of her clothes. Tim felt his eyes locking onto her figure and his heart rate beginning to speed up. It was too hot for him to look away, though he knew that he was supposed to.
 
   Deborah was totally oblivious to what was going on, and continued humming the same song that she had been before as she brought her blouse up and over her head. It was too much for Tim, and he felt as though a demon had possessed his hand as he unzipped his pants and slid out his hard cock, stroking it slowly as his mother continued to undress.
 
   She brought her pants down next, slowly wiggling out of the tight fabric in a way that was incredibly tantalizing for him to watch. He was pumping his cock faster now, and felt a strange sensation building inside his chest.
 
   Before going any further, Deborah stood in front of the bathroom mirror and played with her bra clad breasts for a moment, pushing them up and examining them as though trying to figure something out. Pre cum was dripping out of Tim’s cock, and all of the sudden, his dream from that morning popped back into his head.
 
   It was her. It had always been her. His mom had been the one slowly and tenderly sucking his cock in that dream, and he had loved every second of it each time. Tim felt his cock beginning to heat up, almost as though it was inside his mom’s wet mouth, just like in the dream.
 
   There was so much guilt inside of him that seemed to only intensify at the realization, but he did his best to keep it subdued. There was only one thing that he wanted in that moment, and as he watched his mom slowly reaching behind herself to unhook her bra, unknowingly putting on a sickeningly arousing show for her son. Tim felt himself unable to hold out any longer.
 
   He moaned as his cock began to shoot out streams of cum. It felt so amazing, and the pleasure only made his guilt and shame more real. Deborah seemed to be alerted to the noise he was making, and he only managed to cover up his cock with a sheet just moments before she walked back out into the living room.
 
   “Oh wow, I thought I closed this,” she said. “Sorry honey!”
 
   “It’s fine mom!” he replied.
 
   Deborah walked back into the bathroom and closed the door behind her, leaving Tim alone with his softening cock and confusion.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3 
 
    
 
   After Deborah had taken her shower, Tim felt like he needed some space. He’d crossed a line and done something that he was ashamed of, and just looking at his mom made him feel guilty, and disgusting. She was a little confused at his insistence that they spend the day apart, but relented.
 
   Tim spent most of the day seeing the sights at the resort, wandering from one place to another with no real direction. There was more to do than Tim could have imagined, with a pool, racquet ball courts, a nature area behind the building, and a number of other attractions.
 
   He ended up spending the afternoon swimming, and then made his way up to the roof, which he discovered to be outfitted with a tiny bar and café. The woman manning the counter was the same woman who had checked him and his mom in before.
 
   “Hey there,” he said as he sat down at one of the bar stools. “I never got your name before. I’m Tim.”
 
   “I’m Stacy, it’s nice to meet you.” She was cleaning a glass, but took the time to set it down and offer him a smile. “What can I get for you Tim?”
 
   “Is there any way I can get a gin and tonic?” Tim was only 18, under the legal drinking age, but he was surprised when Stacy nodded and immediately set about mixing him up a drink. She slid it down to him and he immediately brought it to his mouth and took a sip.
 
   “You look a little disgruntled,” said Stacy. “Did something happen, maybe with you and your older female friend?”
 
   Tim nodded, and took another sip. It was strong, and just what he needed.
 
   “I uh, I just felt a little weird about it, I guess.”
 
   “That’s understandable.” Stacy crossed her arms and leaned against the wall behind the bar counter. “If I were you, I would take her into the sauna. There is something mystical about that place, and on top of being incredibly relaxing, I’m convinced it can cleanse people, their physical body and their emotions.”
 
   “That’s…actually a really good idea,” said Tim. He chugged down the rest of his drink and set it on the counter. It was the late afternoon, and he would have to head back soon anyway. He decided to take Stacy’s idea and run with it.
 
   “Anytime, sailor,” she said. “I’m sure your ‘girlfriend’ will appreciate my advice too.”
 
   She had a strangely knowing smile on her face, but Tim did his best to ignore it as he walked back to the elevator. He took it down to the fourth floor, and then found his mom in their room.
 
   “There you are, honey,” said Deborah. “You took off so suddenly before…did I do something wrong?”
 
   “No, not at all. I just feel a little weird today. I was actually thinking I might head down and try out the sauna, I was wondering if you wanted to come with.”
 
   “That sounds wonderful, sweetie,” said Deborah. “It’s a date!”
 
   The two of them walked out into the hallway and climbed into the elevator. Tim felt strangely nervous around his mom. He pushed the button for the sauna, which was down in the basement of the building, and felt a powerful tension begin to form in the air. It made his body tingle slightly, and his cock seemed to decide to slowly pull itself up into another erection.
 
   “I’m really glad that you came with me honey,” said Deborah. “I’m sorry if I made things weird for you with the kiss before.”
 
   “No, of course not mom, it was fine!” The elevator door opened, and Tim let out a sigh of relief. It felt as though Deborah had developed a new effect on him, an ability to make his blood run thick with lust just by standing within a few feet. 
 
   The sauna’s entrance was partitioned off into men’s and women’s locker rooms. Tim headed into the one for men and found towels already laid out on a bench. He stripped out of his clothes, and set them inside one of the lockers, and then wrapped himself with the soft bulky towel and headed into the hot room. 
 
   The sauna was blazing hot, and empty of any other people. Tim felt a light layer of sweat immediately begin to form as he sat down inside of it. After a minute, his mom came out through the women’s locker room, wearing only a white towel.
 
   “Ooh, this is nice,” said Deborah. Tim agreed with her, but he found himself wondering if Stacy’s advice had really been for the best as he looked at the busty, attractive, total off limits woman sitting across from him. His cock was rock hard and throbbing, and he felt more turned on than he ever had before in his life.
 
   “I’m going to take my towel off, I hope you don’t mind, sweetie,” said Deborah. She didn’t wait for her son to respond either way, and stood up and slowly begin to pull the white strip of fabric down, letting her tits slowly pop out as if intentionally trying to tease Tim.
 
   “Mom…” Tim said. “You, you’re so fucking hot.”
 
   He also stood up and took off his towel. He felt lust beginning to fog over his mind, and noticed his mom blushing as she looked down and caught sight of his erection. She coughed quietly, and began to blush.
 
   “Honey, I think you have a little…situation,” she whispered.
 
   “And why do you think that is, mom?”
 
   Tim took a step towards her. Deborah didn’t step back, and instead looked embarrassed, as if she knew what he was getting at but didn’t want to admit to it.
 
   “Sweetie, I’m your mother,” she said. “We’re just…here together. You’re my son.”
 
   “And you’re my mom,” said Tim. “And you’re so fucking hot.”
 
   He wrapped his arms around her, pulling into what would have been a rather tame hug if the two of them had been clothed. Instead, it pushed his cock up against the naked folds of his mom’s pussy. Tim could feel a little bit of moisture down there, and realized that his mom was getting wet for him.
 
   “Honey, we should just sit down and enjoy this,” she whispered. Tim could hear in her voice that she wanted something else, that she was right there with him with her emotions and arousal.
 
   “All of my friends talk about what a MILF you are, mom,” said Tim. “They talk about how nice your boobs must look.”
 
   He grabbed one of them as he spoke, and Deborah let out a stifled moan.
 
   “They talk about how nice it would be to stick their cocks inside you.”
 
   “Oh god, Tim!” 
 
   Deborah seemed to reach the breaking point of her self-control. She pushed forward and began to rub herself on her son. Tim responded by kissing her passionately, a kiss that made the one they had shared before in the lobby seem almost juvenile in comparison.
 
   He slowly guided his mom down onto one of the benches, and then mounted her. Her pussy was slick, and ready for him, but Tim still insisted on taking his time. He teased her entrance with the head of his cock, smiling at the control he had over her and groping at her breasts.
 
   “Sweetie if you’re going to do it, just do it,” whispered Deborah. “Don’t leave your mommy waiting…”
 
   “You’re not just a mommy anymore, you’re a woman,” said Tim. “And I’m going to fuck you hard, like I’d fuck any woman.”
 
   He pushed up into, and listened to his mom gasp as his big, hard cock entered her. There was a look of disbelief on Deborah’s face as her son slowly began to fuck her. Tim almost couldn’t believe it, either. It was finally happening, and it felt so much more amazing than his imagination or dreams ever could have made it feel.
 
   It was hard for him to restrain himself. His mom let out a little cry each time his cock pushed in against the back wall of her cunt, and it spurred him on to fuck her harder, and faster. Lewd slapping noises echoed through the sauna as he pumped his cock into her rhythmically, and Tim couldn’t help but smile at what someone would see if they walked in at that moment.
 
   “Oh god, honey,” moaned Deborah. “Oh god, oh god!”
 
   She tensed up and began to shiver, and then collapsed back onto the bench. Tim wasn’t done just then, and began to pump into her pussy even harder, savoring every second of the illicit encounter. The heat of the room paled in comparison to the heat of the sex, and his mind burned the image of his naked mother, impaled on his cock, into his memory.
 
   He leaned forward and began to lick and suck at his mom’s nipples, just as he might have as a child. Deborah ran her hand through his hair, as she often did out of admiration, and that was enough to push Tim over the edge.
 
   He came inside his mom hard, continuing to pump as his cock sprayed out every last drop of his cum. He pulled out immediately as his mind began to return to reality, and felt shame and guilt begin to weight down on him like a ton of bricks.
 
   “Honey,” whispered his mom. He turned towards her and was surprised to see a smile on her face.
 
   “We still have all of tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM “COSTUME PARTY”
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Mitch, I’m telling you, we can’t miss out on this!”
 
   Mitch Hadley was lying in bed, on his cell phone talking to his oldest friend, Benny. The topic of conversation was a discussion totally in line with many that the two 18 year old high school seniors had hashed out before, primarily, what to do for fun that night.
 
   “Benny, it’s going to be lame, trust me,” said Mitch. “The Hendersons throw the same tired, post-Halloween costume party every year at the start of December. It’s just a bunch of boring adults eating cheese and making small talk, my parents are regular attendees.”
 
   “So is my mom, Mitch, but I’m telling you, it’s more than that,” said Benny. “Everyone drinks, and they usually get really wild. I heard some stories last year about some crazy hook ups, even sex out in the open! We have to see this with our own eyes.”
 
   Mitch sighed. His friend was persistent, if nothing else. He really didn’t want to go, but Benny’s enthusiasm was infectious, and he found himself lacking for a decent excuse to bail on the event.
 
   “Alright, fine,” he said. “I’ll have to rush to get a costume together for tonight, though. We can’t use the same ones we had on Halloween or our parents will spot us in an instant.”
 
   “Great! Let’s meet at the end of the street at around eight. Make sure you don’t let your step mom see your costume ahead of time.”
 
   “All right man, I’ll see you there.” Mitch hung up the phone and shook his head, not entirely sure that he had just agreed to something that would turn out well.
 
   He headed downstairs, intent on raiding the laundry room for any interesting clothing items he could use in his outfit. Mitch was rushing a little, and because of his fast pace he almost bumped directly into his step mom, Angie.
 
   Angie had married Mitch’s dad, Greg, about 10 years ago. She was in her mid-thirties, and could have been described as a trophy wife if it hadn’t been for her piercing intelligence. Her breasts were nicely formed and hung perfectly on her petite frame, and she had a butt that Mitch had guiltily stolen glances at many times before over the course of his teenage years.
 
   “Hey sweetie!” she said to Mitch, pulling him into a hug. “I’m headed out to the Henderson’s party. Your father’s flight will delayed, he won’t be back until later tonight.”
 
   Mitch reciprocated the hug, feeling his crotch pushing up against his mom’s soft body. She was wearing a sexy cat costume that exposed a ton of cleavage along with a good part of her midriff and long legs.
 
   “Uh, okay mom,” he said. “I guess I’ll have the house to myself, then.”
 
   Angie nuzzled in closer to him, not realizing that her son was quickly entering a very compromised state. Mitch could feel a hasty erection springing up in his pants, and felt incredibly ashamed at just how good it felt.
 
   “Looks like it honey,” she said. “Not a bad way to spend a Friday night. You can do whatever you want tonight, and really enjoy yourself, however you please.”
 
   The hug had gone on for a while, too long. Mitch’s cock was throbbing for attention, and he was at the point of not caring if his mom felt it or not. There was an illicit, forbidden atmosphere in the air, which was only broken by Angie finally releasing her arms and pulling away.
 
   “I hear that the costume party got a little wild last year,” said Mitch.
 
   “Did it? I don’t remember…” replied his mom. “Anyway, I’m helping Lizzie set up. I’ll see you later tonight, or tomorrow morning, sweetheart.”
 
   She blew him a kiss, and then pulled on her winter coat and disappeared out the door. Mitch stared at her butt, which was only covered by a tiny pair of black bootie shorts, and wondered just how the people at the party would react to seeing her. 
 
   Strangely, the thought made him a little excited. If his mom planned on showing up dressed like that, it seemed like a fair bet that many of the other women would be wearing equally skimpy outfits. Mitch smiled and found himself being glad that he’d let Benny talk him into it.
 
   He looked around in the laundry room and found a couple of things that matched what he needed. Mitch had a cape left over from his Halloween costume and planned on using it as the base for his new one.
 
   Together with an old hat that his father had, some leather pants, a black long sleeve button up shirt, and a bandana with two holes cut into it, he was able to transform himself into Zorro. He found himself wishing that he had a sword to the complete the costume, but it looked relatively good even without it.
 
   He spent about an hour eating food and watching TV before texting Benny. His friend had ultimately decided on going as The Mask, which Mitch found pretty hilarious. They re-coordinated their meet up, and then Mitch was out the door, headed for the end of the street.
 
   It was easy for him to spot Benny, who had on a ridiculous yellow suit and green face paint. Mitch had to hold his laughter as he walked up to his friend.
 
   “What?” asked Benny. “I think I pull this look off pretty well.”
 
   “Well, on the upside, at least nobody is going to be able to tell that it’s you,” he joked.
 
   Benny glared at him, and Mitch waved his hand.
 
   “Anyway, do you have any good ideas as far as a cover story goes?” asked Benny. “We can’t exactly just show up and tell people our own names.”
 
   “I’m Bill, and you’re Frank,” said Mitch. “We say that we’re friends of Greg, my dad, from out of town. He’s not going to be home tonight to tear our lie apart, and my mom probably won’t be able to see through it either.”
 
   “Perfect!” said Benny. “Let’s get moving!”
 
   The two of them turned, and started down the street, headed for the Henderson’s house and the party.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   There was a man standing outside of the door of the Henderson’s large, suburban house. Mitch nodded towards Benny, and then walked up to the man.
 
   “Who goes there?” boomed the man. He was dressed in an animal fur loin cloth and had a rather comical looking horned helmet on, a look that wasn’t incredibly flattering on his overweight frame.
 
   “They call me Zorro…” said Mitch, and a low and drawn out voice. The man burst into laughter, and then stepped aside, allowing the two of them to walk right in.
 
   “That was easy,” whispered Benny.
 
   “It’s a costume party, I take it that they just assume that anyone who shows up in costume is on the guest list,” replied Mitch.
 
   It was only a little after eight, but the inside of the party was already packed full of people. On just a quick scan of the room, Mitch saw everything from Batman and Wonder Woman, to angels and devils, Walter White, Snow White, and many more, some of which he couldn’t identify and assumed came from an era before his time.
 
   In the corner, he saw his mom, dressed in her ridiculously sexy cat costume, talking to a couple of other moms that were also wearing outfits that made Mitch incredibly horny. He found his heart beating a little faster than it should have been, and hoped that his mask would do the trick.
 
   The Hendersons had even gone as far as to hire a private DJ, who had a small set of turntables set up against the far wall of the living room. There were a couple of people dancing, but for the most part, the attendees of the party seemed to be just drinking and chatting.
 
   Mitch turned towards Benny and realized that his friend had walked off somewhere. He felt a little nervous as he looked around the room, wanting to have some fun but not exactly knowing where he could fit in. An attractive older woman walked over, wearing a golden bikini and with her hair styled in the same fashion as Princess Leia in her slave outfit.
 
   “Ooh, Zorro,” said the woman, laughing. “Your reputation definitely precedes you, that’s for sure…”
 
   As she drew closer, Mitch realized with a small start that he was facing Pamela, Benny’s mom. He almost panicked and tried to bolt, but forced himself to stay calm and trust in his costume. He smiled at her, and tried to talk in a voice lower than the one he typically used.
 
   “I am here to fight evil and defend the fallen, milady,” he said.
 
   Pamela was a gorgeous woman, and whenever Benny would host a get together at his house, he’d often be the butt of more than a couple of jokes concerning his hot mom. Her costume only seemed to amplify her sex appeal, and as she stepped closer to Mitch, clearly rather drunk, he felt an erection beginning to manifest within the confines of his pants.
 
   “How gallant of you,” she said, putting one of her hands on his chest. The air suddenly felt hot to Mitch, and he found himself staring into her eyes. “Perhaps you can save me before the night is over, and show me what you’re really made of?”
 
   The DJ switched the song, and a loud cheer went through the room, along with a bunch of people spilling onto the dance floor. Pamela took his hand and pulled him out, and before Mitch knew what was happening, he was dancing next to her.
 
   “Here, I have to finish this, take a sip,” she said, pushing the cup that she was holding against his lips. Mitch didn’t want to make a scene, and drank the intensely alcoholic tasting liquid as she poured it into his mouth.
 
   “Do you like it?” she asked him. “The bartender in the kitchen makes a mean Long Island Iced Tea.”
 
   Mitch nodded, and Pamela began laughing, setting the glass down on a table and then throwing her arms around Mitch and kissing him on the cheek. He scanned the room for Benny, hoping that he could find him and then find a way to extricate himself from the very delicate situation.
 
   “Come on, handsome, let’s dance,” she shouted over the loud music. Pamela pushed up against Mitch’s chest, and it took every ounce of willpower in his body to keep himself calm. She rubbed her tits on him, giggling and acting as though it was funniest thing in the world to her.
 
   “Whoa, easy there, senorita,” he said.
 
   “Call me Pamela, you stud,” Benny’s mom replied. She turned around and began rubbing her butt against his crotch, dancing with him in one of the dirtiest ways possible.
 
   Mitch realized very quickly that things were getting out of hand. The center of the living room had been designated a makeshift dance floor, and it was packed with people. Pamela was grinding her butt onto him, and took it a step further by taking his hands and placing them on top of her golden bikini covered breasts. The material was only thin cloth, and he could feel her flesh and nipples through it easily.
 
   There were too many people around for anyone to really see what was going on, but that didn’t make it feel any less illicit to Mitch. It was hard for him to think straight, his mind fogging over with horniness as his friend’s mom continued to push things further in a drunken attempt to have some fun.
 
   He almost gasped as she reached her hand down his pants and began stroking his cock. She brought her lips close to his, letting them slide across his mouth without kissing him fully, and then let out a sexy little moan.
 
   “Do you like this, Zorro?” she whispered. “I could do a lot for you, if you’d be willing to join me in one of the spare bedrooms.”
 
   “I…I…” Mitch didn’t know what to say. Benny was his best friend, and what was happening seemed to be a complete betrayal of the trust that they shared. Pamela was still stroking him off, and the feeling of her breasts and body so close to him was so amazing.
 
   “Oh wow, there are a ton of people in here,” said Pamela. She was right. About a dozen had pushed into the living room since the time that they had started dancing. A group of women behind Mitch bumped him forward, and his cock ended up pushing against Pamela’s skirt, nestling itself in between her buttocks.
 
   “I…I don’t think we can go anywhere right now,” said Mitch. It was true, and it was the best possible outcome. The room was moving and grinding, so packed full of people it almost seemed to have a life of its own. Mitch’s cock was throbbing against his friend’s mom, and she seemed to still be delighting in teasing him and doing as much as she could to make the situation even more arousing.
 
   He let his hands drift back up to her tits, and Pamela let out a small satisfied sigh. Mitch was too horny to stop himself at this point, and began dry humping against her, pinching her nipples and kissing her neck as he dead.
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s what I want, big boy,” moaned Pamela. “Give it to me, yeah, give me everything you’ve got.”
 
   Mitch kept in rhythm with the music, feeling his cock pulsing with pleasure. It was as though he was trying to fuck Benny’s mom with his clothes on, and something about that tiny, almost insignificant barrier made the situation even hotter than it should have been.
 
   He couldn’t hold out for long, and felt his cock begin to explode in his pants right as the song ended. Pamela picked up on what had happened and seemed incredibly pleased with her actions.
 
   “Next time, let’s do it in a bed,” she whispered. “This is definitely that kind of party.”
 
   For some reason, her words delighted Mitch. He was incredibly glad that he had decided to come.
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