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PROLOGUE
 
    
 
   Heat emanated from every corner of the room. Aidan and his adoptive mom, Kayla, were both naked, and covered in sweat. Aidan pushed his cock as far up into her as it would go, all thoughts emptied out of his mind except for sex, and getting off.
 
   If he had been thinking, he would have realized just how wrong and immoral the entire affair was. The night had been intense for them, and the events seemed to contrive a situation in which their forbidden desires for each other would be realized, no matter what. They had tried to stop it, and control themselves at first, but now it was actually happening. It was real.
 
   Kayla moaned as Aidan slammed his cock into her harder. She had her hands tightly gripped against the chair, and her hips bucked up to meet his rhythm. It was unbelievable to her just how quickly her little boy had grown up into a muscular, dominant man. It was unbelievable to her just how good his cock felt inside her.
 
   The two of them were lost to the world, overwhelmed by what their bodies were aching for. They pushed against each other, desperate for sexual release, with all of the guilt and shame they harbored over what was happening outweighed by their illicit, physical needs..
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Come on baby, don’t leave me hanging!”
 
   Aidan was on the phone with his girlfriend, Jamie. It was a nice Saturday afternoon in the fall, and like any red blooded 18 year old male, he was gunning to take her out for a nice date, and possibly more.
 
   “I already told you Aidan, I can’t,” she said. “Why do you have to be so needy and pushy when it comes to this stuff?”
 
   “Fuck you, I’m just trying to keep things from getting stale and boring,” he said. “When is the last time we actually had some fun?”
 
   Aidan and his girlfriend had been together for almost three years. The started dating halfway into their sophomore year, and now as they entered their senior year of high school, both of them were beginning to realize the limitations of their relationship.
 
   “My grandmother is staying with us, I’m not going to be able to go anywhere,” she said. “You know how old fashioned she is. I don’t want to do anything to upset her.”
 
   “Jamie, it’s the first Saturday night of the school year, we need to have some fun!”
 
   “I’m sorry, Aidan, I just can’t…I’ll see you on Monday, okay?”
 
   Aidan glared at his cell phone and sighed.
 
   “Yeah, whatever,” he said after a pause. “Bye…”
 
   “Bye, I love you,” replied Jamie.
 
   He hung up his phone, and collapsed backwards onto his bed. It had been a very long time since him and Jamie had been able to be alone together and enjoyed each other’s company. She had been on vacation with her family for most of the summer, and when she got back, Aidan felt like he was competing with the rest of her friends for her attention.
 
   He sat up from his bed, and headed downstairs. He did the best he could to shake off his bad attitude as he made his way into the kitchen. His mom, Kayla, was behind the counter, putting together ingredients for lunch.
 
   “Hey honey,” she said as he sat down at the table. “Why the long face?”
 
   “Just more nonsense with Jamie,” he said. “She’s doing stuff with her family today. Which I understand, it’s just frustrating to have her spring it on me at the last second.”
 
   He looked over at his mom and saw a look of concern cross her face. Kayla had adopted him at an early age, and she was the only mom Aidan had ever known. Granted, it had been hard growing up with only one parent, especially given that she adopted him when she herself was still so young, but Aidan was happy and loved her immensely.
 
   “That sucks,” said Kayla. “But there is an upside to it!”
 
   Aidan looked at his mom blankly. She was wearing a small t-shirt and a pair of tight jean shorts that only went down her thighs a couple of inches. It was an outfit that fit her sense of style, but also would have been right at home on a woman 10 or 20 years her junior. At 38 years old, Kayla still had an amazingly youthful looking body, with large, well-formed breasts and a perfect butt that seemed to draw the eyes of every male she walked by.
 
   “Oh yeah,” he said. “And just what would that be?”
 
   “I’m throwing a party tonight!” she said.
 
   This seemed unusual, and it took Aidan a second to really take in what she was saying. For as long as he could remember, his mother’s focus had almost entirely been on filling the role of two parents as a single mom. She had friends, and was a social, fun loving person, but very rarely went on dates or night outings. Aidan had only met one boyfriend of hers, and it was back when he was elementary school. The relationship hadn’t lasted long, and ever since then, his mom had been single, and mainly content with taking care of her duties as a parent.
 
   “That sounds…interesting,” said Aidan. “Like, a party, party?”
 
   “Of course!” said Kayla. “I should have told you earlier, I’m sorry,”
 
   Aidan folded his arms across his chest gave her an inquisitive look.
 
   “One of the girls in my book club helped me set it up,” Kayla said. “You know Andrea, right?”
 
   “Yeah, of course.”
 
   “Well, she thought it would be fun for us to have a group gathering, and I volunteered the house. And then all of us started inviting more people, and, well, one thing led to another…”
 
   “It’s fine mom, you don’t have to explain.” Aidan smiled. “But, are you sure it’s okay for me to be around for it. Sounds like things could get pretty wild?”
 
   Kayla playfully punched him on the arm.
 
   “Oh, quit your teasing,” she said. “I think you’d be surprised. All of the girls are bringing a couple bottles from their wine collection each. No guarantees, but there is a good chance we could still be raging deep into the AM.”
 
   “I have to see this,” said Aidan. “Honestly, I can go out with Jamie anytime. This sounds like a once in a lifetime experience.”
 
   “Great,” said Kayla. “Andrea also invited some of the guys from her kickball team. I’m betting they’ll be at least a few that you’ll have things in common with.”
 
   Kayla finished up the sandwich she was making, poured some chips onto the plate, and brought It over to him. He accepted it with a nod, and started eating.
 
   ”Do you mind running to the store to pick up some snacks, honey?” she asked him as he began to dig in.
 
   “Mom, it would be my pleasure,” he said.
 
   It was the truth. Aidan couldn’t quite put his finger on why, but he found himself becoming incredibly excited for the night to come.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Aidan drove his mom’s car to the grocery store and pulled into the overflowing parking lot. He found a spot, and then headed inside. The store was packed full of people getting their weekend shopping done, and he had to cut between several families as he cut towards the snack aisle for the first few items on the list.
 
   From the number of things his mother seemed to need him to buy, it seemed to Aidan like the party was going to be a little bigger than what he was envisioning. The whole thing was far outside of what he would expect out his mom, behavior wise, but he loved her, and felt like the best thing he could do was try to make things go off without a hitch.
 
   He stepped into the aisle that contained all of the chips, cookies, and junk food his mom had called for in her instructions, and started loading things into his cart. If nothing else, there would be plenty for him to snack on. That alone was enough to look forward to for a Saturday night, at least one on which he couldn’t spend with his girlfriend.
 
   Aidan found everything he needed, and then headed for the fruits and vegetables in the back of the store. Kayla was a vegetarian, a fact that had always gotten on his nerves a little when he was younger. It wasn’t so much that she forced him not to eat meat, but rather the guilt trips she would give him for doing it. Regardless, at least in this case, it was his mom’s party, and he honestly had no objection to a couple of carrot, celery, and dip platters.
 
   As he walked over to the produce, a group of women shopping caught his eye. One of them was Andrea, his mom’s best friend and another guest of the party. He made his way over to say hi.
 
   “Are you guys buying some stuff to bring tonight?” he asked.
 
   There were three of them, two around his mom’s age and one around his age or slightly older. The youngest one he was sure he had never seen before, but she was cute in a nonconventional way.
 
   “Aidan, sweetie, it’s so good to see you!” said Andrea. “Let me guess, Kayla sent you to pick up supplies? She really is going all out for this thing, isn’t she?”
 
   “Yeah, she seems pretty serious about it,” said Aidan. “Mom doesn’t usually go for parties, or anything that happens after dark, for that matter.”
 
   “Are you going to be attending as well?” asked Andrea. “It would be nice for Tamara to have someone her age to talk to. Oh, where are my manners? Tamara, this is Aidan, Kayla’s son.”
 
   “It’s nice to meet you,” said the girl. She smiled and extended her hand, and Aidan shook it. He couldn’t help but notice that she had a really cute face, and it almost seemed to extend an aura of kindness around her.
 
   “Yeah, likewise,” said Aidan. “How did you get dragged into this whole thing, if you don’t mind me asking?”
 
   “Oh, Andrea’s my aunt, I’m staying with her for the weekend,” said Tamara.
 
   There was a pause in the conversation, and then the third woman chimed in.
 
   “Honestly, I’m not sure if this will be the best environment for teenagers. I don’t know what you and Kayla are thinking, Andrea.”
 
   “Oh, shush, Brenda,” said Andrea. “It will be fine.”
 
   “All that ever happens at these things is a lot of drinking and a lot of fuck-“
 
   “Brenda!” said Andrea. There was an awkward pause, and Aidan and Tamara shared a confused smile.
 
   “It will be fine, don’t you two worry,” said Andrea. “I’m sure this time things will be much more reasonable. It’s going to be held at your mom’s house, I mean. She is a pretty laid back lady.”
 
   “I wouldn’t be so sure about that,” said Brenda. “Remember that one time at Susan’s party? With the male dancers?”
 
   Andrea shot her a mean look, and then smiled at Aidan again. Part of him wanted to end the conversation, but another was gleefully absorbing every word. This woman knew a side of his mom that he had never seen before. He felt himself begin to grow even more excited for the night ahead.
 
   “Well, anyway,” said Andrea. “We will see you tonight. Tell your mom that me and Tamara will be coming by early.”
 
   “Will do,” he said. They left, and he pushed his cart further down the produce aisle. He began filling it up with fruits and vegetables, his mind racing with strangely illicit images and ideas.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Aidan made his way back inside his house with two shopping bags, both of them full to the brim with party snacks. He closed the door behind him, and set everything down on the kitchen table.
 
   “Hey honey, I’ll be out in a second,” he heard his mom call from the bathroom. “Thanks again!”
 
   “Yeah, no prob, mom,” he said. “I ran into Andrea and some of the girls at the store.”
 
   There was a momentary pause before his mom answered.
 
   “Oh yeah?” said Kayla. “What did they say? I mean, were they excited for the party?”
 
   “Yeah, they definitely seemed to be,” said Aidan.
 
   He began taking things out of the bags and putting them away. He heard the bathroom door open, and turned to see his mom walk out, wearing nothing but a towel.
 
   Kayla’s big breasts were practically jumping out of the top of it. She always had a massive amount of cleavage whenever she wore a low cut top, and with just a towel on, the effect was even more exacerbated. On top of that, it was a small towel, and Aidan could see that her long legs and curvaceous hips were on full display.
 
   “Oh, hey mom,” he said. “I was just…getting a couple of things set up.”
 
   “You’ve been so helpful, sweetie,” said Kayla. “Thank you.”
 
   She walked over and extended her arms for a hug. Aidan smiled and reciprocated her embrace. His cock was semi-hard at this point. He felt incredibly guilty for being turned on by his own mother, but it couldn’t be helped. She was an incredibly attractive woman, and his cock did not discriminate.
 
   “It’s no problem, mom,” he said. “Anytime...”
 
   The two of them continued hugging. Kayla was still wet and hot from the shower, and Aidan could feel himself burning up with her pressed up against him. It only seemed to add fuel to fire of his hard member, which had decided that it needed attention, regardless of from where.
 
   “I’m glad you’re going to be around for tonight,” Kayla said. “Hopefully we get to spend some quality time together, off to the side.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure we will, mom,” said Aidan. He couldn’t help himself, and began to subtly grind his crotch into his mom. He wanted release badly, and he was equal parts tantalized and tortured by the feeling of her up against him.
 
   The two of them were silent, but the hug continued. The line between acceptable and overly affectionate had been reached and crossed. Something about the embrace seemed to have a power of its own. Aidan found his mind being filled with images, images of his mom naked, images of her touching herself, and touching him. He wanted her badly, and his mind began to rationalize taking her into his room, and throwing her down on his bed, and…
 
   One of the bags of chips tipped over, and fell off the counter, as if to intentionally break them out of the erotic spell they were under. Kayla pulled away from her son. The movement was quick, and it accidentally caused her towel to snag on Aidan’s arm. It pulled open, and fell to the ground.
 
   “Oops!” said Kayla. “Sorry, sweetie.”
 
   Aidan devoured her body with his eyes. Her tits were huge and perfect, with tiny little pink nipples and a bouncy composition that seemed almost impossibly beautiful for a woman of her age. She bent down to pick up the towel, and her head passed by his crotch. Even more ideas began to flood through his mind, at his cock throbbed at each and every one.
 
   She slowly grabbed it and stood back up, and then turned and walked towards the door of her room. She didn’t wrap it back around herself, however, and Aidan was treated to the sight of her big, perfect, naked butt. Every stepped seem to make it wiggle from side to side, and more than anything, he wanted to jam his cock up against it.
 
   He turned back to the kitchen table, and forced himself to breathe. She was his mother, and he was clearly losing his cool. There was a line of morality that he felt a terrible amount of guilt for crossing, even if it was just in his head. He did his best to clear the offending thoughts out of his brain, and got to work taking out bowls and setting up the food.
 
   Kayla made her way back out after twenty or so minutes. She was wearing a tight, strapless tube top, and a very short skirt. If she had showed up to a high school dance in her outfit, the principal would have turned her away. But for a house party, it worked just fine. For Aidan and his lustful eyes, it also worked just fine.
 
   “I’m sorry, honey,” said Kayla. “I can’t believe that I just flashed you like that!”
 
   “It’s okay, mom,” he said. “We’re related, things like that don’t matter.”
 
   “No, you’re right, of course not sweetie,” she said.
 
   There was an interlude of silence that almost served to contradict their conclusion. For some reason, things felt much more intense between the two of them. Aidan grabbed an empty bag of chips and crumpled it up to move things along and into a less sexually charged atmosphere.
 
   “Anyway, the food is set up,” he said. “You should be good to go with everything except wine,”
 
   “Great!” said Kayla.
 
   “I’m going to check some stuff up in my room, let me know when people start arriving,”
 
   “Will do!” she said.
 
   Aidan made his way up the stairs and into his room, shutting the door behind him. His cock was out before he had even sat down properly. He felt incredibly weird, and almost in a state of shock from the surreal nature of the encounter that he just had with his mom, but his cock was rock hard. His cock was rock hard, and he had to do something about it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   In the end, Aidan never had a chance to get his relief. It was only a couple of minutes before the first guests started arriving. His mom called him down right as he was getting into a proper rhythm. All he could do was try his best to conceal his erection and head downstairs.
 
   He walked into the living room and spotted familiar faces. Andrea and Tamara were both sitting on the couch. His mom was bringing a bottle of wine out from the kitchen. Aidan smiled, and walked over to them.
 
   “Alright, so what do you have planned for tonight, Kayla?” asked Andrea.
 
   “What do you mean?” she replied. “I figured I would just let things unfold…”
 
   “Let me at least help you pick out some music,” said Andrea. “Also, I have a couple of ideas for party games we could play. We might need to wait until people begin to loosen up a little bit for some of them!”
 
   Aidan’s mom and her friend laughed, and Aidan and Tamara shared a slightly confused look. There was a knock at the door, and Kayla and Andrea both went off to greet the arriving guests.
 
   Aidan smiled at Tamara, and took a seat next to her on the couch.
 
   “So I’m betting if we play our cards right, we can sneak some wine,” he whispered to her. She giggled, and shook her head.
 
   “Trust me, after a couple of hours, they will be inviting us to drink with them,” said Tamara.
 
   “I take it this isn’t your first book club party?”
 
   “I’ve been to a few before. Just…prepare yourself. Things get wild, and you’ll see some stuff that will change how you look at all of these older women. If that’s intimidating to you, get out know.”
 
   Aidan was a little put off by Tamara’s words, and scratched his head as he tried to think of a reply. His mom, Andrea, and a mixed group of women and men made their way into the living room. There were already about ten people at the party, and it wasn’t even eight yet.
 
   “Let’s get things started!” yelled Andrea, pulling the cork out of another bottle of wine. “Who would like a glass?”
 
   Several people raised their hands, and she walked into the kitchen with them. Aidan continued talking to Tamara. She was a nice girl, and as it turned out, the two of them had a great deal of things in common.
 
   The house quickly began to fill up with people. Everyone had a glass of wine in their hand, and the clamor of voices completely drowned out the music that Andrea had insisted on putting on earlier.
 
   Aidan did his best to keep his eye on his mom, but it was difficult. At one point, he noticed her surrounded by a group of handsome, muscular guys, laughing at their jokes. One of them put their hand on her shoulder, and Aidan felt himself feeling a little bit possessive of her as his mom smiled and blushed.
 
   “Come on, Aidan,” said Tamara. “It looks like you could use a drink…”
 
   Tamara grabbed his hand and pulled him into the kitchen. She made no real attempt to hide her actions or be subtle as she took out two wine glasses and poured them each full. Andrea was standing in front of the counter, standing very close to a man and laughing as he poked her in the ribs.
 
   “Oh Greg, stop,” she said. “We’ll get to it soon enough!”
 
   “I wouldn’t ask, but it was so much fun last time!” said the man. “You have to remember how wild it got, it was almost scandalous!”
 
   “I think we’ll have to wait until people are a little bit looser, don’t you think?” said Andrea.
 
   Tamara handed Aidan his glass, and he took a long drink from it. The two of them walked back into the living room. The music had been turned up, and a makeshift dance floor seemed to have been designated in the space in front of the TV. Aidan got a nice look at his mom dancing up close against the crotch of one of the guys she’d been talking to earlier and felt his stomach roll.
 
   He took another sip of his drink, and then set it down on the end table. Tamara had already made her way out onto the dance floor, and was beckoning to him with one finger. He smiled, and then shyly stepped his way through a group of people to make his way over to her.
 
   “Come on!” she yelled over the music. “Let’s see your moves!”
 
   “Oh, I’ll show them to you alright,” replied Aidan. He danced up to Tamara and after getting into the rhythm of the beat, he pulled her close against him. She turned around so they were both looking in the same direction and pushed her butt closer and closer to his crotch.
 
   Aida looked over and saw his mom and her new guy friend moving in a similar way. Tamara pushed back a little further, and he felt his cock spring to attention against the softness of her ass. He ran his hands up her hips and began to grind against her.
 
   Somebody flicked the lights off, and a large group of people surged onto the dance floor. Everyone was laughing, and in the commotion, Aidan was pushed away from Tamara. He found himself pressed up against somebody else, somebody who seemed very eager to rub against him. He was feeling a good buzz from the wine and returned the gesture, grabbing this new woman by the waist and pushing his hard cock against her.
 
   The lights flicked back on, and Aidan got a shock when he saw who he was dancing with. It was his mom, and her face went from smiling broadly to blushing fiercely when she noticed that it was him.
 
   “Oh, sorry honey,” she said. “I am such a lightweight when it comes to wine.”
 
   She laughed, and Aidan realized that there wasn’t really enough room for either of them to break away. He kept dancing to the music and kept pulling his mom’s perfect, soft ass against his hard member. It felt good, a little wrong and incredibly confusing, but good. He smiled and began to run his hands up her stomach like he had done before with Tamara.
 
   “It’s fine mom, besides, I love this song,” he said.
 
   She giggled again, and began to grind against Aidan with enthusiasm. He felt a little guilty for enjoying it so much, but the dance floor was crowded, and nobody could really see him. They kept dancing, and another issue quickly began to surface. His mom’s ass felt amazing against his cock. It felt almost as though he was being jerked off as it nestled itself closer and deeper against her. He tried to focus on his breathing, but the pleasure was intensifying, and the dance floor was too crowd for him to get even an inch of additional space.
 
   “Mom I uh, I think I need to take a break,” he whispered into her ear.
 
   “What’s that honey?” she replied. She ran her hand up his thigh and shot him a flirty smile. “Is mommy’s dancing too much for you to handle?”
 
   Aidan felt his hands begin to meander closer to his mom’s big boobs. He wanted to feel them, and hump himself against her. His mind was increasingly becoming more focused on just how amazing it felt to be up grinding with her, pushing all thoughts to the contrary out of it. 
 
   “Alright everyone!” shouted Andrea. She had turned the music off and was standing in the door way to the kitchen. “It’s time for the main event!”
 
   The dance floor died down, and people began to disperse. Aidan came back to reality, and felt incredibly guilty and embarrassed as his mom stepped away from him. People were carrying a bunch of chairs from the kitchen out into the living room and setting them up in a circle.
 
   “It’s time to play musical chairs!” announced Andrea.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   “Alright, so let me explain how the game works,” Andrea said. She was standing at the center of the chairs with a big smile on her face.
 
   “Gentleman, you will all take a seat in the chairs. Ladies, while the music is playing, you’ll walk around in the center of the circle. When it stops, you need to find a lap to sit on!”
 
   Aidan looked over at Tamara. She had her arms folded casually across her chest, as if she was already familiar with the game.
 
   “Every round, each person has to take off a single article of clothing of their choice,” Andrea said. “There is one less chair than women playing the game, so when the music stops there will always be one woman left standing. If you are the odd woman out, you have to take off two pieces of clothing!”
 
   Everybody in the room began laughing and cheering. It seemed as though the game was a crowd favorite. Aidan looked over at his mom, and saw her wearing a very intrigued expression on her face.
 
   “If you need to, get yourself another glass of wine,” said Andrea. “This game tends to get a little bit wild.”
 
   “This sounds insane,” Aidan said to Tamara. She smiled at him, and playfully pushed his shoulder.
 
   “Oh, come on,” she said. “I think you’ll have a lot of fun with it.”
 
   “You’re going to play?” he asked.
 
   “Of course!” she said. “Why do you think I came to this party in the first place?”
 
   Aidan sighed. He felt incredibly conflicted. On one hand, it definitely seemed as though the game could be interesting. His semi hard cock could attest to that, and seemed to almost be commanding him to go sit down in one of the chairs.
 
   On the other hand, it looked like his mom was going to be playing, too. It made him feel a little weird, and strangely, a little aroused, for him to imagine having her on his lap. He thought about it a little more, and decided that the only thing that would be worse than having her sitting on his crotch would be watching her sit on a bunch of sweaty, muscular men from the sidelines. He walked over and took a seat around the circle.
 
   “Oh wow!” said Andrea. “I think this is the first time we’ve ever had a mother and son both play the game, together. We’ll have to take it a little easy in the beginning, and ease them into it. It’s all fun and games, you guys, don’t let it make you feel uncomfortable.”
 
   Having her announce it to the entire room had the opposite effect of making Aidan feel incredibly uncomfortable. He looked over at his mom. Her face was bright red with embarrassment, but she smiled and nodded at him as if to let him know that everything was okay.
 
   In the end, there were about ten men and eleven women playing. Several of the guys had bowed out in the end, and one of them was next to the stereo controlling the music.
 
   “Is everybody ready?” asked Andrea. She was in the middle of the circle, and Aidan couldn’t help but notice that she was pretty nicely endowed. Her skirt was tight against her butt, and he began to imagine what it would feel like to have her against his cock.
 
   Directly across from him was the man she had been talking to before, Greg. Aidan’s mom was leaned over towards him, and seemed to be laughing at something he was saying. He felt himself get a little bit jealous, and hoped that she would end up on anybody’s lap other than that guy.
 
   “Alright, let’s get it started!” shouted Andrea.
 
   The music began playing. It was a song that would have been right at home in the background of a strip club. The women began walking sexily around the inside rim of the circle. Aidan spread his legs a little wider and watched them go by. Andrea smiled at him and blew him a kiss, leaning forward and giving him a nice view of her cleavage. Tamara ran her finger across his chest as she went by. His mom, well, she blushed, and tried to act as though he wasn’t there.
 
   The music stopped, and all of the women dropped onto laps. Aidan found himself with an attractive woman he didn’t know the name of sitting on his lap. Tamara and his mom were sitting on the guys directly to his left. Andrea was the odd woman out, and she playfully acted as though she was miffed about it.
 
   The woman that had picked Aidan had a very nicely sized butt, and it felt amazing against his dick. She was laughing and living it up, and ground herself deeper against his thick erection.
 
   “Hey Kayla, you better watch out!” the woman said. “Your son is packing heat!”
 
   The entire group laughed, and Aidan along with it. He grabbed the woman by the waist and playfully pushed his hips up against her in a mock fucking motion.
 
   “Oh, I’m going to have to punish you for that!” Aidan said.
 
   “I think I just might like that,” said the woman in a sultry voice.
 
   Aidan ran his hand up the woman’s stomach. He began pulling her shirt up and over her head, taking a chance to feel up her breasts as she did. They were on the smaller side, but very well formed. The woman moaned as he groped at her chest.
 
   Aidan’s mom coughed loudly, and then Andrea brought the attention back onto herself. She was slowly pulling her top up and over her head, exposing her huge tits, and then wiggled her way out of her tight skirt, as though she was doing a strip show for the crowd. Several of the guys began clapping and whistling. The sight of Andrea in her underwear only made Aidan even harder, and it felt his cock pulse against the woman on top of him.
 
   “Now, let’s get started with the next round,” she said. “I wonder whose lap I’ll end up on this time.”
 
   The music came back on, and the women hopped off the men. Aidan watched them skip around the inside of the circle, teasing the men as they went. He was beginning to like this game, a lot. As Andrea walked by him, he got an up close look of her barely covered goodies. She winked at him, and Aidan felt himself growing incredibly excited at the idea of having her on his lap.
 
   As the women were walking, he noticed that most of the other guys had taken off their shirts. He pulled his up and off quickly, feeling a little silly having his chest exposed. Tamara looked at him as she went by and licked her lips, causing his cock to twitch in his pants.
 
   The music stopped, and all of the women rushed to sit down on a lap Two were left standing in the end, Tamara and his mom. Kayla was playing the game to win, and giggled as she sat down on his lap.
 
   “I don’t mind, and I’m betting Aidan doesn’t either,” she said. “Right, honey?”
 
   His mom had taken her shirt off last round. She had the best tits of any of the women in the room, easily. Her skirt rode up as she sat down in his lap, and Aidan felt his erection push up between her legs.
 
   “Of course not, mom,” he said. He did have to admit, it felt a little strange. Kayla was laughing like a school girl, and began to imitate some of the other women, grinding her butt against his crotch to tease him. It felt absolutely amazing, and Aidan felt himself put his hands on her hips, and begin to encourage her.
 
   Andrea had sat down on Greg’s lap, directly across the aisle from him. Greg had been the only guy to take off his pants instead of his shirt last round, and his cock was straining against the confines of his boxers. He grinned, and then opened the flap and pulled it out, pushing his exposed member against Andrea’s panty clad cunt. She bit her lip and tilted her head back, and all of the other guys began to clap and cheer.
 
   “Hey!” said Tamara. She was standing in the center of the circle and seemed to be slightly annoyed at not having the attention on her. Aidan’s eyes were locked on her body, however, and he watched as she slowly stepped out of the tight pair of jeans she was wearing, and then unhooked her bra. Her tits were slightly on the smaller side, but beautiful, and Aidan couldn’t wait to get his hands on them.
 
   “Do you like those, sweetie?” whispered his mom. She pushed her soft butt his against his crotch, and he answered by thrusting up.
 
   “I do, but they aren’t quite as big as yours,” he said, groping at her tits. They were so soft, and though it made him feel slightly guilty for getting so physical with his own mom, he just couldn’t resist.
 
   “Here, help me out of my skirt,” Kayla said, stepping up. Aidan slowly pulled it all the way down to the ground, admiring his mom’s awesome legs as he did.
 
   All of the girls were in their underwear now. Tamara only had a pair of panties on, and Andrea had let Greg pull her panties down. She was beginning to sit down on his lap again, his cock poised to slide up against her pussy, when the music started up again.
 
   “Saved by the bell,” laughed Andrea.
 
   The girls began walking around again, and Aidan copied Greg’s example, pulling his pants off and his cock out. He was excited, and couldn’t help but stroke his hard cock as the girls pranced by. All of them had the look of sexual desire on their faces, even his mom, though when she met his gaze, she blushed and looked away quickly.
 
   The music stopped, and all of the women found a lap. Andrea stepped towards Aidan, smiled seductively, and then slowly lowered herself down onto his lap. The angle was just right, and he felt his cock slide a couple inches up into her. She stopped and held herself up against the chair with her arms, surprised.
 
   “Oops, that wasn’t supposed to…” said Andrea, her voice wavering. “Whoa, easy there, tiger.”
 
   Aidan was bucking his hips up, and essentially fucking her. Her cunt felt incredible, and he couldn’t resist. Andrea was breathing heavy and moaning slightly, trying to keep herself from losing composure. Across the circle, Kayla was sitting on Greg’s lap, and he was rubbing his cock against her panties, making a mess on the fabric with his pre cum.
 
   Aidan’s mom seemed almost not to notice. Her eyes were locked on Aidan and Andrea, her son fucking her best friend, right in their own living room, in front of a crowd of people. Andrea was still trying to keep from losing control and giving into the pleasure, but she was breathing heavy and her hair was a mess. Aidan was lost to the world, pushing up into her and enjoying every second of it.
 
   The woman in the middle stripped off her remaining clothes, adding another completely naked body to the mix. The music started playing again, and Aidan reluctantly let Andrea pull herself off his cock, which caused her pussy to make a satisfying popping noise as she left. He took off his boxers and sat back down in his chair, completely naked, waiting for the next woman to take her seat.
 
   The music stopped, and all of the girls rushed for a lap. Aidan was thrilled to see Tamara stop in front of him. She smiled, and cupped his cheek in her hand before slowly turning around and settling in. Unfortunately, her pussy was much tighter than Andrea’s, and Aidan’s dick slipped out of its target, sticking out in front of her crotch instead of making it inside.
 
   “Well, this game certainly has gone in an interesting direction!” said Andrea, still breathing heavy. She was sitting on the lap of a hefty man, and seemed to be underwhelmed by the experience.
 
   “If any of you want to drop out, feel free,” she said. “We are going to turn the lights out after this round. Anything goes. This game is not for the faint hearted…”
 
   Aidan looked around for his mom and found her standing at the center of the circle. They shared a quick, knowing look, both of them accepting the consequences of continuing to play. Somehow, Kayla still had on her bra and panties, and began to blush as she shyly took them off for the group.
 
   “Oh, is that turning you on, you sicko?” whispered Tamara. She began stroking his cock and teasing her clit with the head of it. “You like watching your own mom get naked?”
 
   Aidan had no response. He felt incredibly ashamed, and it was because it was true. He was enjoying it. Honestly, it seemed to him as though his mom was the sexiest woman there, by far. He couldn’t tell if it was due to her incredible good looks, or to the influence and thrill of the taboo of being her son.
 
   The music started again, and Tamara climbed off his lap. He had no clothes left to take off, and his cock was wet and slippery from the juices of all the women that had been on it. Aidan watched as music began to play, and all of the women walked around the circle, slowly this time. It was almost as though they knew it would be the last round, and were picking the person they wanted to spend it with.
 
   He watched as his mom nervously shuffled around, looking at each of the men and seeming to cringe at the idea of being with them. One of the women had dropped out of the game before, and there was now an even number of men and women. The music stopped, and the only lap left for her to sit on was Aidan’s. She made her way over to him, her cheeks crimson red.
 
   “Do you…do you mind?” she whispered to him.
 
   “Of course not, mom,” he said
 
   “I’m going to sit down carefully,” she said. “I don’t think it would be good if…”
 
   Aidan heard her words, and found himself ignoring them. He took his mom by the waist, and lowered her directly onto his cock.
 
   “Oh, no!” she said, moaning.
 
   Her cunt felt amazing. It was tight, and wrapped around him as though made of elastic. She felt so warm and wet on his cock, Aidan felt himself trying to push the idea of her being his mother out of his head.
 
   “No, you can’t sweetie,” she said, her hips rocking against him and contradicting her words.
 
   “It’s okay mom, just for a second,” he said. “Look, it’s just a game. Everyone else is playing it, too.”
 
   All throughout the room were people in chairs, fucking. Tamara had ended up on Greg’s lap, and had her eyes closed as he bounced her up and down on his cock. Andrea was on a man over to his right, and she seemed to be riding him slowly and deliberately.
 
   “Let me just get a few strokes in, mom,” he said. “God, you feel so fucking good.”
 
   His hands roamed up and began to grope at her soft, exposed breasts. Kayla was moaning, and began to lift herself up and down on her son’s cock of her own free will. The entire room seemed to pulse with sexual energy.
 
   What had started as a party game was now closer to what might be called an orgy. Aidan rammed his cock into his mom faster and faster, feeling her juices begin to drip down onto his crotch. Many of the players had abandoned the chairs entirely, and were fucking on the ground or on the couch.
 
   He felt incredibly guilty and conflicted at what he was doing, but was totally unable to stop it. His mom felt too good. It was unlike anything he had ever experienced before. He wanted to fuck his mom hard, and to let her know that he was a man. He wanted to make her proud of him, and make her cum on his dick. And Kayla began to, despite herself.
 
   “Oh no!” she cried out, bucking her hips wildly. “No sweetie, don’t make mommy cum!”
 
   Aidan felt her cunt begin to tense up on his dick. Kayla cried out in ecstasy, along with several other women in the room who were reaching their climax. Andrea made her way over to the two of them, her partner having already prematurely shot his load.
 
   “Oh my god, you are fucking your son?” she exclaimed. “I mean, Aidan, you’re fucking your mom?”
 
   “Get down on your knees,” he said dominantly.
 
   Andrea obeyed as though his voice had some type of spell contained within it. Aidan lifted his mom off his cock and set her down next to her best friend.
 
   “My cock has been inside both of you tonight,” he said. “I want you to work together and lick it clean.”
 
   His mom looked up at him with conflicted eyes for a moment, and then slowly began to rub her tongue against his shaft. Andrea quickly joined in, and the two of them began to massage his cock with their warm, wet mouths.
 
   “Oh…that’s good,” he said.
 
   Aidan felt himself begin to approach the brink. He grabbed his mom by the back of her head and guided his shaft into her mouth. Her big, soft lips slid along his cock, and he could feel her wet tongue massaging the base. He began to face fuck her, slowly at first, and then faster. Andrea was licking and sucking on his balls underneath.
 
   “Oh god mom,” he said. “You suck a good dick…Oh god, mom!”
 
   He felt his cock begin to explode, and pulled out just in time for the first spurt to splash itself onto her face. Streams of white, hot, sticky cum landed on both Kayla and Andrea’s faces as Aidan shot his load out of his rock hard cock. Both of them began to lick up as much of it as he could, and Aidan settled back into his chair.
 
   “What…just happened?” asked Kayla after a minute.
 
   “Musical chairs, mom,” he said. “We’ll have to play it again, sometime.”
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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   It was raining, and Sam found himself having to drive more slowly than usual. It was the first time he had made the trip home from his new college, and he found himself second guessing his own sense of direction. On the trip out, he’d been with his dad and step mom, and having them to share the driving with had spoiled him a little.
 
   Sam was on a week-long vacation from school, and looking forward to spending some time with his family. His step mom, Rebecca, had sounded excited when he’d told her over the phone that he was on his way back. His dad was out of town for the next week or so, but his two step sisters, both also in college, were headed back as well.
 
   Rebecca had been a part of Sam’s life for as long as he could remember. His dad had ended up with custody of him at an early age, and had married Rebecca, who was in a similar situation. She was the only mom that Sam had ever known, which made her physical appearance into a confusing issue.
 
   She was, by far, one of the most attractive women that Sam had ever known. Rebecca had large, full breasts, a perfect butt, and a face that seemed to be sexy and suggestive even at the most innocent of times. Her daughters were no exception either, and Sam had found it very hard indeed to keep his thoughts pure and his eyes contained throughout his teenage years.
 
   And he felt absolutely terrible about it. It was wrong in every sense of the word for him to even momentarily harbor such sick ideas. Part of the reason why Sam had insisted on going to college out of state was so he could separate himself from the triggers of his perversion. But now, he was headed home to visit, and he was sure that things would be different. He had changed in his time away, and he knew he could control his thoughts now.
 
   As he pulled into the driveway of his family’s small, two story home, he felt nostalgia wave over him. Things had moved so fast over the course of the past couple of months, and being back home, even if just for a couple of days, was exactly what he needed.
 
   Sam walked up to the front door, and after briefly debating whether or not he should knock, swung it open. What he saw on the other side of it immediately validated some of the concerns that had crossed through his mind on the way home, and made him strangely excited.
 
   His two older twin step sisters, Meghan and Kayla, were both downstairs, and they were both clad only in bra and panties. They had nice bodies that mirrored their mother’s, only younger, and tighter. Sam did his best not to gawk at them as they ran over to greet him.
 
   “Little bro!” cried Megan. “It’s so good to see you!”
 
   She wrapped him into a hug. Sam’s family had always been very physically affectionate, but feeling his sister’s large tits pushed up against his chest was almost too much for him. He returned the embrace, feeling slightly horrified as an erection began to spring to life in his pants.
 
   “Uh, hey Meghan,” he said. “It’s good to be home…”
 
   “How is school? Are you adjusting okay?”
 
   Sam moved to let go and break from the hug, but it only seemed to entice Meghan to push against him even tighter, rubbing her panty covered crotch against him. He blushed, and his sister smiled at him, seeming as though she enjoyed the effect she was having.
 
   Kayla, on the other hand, hung back a few feet, her arms casually crossed. She had always been chill, almost to the degree of being seen as cold in her indifference.
 
   “Hey little bro,” she said.
 
   “Hey, it’s great to see both of you,” he said. At this point, his hard cock was aching for attention, and it seemed to be pulsing against his sister’s body with a mind on her own. She smells so nice, he found himself thinking.
 
   “And school’s going good,” he said. “I got an A on my first exam.”
 
   His hands began to wander down his sister’s back, slowly and steadily. He could feel his cock readying himself, and realized that he was only inches away from being pushed over the brink. Just before his fingers began to grope at her tender butt, Meghan pulled away. She giggled girlishly, and then ran off into the kitchen.
 
   “Make yourself at home, brother,” she said. “Well, I mean, of course you will! I’m going to make you up some food.”
 
   Kayla was still in the living room. She gave Sam a coy smile, and then walked over to the couch and took a seat. 
 
   “She really missed you, little bro,” she said. “Life just isn’t the same without having you around to torture.”
 
   “You are just hilarious,” he replied. But he felt as though it was true, at least in part.
 
   Sam made his way upstairs. He was a little tired from being cooped up in the car all day, and felt like he needed a shower. His room was almost exactly how he had left it, with the only difference being that his mom had washed and folded all of the dirty clothes that he had left.
 
   He set some of them out on his bed, and then stripped naked. His cock was still at half-mast. It was difficult to completely keep his excitement under control, especially given how flirtatious his sisters could be, but he vowed to try his best. Sam grabbed a towel, and then headed down the hall and into the bathroom.
 
   The room was hot and full of steam, and as Sam turned towards the mirror he immediately realized that he’d made a mistake. His mom was stepping out of the shower right as she walked in, and as his eyes scanned her gorgeous, naked body, his cock immediately hardening to its full length. 
 
   Instead of freaking out, Rebecca just smiled at her son. She grabbed a towel off the rack and began drying herself off in a relaxed manner.
 
   “Honey, I didn’t realize you were home!” she said. “I’m so happy to see you!”
 
   It was almost too hard for Sam to even think. His mom’s boobs were so perfect, so big and soft looking, and all that was on his mind was how good it would feel to play with them, and to push his cock in between them. He began to blush and did his best to force the disgusting thought out of his mind.
 
   “Uh, yeah,” he said. “I just got back…”
 
   Rebecca finally turned and slowly wrapped her towel around herself. She pulled her long hair back behind her with her hands, and then stepped towards Sam.
 
   “Come here and give mommy a hug,” she said. “I’ve missed you so much…”
 
   She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close. Sam did his best to keep a cushion of air between his hard rod and her body, but it was no use. And as much as he hated to admit it, the sensation was beyond pleasurable. She was so warm, and still wet from the shower.
 
   “I want you to tell me all about school,” said Rebecca. He hands were tight around his back, and she almost seemed to grind against him as she spoke.
 
   “Oh yeah, mom,” he said. “Of course I will.”
 
   “I hope you’ll stay for the entire week,” she said. “I love it so much when you come, baby.”
 
   Rebecca shifted, and suddenly her towel slipped out of its tie and dropped down to her feet. She seemed to not even notice, and let her naked tits push up against her son’s bare chest without a hint of embarrassment.
 
   “Yeah mom, I love to come, too,” said Sam. “It’s all I want to do during vacation.”
 
   His cock was throbbing, and his hands began to run down his mom’s body with a mind of their own. He let them grab her butt, and shifted himself as though to push his cock into his mom’s crotch at a better angle. The motion caused the same thing to happen to his towel, falling to the ground and leaving them both naked and pressed against each other.
 
   Both of them were silent for a moment. They were each moving slightly, rubbing up against each other without any pretense of it still being a regular, familiar hug. Sam could feel his mom’s hot breath on his neck, and the folds of her hot cunt against his rod. He slipped his hands down to her waist, and began to shift her position slightly, and then…
 
   “Oh shoot, I forgot that I have dinner in the oven!” said Rebecca. She bent down and grabbed her towel as if broken out of a trance. Sam could see that this time, her cheeks were a little red.
 
   “That’s okay mom,” he said. “I…I’ll meet you downstairs after.”
 
   His mother darted out of the room, and he shut the door behind her and quickly leaned against it. What the hell just happened, he asked himself.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   It was hard for Sam to focus on his shower. His cock ached for release, but whenever he would try to help himself out, perverse thoughts of his mom and sisters would flood his mind. It was frustrating, both mentally and sexually.
 
   He got out early, dried off, and headed to his room. The clothes he had picked out earlier were just a set of pajamas, and that was all he needed for a quiet night in. He found himself having trouble hiding his bulge in the sweat pants, and hoped that nobody would notice.
 
   Sam could smell the food cooking downstairs and realized that he was a lot hungrier than he thought he was. He headed down the hall and into the living room. Meghan and Kayla were fighting over the remote when he made his way down.
 
   “Let go of it!” cried Meghan. “I want to finish what I was watching!”
 
   “Meghan, knock it off, I just want to check and see if they’ve updated the new releases!”
 
   This wasn’t unusual in the slightest. Though they were twins, Meghan and Kayla had never really seen eye to eye when it came to, well, anything really. The only thing that was surprising to Sam was that they were being so physical with each other when they were both in their early twenties.
 
   For some reason, Sam suddenly felt the need to intervene. The two of them were both trying to wrestle the remote out of each other’s hands. Sam walked over and grabbed it, using his strength to take it away and hold it above them.
 
   “Hey, give that back!” yelled Meghan. She pushed forward and tackled Sam to the ground, landing in a heap on top of him.
 
   “Not until you two work this out,” said Sam.
 
   “That’s not going to happen!” said Meghan. She grabbed Sam’s arm and tried to twist the remote away. He tried to pushed her away with his free hand and inadvertently ended up grabbing her breast.
 
   Meghan was straddling him, and though she was wearing yoga pants and a t-shirt now, Sam still felt his lower half quickly growing excited. Her butt felt great against his crotch, and in her attempts to get the remote from him, she ended up running her fingers up along his body.
 
   “Come on, give it to me!” yelled Meghan. She twisted, and Sam had to move in order to keep it away from her. Her crotch rubbed against his, and the two of them began to bounce in a fashion that looked about as lewd as two people could get with clothes on.
 
   Sam tried to stand up, and ended up being tripped by one of the girls. He felt on top of Kayla, and his now rock hard cock slid up and was pinned in between her butt cheeks. Meghan climbed on top of him, preventing him from being able to break free and causing him to bump against his other sister with every movement.
 
   “Just give us the remote, Sam!” said Kayla. She was breathing heavy, and he could feel the heat radiating off her body Sam tried to move slightly in order to give himself a little bit of room, and ended up just humping her butt, and action that made his cock throb with pleasure.
 
   “You two need to work this out!” he cried.
 
   Kayla and Meghan looked at each other, and seemed to decide in the flash of a moment to team up. Sam was flipped onto his back, and while Meghan held his hands against the ground and attempted to strip the remote out of his fingers, Kayla straddled him and did her best to keep him still.
 
   Meghan’s wasn’t wearing a bra, and her big boobs dangled right in front of Sam’s eyes. He felt as though the wrestling match had taken on an uncomfortably sexual vibe, and even Kayla, usually quite reserved and careful, seemed to be grinding herself against his hard bulge. He had to stifle a moan.
 
   Finally, Meghan managed to get it free, and just in a nick of time. Sam felt like he would have shot his load in his pants from the feeling of Kayla rubbing on him if it had have gone on for a moment longer. The three of them pulled themselves to their feet, both of the twins having wild, ruffled hair.
 
   “Jeez,” said Meghan. “That was kind of uncalled for, you guys!”
 
   “Sorry,” said Sam. He was hunched over in a pitiful attempt to hide his erection. For some reason, Kayla was staring directly at it, and even after he noticed her she still seemed to continue.
 
   “Sam, can I talk to you in private for a second?” she asked. Kayla was blushing slightly, and Sam found himself getting a weirdly electric vibe from her.
 
   The two of them walked upstairs and into the room Meghan and Kayla had shared since childhood. Like Sam’s, it had gone mostly unused since the two of them had left for college. It was a fossilized version their lives at 18, complete with pink sheets and Hello Kitty pillows.
 
   “What is it, sis?” asked Sam. 
 
   Kayla just looked at him blankly.
 
   “I felt…your thing.” Her face was suddenly bright red. “Before, when I was on top of you.”
 
   Neither of them said anything for a moment. Sam was mortified, and felt like he needed to say something in his defense, but couldn’t come up with a single thing.
 
   “Do I turn you on?” asked Kayla. “I mean…was that why it happened?”
 
   Sam just shook his head, feeling his heart pounding like a hammer in his chest.
 
   “No, no, that’s not it, it was-“
 
   “I understand,” said Kayla. “I’m used to not really having that effect on men.”
 
   Sam was confused by his sister’s reaction. He was stuck between a rock and a hard place, unable to admit to his perversions, but also feeling the weight of the guilt of keeping them to himself.
 
   “You did, sis,” he said. “You totally did, even though you’re my sister. Couldn’t you feel it?”
 
   Saying it out loud made Sam feel a strange catharsis, and it was as though a massive burden had been taken off his chest. Kayla smiled at him, and then stepped closer. She reached behind him and shut the door.
 
   “I don’t mind helping you out, Sam,” she whispered. “I did it to you…so I should probably make it go away.”
 
   Sam wanted to tell her no. He wanted to be a good brother, and explain to her how it was wrong, and would change their relationship in irreversible way. However, he said nothing, and instead just looked into Kayla’s delicate eyes and nodded slowly.
 
   She slowly pushed him back onto her bed, and then went to work. Kayla pulled down his pajama pant bottoms, and then began massaging his package with her hands.
 
   “I haven’t done this many times before,” she said. “I hope it feels alright.”
 
   “It’s good, sis, oh god…” Sam moaned. Kayla had pulled his boxers down seductively with her lips, and he could feel his sister’s warm lips rubbing on the base of his cock.
 
   She started off slowly, lovingly even. Kayla worked the head of his cock into her mouth, licking up the small pearl of pre cum that had formed. She gazed up at him as she began sucking, making cute little slurping noises as she went.
 
   “Oh god, Kayla,” said Sam. “That feels, that feels…so good.”
 
   Sam had never experienced anything like it before. Whether it was the illicit nature of what was happening, or the face that his older sister had big lips and a soft, inviting mouth, Sam had no idea. What he did know is that one of his fantasies was playing out in front of him, and he felt like his body was being overloaded with pleasure.
 
   Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. The handle twisted slightly, but Kayla had kept the good sense to lock it earlier.
 
   “Kayla? Sam? Are you two in there?” asked their mom. “It’s time for dinner.”
 
   Kayla pulled her mouth off her brother’s cock, making a small but resounding popping noise.
 
   “Okay mom, I’ll be down in a second,” she replied. Kayla immediately brought her mouth down and began bobbing up and down on his cock, making Sam feel almost like he was going to lose it and cum right there, at the worst possible time.
 
   “Is your brother in there with you?” asked Rebecca.
 
   Sam was breathing heavy, but he forced himself to answer.
 
   “Y-yeah mom,” he said. “I’ll, I’ll come in a second.”
 
   “Make sure you come as quick as you can, sweetie,” said his mom. “I don’t want your food to get cold.”
 
   That was too much for Sam. He grabbed the back of his sister’s head and thrust forward as his cock began to explode white hot jets of cum down her throat. Kayla drank down every drop, sucking his cock hard and cleaning it off completely.
 
   Sam could hear his mom’s footsteps heading down the stairs. He pulled up his boxers and pants, and then looked at his sister. She was blushing, just like she had been the entire time.
 
   “Was that okay?” she asked. “I haven’t done it all that much before.”
 
   Sam nodded.
 
   “Yeah sis, that was great.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Sam made his way downstairs first, and Kayla followed about 10 minutes later. All of them sat down for dinner, a pot roast that Rebecca had prepared for the special occasion.
 
   “What were you two doing up there, anyway?” she asked them.
 
   Sam glanced at Kayla. Her face, as usual, seemed to flush bright red.
 
   “Kayla was just showing me a video, that’s all,” said Sam.
 
   “Hmm, I guess the little wrestling match we had must have inspired the two of you to watch it,” said Meghan. She looked at Sam and winked, and he suddenly felt like the two of them had been caught.
 
   “Anyway,” said Rebecca. “Dig in. This is way too much food for just the four of us.”
 
   She was right. By the end of the meal, everyone was stuffed, and there were clearly enough leftovers to feed them for a couple of days. Sam yawned, and stood up from the table.
 
   “It’s been a long day,” he said. “I think I’m going to head to bed early…”
 
   “You can’t!” replied his mom. “I found a great movie for all of us to watch. Remember how we all used to have movie night when you were younger.”
 
   Sam looked to his sisters for backup. Kayla seemed pretty ambivalent, and Meghan had a smile on her face.
 
   “I think that could be fun,” said Meghan. “You know what, let’s do it!”
 
   He sighed, and then gave up on his point. His mom was kind of right. It didn’t seem like a bad idea and he had loved family movie night as a kid.
 
   Sam walked out into the living room. Meghan and Kayla went upstairs to grab some blankets, and his mom set about getting the movie playing. He sat down on the couch and watched as she bent over and began fiddling with some of the switches on the TV.
 
   Rebecca was only wearing a thin, short, nightgown, and it rode up just far enough when she moved for Sam to sneak a peek at her panties. He felt guilty, but his mom had an amazing butt and perfect legs. The sight was enough to capture the attention of his lower half, which began to get excited, even despite the care his sister had given to it earlier.
 
   “How do you switch to the DVD player on this thing?” asked his mom. 
 
   Sam stood up and walked up behind her. He reached to show her where the button was, and accidentally pushed his crotch into her ass. It felt good, incredibly good, and he let it rest there for a minute as he helped her out.
 
   “It’s right here mom,” he said, taking her hand and moving it over. “That one.”
 
   “Oh,” replied Rebecca. “Thanks, honey.”
 
   Neither of them moved for a moment. Sam had an intense urge to grab his mom by the hips and grind into her, and just as it began to take hold of his body, his sisters came bounding down the stairs with blankets in hand.
 
   “Alright, got them!” said Meghan. “Dibs on one of the chairs!”
 
   “I call the other one!” said Kayla.
 
   That left the couch for Sam and his mom. He walked over and sat down on it. Meghan tossed him a blanket, and his mother put in the DVD and dimmed the lights before making her way over and sitting down next to him.
 
   “Do you mind if we lie down, instead of just sitting?” she asked him. “I’m really in the mood to stretch out.”
 
   For some reason, her request made Sam’s body flush with heat.
 
   “Mom, that might be a little uncomfortable,” he said meekly. “I mean, for the length of an entire movie?”
 
   “Relax honey, just try it,” she replied. “You aren’t too old to enjoy cuddling with your mom, are you?”
 
   Sam shook his head no, and then lied down on the inside of the couch. His mom climbed on and pushed up against him, pulled the blanket over them, and then started the movie.
 
   He did his best to concentrate of the TV, and ignore the fact that his mom’s soft body was rubbing up on him. It was a romantic comedy about a racist blind woman who falls in love with a Chinese man.
 
   “Are you comfortable, sweetie?” asked his mom. She wiggled slightly, causing her butt to grind against Sam’s quickly hardening cock.
 
   “Yeah mom, I am,” he replied. As much as he tried to focus on nonsexual things, it was almost impossible for him to stop from popping a fully blown erection. It felt incredible pushed up against his mom’s soft body, and he wondered how it was that she hadn’t noticed.
 
   The movie continued, and Sam began to feel a strong urge take hold of him. He wanted to do more, to feel more of his mom, and his cock seemed to be trying to motivate him to go for it through throbbing and aching. 
 
   Sam just couldn’t resist. He let his hand slide up her back, as though he was going to rub her shoulder, and then continued around, coming to a rest right on the edge of her big boob. His mom was either too embarrassed to say anything, or incredibly naïve, because she stayed completely silent.
 
   His hips began to move against her, and once he had started, it felt too good to stop. There was no way that she didn’t feel at that point, he realized. In fact, it almost seemed as though his mom was pushing back slightly, meeting his gentle thrusts and slides and tightening her butt cheeks around his throbbing rod.
 
   “Are you enjoying the movie, Sammie?” whispered his mom.
 
   “Oh yeah mom, I am,” he said, getting more brazen and letting his hand slide all the way over her breast. “I wish I’d have known about this movie a long time ago.”
 
   The two of them continued slowly dry humping, keeping their movements small as to not alert the twins. The raw, unbridled and illicit eroticism of the act seemed to fog over Sam’s mind. He wanted more, to push it further, to enjoy all of his mom.
 
   “Mmm, this is my favorite part,” whispered Rebecca. “This is where things in the movie really start to heat up.”
 
   She guided one of Sam’s hands down to her panties. He slid his fingers across them a couple of times, and then brought them inside the fabric. His mom’s cunt was already hot and wet, and a shudder went through her as he slipped a finger in.
 
   Rebecca reached one of her hands around and grasped her son’s cock. It sent a shiver down his spine to feel his own mother jerking him off, and his cock began to leak out pre cum as though it was trying to soak his boxers.
 
   The two of them continued like that for several minutes, masturbating each other in their own hidden reality sphere of pleasure. Sam began to feel like he needed more, and he was going to get it, regardless if it meant getting caught.
 
   He slipped his own pants and boxers down, and then did the same with his mom’s panties. Her nightgown was short enough that his cock to slip in underneath it, flipping up the silky fabric against its base. Rebecca let out a little moan as his hard rod rubbed against her folds.
 
   “Are you guys okay over there?” asked Meghan. “Nice and comfy?”
 
   “Oh yes, we are very comfortable,” said Rebecca, her breath slightly ragged. “We have such a nice couch for cuddling on.”
 
   Sam moved as silently as he could. He had to push himself down on the couch a little bit and fold his mom forward to get the angle right, but as the head of his cock pushed into her warm and wet pussy, he knew that it was worth it.
 
   “Oh god, Sam,” whispered his mom. “This…this isn’t right!”
 
   It was a little late to be having doubts, thought same. He groped at his mom’s tit in what was meant to be a reassuring gesture, and ended up pinching her nipple instead.
 
   “Come on mom,” he whispered. “We’re just cuddling, it’s okay. We’re just cuddling under the blanket on movie night.”
 
   He pushed his hips forward, and his mother let out another tiny moan. She rubbed his hand, and he knew that she had accepted the act that they were in the midst of.
 
   And she wasn’t alone in her conflict, not entirely. Sam felt as though his cock had never known such warm, hot, pleasure before, but at the same time, the guilt and shame was eating him alive. Things would never be the same again between them…
 
   He hugged his mother tight and began to thrust in her, softly and rhythmically. It felt incredible, as though his mom had some type of magical cunt, and it had cast a spell over him. He wanted to fuck her tonight, but more in the future, and found himself seeing the line between his mom and a sex goddess become almost indiscernible.
 
   Rebecca was breathing heavy, and as Sam increased her pace, she tensed up, and then went entirely limp. Sam could feel her cunt tightening and convulsing on his dick, and he found himself impressed that his mom was able to have an orgasm completely silently.
 
   He pumped into her faster, doing his best to stay silent, but knowing that he must be falling short. She just felt so good. All Sam wanted to do was cuddle with his mommy, and fuck her under the blanket. It was too much for him. He blew his load, letting all of his seed shoot deep inside her.
 
   The movie still had a couple of minutes left. It gave Sam and his mom time to slip their clothes back on, and catch their breath. The two of them continued to cuddle, and though it felt different, there was still love in it. A vastly different, evolving sort of love, but still love. The credits rolled, and everyone started heading to bed.
 
   “Did you enjoy the movie?” asked Meghan.
 
   Sam and his mom looked over at each other.
 
   “Yeah,” he said. “It was good.”
 
    
 
   END
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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   Matt was already sweating when he woke up. The air was hot and sticky, and he found himself feeling groggy as he pulled out of bed. He yawned, and then pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, doing his best to calm the erection that had worked itself up overnight.
 
   It was the summer after Matt’s senior year, and for the most part, he had spent it at home. The house had usually been empty, with his father working long hours and his step mom running errands during the day.
 
   He was slow to make his way downstairs, and what he found when he made his way into the kitchen caused him to stop dead in his tracks. His step mother, Christina, was leaning over the counter reading the newspaper in a silk robe and nothing else. It gave him a perfect, uninhibited view of her gorgeous cleavage.
 
   Christina was the only mother Matt had ever known, and that made it all the harder for Matt to deal with the fact that she was a stunningly attractive woman. She had large breasts, a trim waist with curvy hips, and a face that seemed to be sexy when set into any expression.
 
   “Hey honey,” she said. “Can I make you some breakfast?”
 
   She flipped the page of the paper that she was reading, and the movement caused her robe to slip further open. Matt could now see one of his mom’s nipples clearly, and found his cock stirring in his pants, though he did his best to will it to be calm.
 
   “Uh, sure mom,” he said.
 
   “You slept in so late this morning,” she said. “I felt like I had to get up as soon as the sun came out. The first thing I did this morning was take a cold shower.”
 
   Christina bent over to take a pan out from one of the lower cupboards, and the tail end of her robe rode up, giving Matt another flash, this time of her soft, toned butt. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and the sight caused Matt to almost lose it in his pants.
 
   “I think it might be in one of the upper cabinets, mom,” he said. Matt walked over behind her, and under the pretense of checking for the pan, he began to push his hard erection against her naked butt. The shorts that he had on were thin and insubstantial, and he could feel his mom’s soft, warm body through them easily.
 
   “Oh yeah, check way in the back,” said Christina, standing back up. “It’s been a while since I’ve used it.”
 
   “I will mom, don’t worry,” he replied. Matt pushed his crotch forward harder, grinding against his mom and pushing her over against the counter. He reached up into the cabinet, and felt his mom push back slightly, sending waves of pleasure shooting through his cock.
 
   For a minute, this continued, with the two of them dry humping against each other like it was the most normal, natural thing in the world. There was almost an unspoken condition in the air of the contact being okay, but only as long as both of pretended that it wasn’t happening.
 
   “Do you think it might be off to the side, mom?” asked Matt. He had grabbed his mom’s waist with one of his hands by this point, and was pulling her into him and pumping himself against her rhythmically.
 
   “Ooh, yeah, it might be,” said Christina. “Check in deeper, as deep as you can go.”
 
   Matt was letting himself be sucked into the encounter, and it felt almost as though it was some type of erotic vortex. He quit pretending, and let his other hand slip into his mom’s robe and begin fondling her breast. He began thrusting his cock into her ass, dry fucking her intent on one thing and one thing alone.
 
   “Mmm,” said Christina. “Okay honey, I don’t think you’re going to find it. I’ll just have to use a different pan.”
 
   She pulled away from him, leaving Matt feeling disappointed and as though he had been only seconds away from coming. He sighed, and then went and sat down on the table, feeling his erection aching for release.
 
   “How does eggs and bacon sound?” asked Christina.
 
   “Fine mom,” he said. “That’s just fine.”
 
   There was a strange tension on the air as Matt ate breakfast. His mom continued to busy herself in the kitchen, bending down and letting her robe fall about in way that seemed like she was almost trying to flash him intentionally.
 
   Eventually, Christina went upstairs, and came back down wearing tight, tiny booty shorts and a workout bra. Matt began to feel frustrated at just how much of a tease his mother was being, though at the same time it was hard for him to deal with the guilt and shame he felt in being turned on by her.
 
   “Do you mind if I do my new workout in here, sweetie?” she asked. “It should only take a half hour or so…”
 
   “No, go right ahead, mom,” he replied.
 
   Matt had seen his mom workout before, but nothing could have prepared him for the routine she began following on the TV. It was a dance exercise program, with a focus on a type of dancing that Matt thought was only done in crowded, dingy strip clubs and bachelor parties.
 
   Christina started by swinging her hips around in a circle. She was facing away from her son, and Matt could see her butt bouncing around in a clearly sexual fashion. His cock was almost painful with its need for release, and he couldn’t resist massaging it through one of the pockets of his shorts.
 
   She moved into the next part of the routine, dropping down to the floor and crawling along it, and then twisting and opening her legs up. There was so much exposed, milky white flesh in his mom’s body, and he found himself trying to burn the sight of it into his memory.
 
   Finally, Christina moved into what seemed to be the last segment. It mostly involved her jiggling her chest, and pushing her big boobs around in a way that was clearly designed for seduction.
 
   “Do you mind joining in for the end, honey?” she asked.
 
   Matt jumped when he heard her voice. He was surprised, but very eager.
 
   “Of course, mom,” he said.
 
   “Alright, just sit down on the couch and be still,” she said. “Try not to think of me as your mom while I’m doing it, that would make it weird.”
 
   He took a seat, and his rock hard cock seemed to immediately point up against his shorts and towards her, as though it were a heat seeking missile. Christina smiled, and began dancing over him. She slid her body down his crotch, rubbing herself on him, and ending by taking her boobs and pushing them into his hardness.
 
   It felt amazing, and Matt began to worry that he might end up in a very compromising situation. His mom moved into the next part, turning away from him and dropping her butt down onto his cock, rubbing it into him and squeezing him with her cheeks.
 
   Matt found that his hands were wandering up his mom’s body, almost involuntarily, coming to a rest on her perfect tits. She began to gyrate on top of him, and that was too much for him to take. He blew his load in his shorts, letting out a quiet moan as he did.
 
   “Matt, are you okay?” asked his mom. “Please don’t tell me that you-“
 
   “I’m fine mom, I uh, just have to go take a shower!” Matt jumped up from his seat and ran upstairs, his face bright red with embarrassment.
 
   “Well make it a quick one,” she said. “We’re going to the beach today, remember?”
 
   Matt remembered all too well.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   After finishing up his shower and changing into his swimsuit, Matt climbed into the passenger seat of his mom’s sedan. She was sitting behind the wheel, wearing a flirty sun dress and a smile.
 
   “This is going to be so much fun!” she said. “I’ve been overheated all day. A swim is exactly what I need.”
 
   “Yeah mom, I agree.”
 
   There was another reason why Matt was going, and he felt a little bad about it. His mom had bought a new bikini in the spring, and he had overheard her talking to his father about how tiny it was. He’d never seen her wear it, and his curiosity was getting the better of him.
 
   “I picked out a new beach for us to check out today,” said Christina. “I hope you’re okay with it.”
 
   “Yeah, sure,” said Matt. “I didn’t realize there were any they we hadn’t been to around here.”
 
   “It’s kind of a town secret,” she said. “It caters to a more open minded crowd.”
 
   Matt felt his cock stir within the thin confines of his swimming trunks.
 
   “Is it…a nude beach, mom?” he asked.
 
   “Oh no, of course not honey,” she said. “Well…not really. I’m sure some people there might decide to swim nude, but it’s not mandatory or anything.”
 
   Christina pulled onto the road that the beach was on. It was a little off the beaten path, and the area they were in was not one that Matt was very familiar with. As they drove down towards the parking area, the car passed a group of girls making their way over to the shore.
 
   They were all dressed in provocative summer clothing, and appeared to be about his age or only just slightly older. And all of them had hot, nubile bodies. Matt felt himself getting very excited at what they day held in store for him.
 
   “Are they your type, sweetie?” teased his mom.
 
   “Mom!”
 
   “It’s fine, you can tell me if they are.” Christina turned towards him and winked. “I know you’re a teenage boy, you must get urges sometimes.”
 
   “I, it’s none of your business!” he said, blushing.
 
   “Oh, relax sweetie.” His mom reached her hand over and rubbed his thigh. It seemed like she meant it to jest be a motherly gesture, but Matt’s cock interpreted it differently. He felt himself stiffening rapidly, and tried with all his might to relax his lower half before he popped a hard on right against his mom’s hand.
 
   “I’ve seen how you look at the girls before,” she said. “I was one of the girls being looked at before, you know.”
 
   Matt found himself shifting his crotch involuntarily, angling it up and pushing into his mom’s fingers. He realized that he was blushing deeply, completely ashamed of his apparent need for release.
 
   “You still get looked at pretty often, mom,” he whispered. “I should know…”
 
   “Really, Matt?” she said. Her fingers gripped around his cock absent mindedly as she spoke his name.
 
   “I mean, I don’t mean to, but sometimes…” He tried to think of an innocent way to phrase it. “It just happens.”
 
   “I’m your mother, you need to keep that in mind.” Christina’s hands were now stroking his member up and down through the fabric of his swim shorts. “It would be a dirty, nasty thing for you to forget.”
 
   She parked the car, and moved her hand off him to shift it into park, just in a nick of time. Matt was right up on the verge of cumming, and he breathed a sigh of relief. Things were getting very weird, and the conflict raging inside of him made him feel hot and bothered and ashamed, all at the same time.
 
   “Come on Matt, are you going to help me carry the stuff?”
 
   Christina was at the back of the car pulling things out of the trunk. They had brought some blankets with them, along with towels, a folding chair, and an inflatable raft. Matt walked over, doing the best he could to disguise his erection, and grabbed some of the stuff.
 
   He followed his mom as she walked across the street and over to the beach. There was a small strip of trees that they had to walk through, blocking off the sandy shore from the view of cars driving by. On the other side of it, he saw that most of the beach was empty, with only a few people set up.
 
   They walked down a little ways, arriving at a nice, secluded spot with an area of clean sand. Matt set his stuff down, and his mom took the big blankets and their towels and spread them out. The end result was a nice little beach camp, and Christina seemed proud of her work.
 
   “This is perfect!” she announced. “Oh honey, I’m so glad that you came with me.”
 
   “Yeah, me two, I just wish that…” Matt trailed off in midsentence as he looked over at his mom. She was stripping her outer clothes off, and for the first time, he was able to get a nice look at her bikini. It was tiny, barely covering anything more than just the absolute off limits part of her body, and if anything, seemed to give her a more seductive look than even if she’d been naked.
 
   “What do you think?” asked Christina. She walked towards Matt and did a quick pirouette. Matt had to work to keep his jaw from dropping. He could feel his erection springing back in full force, and was acutely aware of just how badly he wanted to do terrible, terrible things to his own mother.
 
   “Oh wow mom,” he said dumbly. “It uh, it really fits you.”
 
   Christina seemed to be pleased by the effect she was having on her son. She walked closer to him, and rubbed his shoulder. Matt could feel the heat emanating off her body and had to fight to keep from grabbing at her perfect tits, and rubbing his cock against her.
 
   She smiled, as though pleased by his response, and wrapped her arms around Matt’s neck. He felt himself wanting so badly to lean in, to kiss her, and to do more than that, and his mom was acting like she was completely oblivious to his desire, and the torture she was putting him through. 
 
   “Ooh, whoops, I think I forgot about one thing!” said Christina. She turned away from Matt and bent over to take something out of her bag, inadvertently pushing her butt up against his crotch. It felt amazing, and Matt had to focus on his breathing in order to keep from blowing in his shorts.
 
   His mom turned back to him with a bottle of suntan lotion in her hands, with an expectant look on her face.
 
   “It’s hot out today,” she said. “We don’t want to get burned, do we?”
 
   Matt smiled at her and shook his head no, feeling like a horny animal about to lose control.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Christina handed him the bottle, and then lied down flat on top of one of the towels. The angle helped Matt get a good look at her butt, which seemed to be perfectly sized, and taut. It almost called to him, and as he crouched down next to her, an urge to mount her backside and begin pushing his cock against it materialized in his head.
 
   He tried to force it away, feeling a mixture of guilt and shame over it. She was his mother, and it was something that he couldn’t let himself forget. Strangely, the more he thought about their familial relationship, the harder his dick seemed to throb and the more sexual the situation seemed.
 
   “Go ahead, do it,” said Christina. “I really want to make sure I don’t end up with a sunburn.”
 
   “Alright mom,” said Matt. “This might be a little cold.”
 
   He squirted some of the lotion into his hand. It smelled of coconuts, and he rubbed it between his palms to warm it up before gently setting his hands down on his mom’s perfect, milky white skin.
 
   “Oh yeah, that feels good,” moaned Christina. “I’ll take care of you after too honey, don’t worry.”
 
   Matt was worried. He was worried because, as his hands began to rub across his mom’s shoulders, he felt his hips angling towards her. He was worried because as he leaned forward to make sure his mom’s neck was covered, the tip of his hard cock brushed against her and it felt so good that he almost immediately came in his pants.
 
   “Yeah, there you go honey,” said Christina. “Be sure to rub the cream in nice and deep. Don’t worry, you don’t have to be gentle.”
 
   Matt moved onto her back, being careful and deliberate with the movement of his hands. He shifted himself, straddling over his mom so he could get a more convenient angle. At first, he did his best to keep a buffer of air in between his crotch and her butt.
 
   His mom’s body seemed to have a magnetic pull of its own, and he found himself moving forward and slowly dropping down, until his cock finally made contact with her soft flesh.
 
   “Go ahead baby,” whispered Christina. “You have to make sure I’m covered.”
 
   “Okay mom, I will,” said Matt. He let his hands inch across the side of his mom’s torso, all the way up to the edge of her soft breasts.
 
   “Here, maybe this will help you,” said Christina. She reached behind her and undid the tie of her bikini. Matt felt his mind fogging over, and his hands seemed to be instantly drawn towards his mom’s tits, almost against his will.
 
   “Oh, you are really thorough now, aren’t you?” Christina giggled. Matt couldn’t hold his hips up any longer, and let them lower down against his mom’s soft butt. His rock hard cock nestled right in between both cheeks, and Matt let out a faint sigh as warm pleasure slowly began to tingle through his groin.
 
   “Honey come on, don’t get distracted,” said Christina. “You still have to finish.”
 
   “You’re right mom, I do,” said Matt. He pushed his hands even further forward and around her body, until they were gliding across the flesh of his mom’s breasts, almost coming into contact with her nipples.
 
   Christina let out a soft moan, and Matt slowly began to move his hips, grinding his hardness against her perfect, soft butt and groping at her breasts lewdly. It was the worst thing that he had ever done, Matt realized, but it was almost as though he couldn’t stop himself. His dick had gotten ahold of his mind, and he couldn’t stop until he found release.
 
   Christina coughed, and then rolled over underneath him. She managed to cover up her tits just in time to keep Matt from seeing her nipples, but the sight of his mom using her arm as a bra was more than erotic enough to turn him on even further.
 
   “Alright,” said Christina. “I can do the rest.”
 
   Matt nodded, feeling a little disappointed. Christina quickly put her bra back on, and then surprised her son by picking up the bottle and gesturing for him to lie down on the towel.
 
   “Your turn,” she said.
 
   She had a coy smile on her face hat caused Matt’s cock to ache with anticipation. He lied down on his stomach, finding it a little uncomfortable to get his rod into a good position, and Christina went to work.
 
   “Ooh, your back muscles are so strong,” she cooed. The lotion was cold, but somehow, his mom’s hands still felt incredibly hot against his skin. She had given him many backrubs before when he was younger, and he was torn between the tenderness and the sexual undertone of the gesture.
 
   “My big boy has such nice muscles,” whispered Christina. She brought one of her hands all the way down his back and ran it along his waistline, slipping one of her fingers underneath the band of his swim suit, an action which Matt found incredibly arousing.
 
   “Alright, now flip over,” she said. Matt hesitated for a moment before rolling onto his side, and then onto his back. His erection protruded up too blatantly to hide, and Christina smiled as she caught sight of it.
 
   “Oh no, did I do that?” she giggled. “Well, let me get this over with quick so you don’t have to suffer.” 
 
   She began to rub up and down Matt’s chest, with every touch of her soft hands causing him to twitch with hot, sensual desire. One of her hands wandered lower, and lower, and Matt did his best to stay calm.
 
   “Matt,” whispered Christina. “I should do your legs, too.”
 
   She reached one hand up his thigh, and continued up through the open leg of his swimsuit, wrapping her hand around his cock. Matt gasped out loud, and felt his dick begin to surge as his mom started stroking him up and down with her slick, lotion covered hand.
 
   “Shhh,” she whispered. “Don’t say anything, sweetie, this will be our little secret.”
 
   Matt glanced down the beach, hoping it would still be as clear as it had been before, and caught the eyes of one of the attractive women he had seen earlier. She was wearing a tiny bikini that barely covered any of her flesh, and watching what was going on with Matt and Christina intently.
 
   “Mom,” moaned Matt. “I think, there are people-“
 
   “Shh,” said Christina. “Just let mommy take care of you honey, remember what I said.”
 
   She began to pump his cock faster, and faster. Matt was pushing his hips up to meet each of her strokes, feeling an almost overwhelming pleasure spreading up from his crotch. It felt so good, and so bad at the same time, and the fact that the entire scene was being watched pushed him over the guilty, illicit edge.
 
   He began to cum, spraying his white, hot load out into his swimsuit and all over his mom’s hand. Christina smiled at first, but then a strange look formed in her eyes, almost as though she couldn’t believe what she had just done. Matt couldn’t believe it, either.
 
   “You should…” she said, turning her gaze away from him. “You should go into the lake and get washed off.”
 
   Matt turned and looked at the beautiful woman who had been watching. She was lying face down on a towel, sunbathing with her bikini top untied in a tantalizing fashion. His cock was still hard, and he got the feeling that even though he had just came, it was going to stay that way.
 
   “Alright mom,” he said. “Come join me after.”
 
   Christina smiled and nodded, and Matt could see in her eyes that she had returned to her normal self, and was again playing the role of his mother.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   The water was warm, and Matt dove under as soon as he had made it out up to his waist. He was confused by what had happened, and ashamed. More than anything, he just wanted to wash it all away.
 
   He could see the group of attractive women that were set up to the side of them also beginning to head into the waves. The one that had watched him before was among them, and every time Matt would see them whisper to each other, or giggle about something, he was sure that they were talking about him.
 
   Matt thought about how he was going to face his mom, and what he would say to her after the incident with the sun tan lotion. It was a monkey wrench thrown into the gears of their relationship, and though Matt had often fantasized about how hot Christina was since puberty, the reality of engaging with her sexually was much more conflicting to him than he ever could have imagined.
 
   The big problem was that it had felt so mind blowingly good. Nothing that Matt had experienced in his 18 years could compare to it, and all of the guilt and shame of the taboo only seemed to compound into how immensely pleasurable it was to feel her touching him, and to touch her body back.
 
   Christina was on the shore, using a small handheld pump to inflate the rubber raft they had brought out with them, and Matt couldn’t help but stare at her as she worked. Her tits would bounce each time she brought the handle up and down, threatening to burst right out of the tiny scrap of fabric covering her nipples and holding them in place.
 
   The group of women started laughing, and Matt realized with a shock that they were playing keep away with a girl’s bikini top. One of the other ones threw it up in a high arc, and it landed just a few feet away from Matt. The topless one swam her way over, cupping both of her tits into a hand bra as she stood up in the water.
 
   “Hey, can you give me a little help?” she asked sweetly. Matt couldn’t take his eyes off her for a moment, but came back to reality in time to swim over and grab the bikini for her.
 
   “Uh, sure,” he said. “Here you go…”
 
   As the woman took it from him, one of her tits came into full view, and Matt’s eyes feasted on the sight of them. She tied it back on, blew Matt a kiss, and then swam back over to her friends.
 
   Christina had finished inflating the raft and floated out on it, shoot Matt a stern look as she went.
 
   “Sweetie, it’s not appropriate for you to be leering at a woman in that kind of situation,” she said. “Try to be a little bit more polite.”
 
   Matt could tell that she was reprimanding him from her heart as his mother, but it was hard for him to take her seriously after what had happened with the lotion. He nodded at Christina, and then slipped underwater, surfacing right underneath the raft and flipping her into the water.
 
   “No!” cried Christina as she went head first into the water. Matt just smiled, and then swam over to her. He splashed her and laughed as Christina glared at him and began to try and take revenge.
 
   “You jerk!” she yelled, trying her best to dunk Matt’s head under the water.
 
   “Careful, mom, you don’t want to start a war!” he replied.
 
   Christina playfully tried to jump on top of him, and get up onto his shoulders as though she was trying to tip him into the water. Matt tried to wrestle her down, his hands coming to rest on her butt cheeks as he did.
 
   “Ooh, be careful there, sweetie,” whispered Christina. “You’re playing with fire…”
 
   She twisted out of Matt’s grasp, and then dove underwater. The next thing he felt was his swimsuit being pulled down, letting his cock pop out at half-mast. He felt it hit something and realized that he’d just rubbed it on his mom’s face. She looked incredibly pleased with herself as she surfaced and twisted her wet hair back.
 
   “You’ll pay for that!” cried Matt. He moved forward and managed to deftly untie his mom’s bikini top. It fell directly down to the water, and Christina was not agile enough to block out his view of her breasts in time. Matt tried to imprint the image of her perfect pink nipples into his mind, feeling his cock throb in the water.
 
   “You are such a brat!” cried Christina. Matt had grabbed her bikini, and was holding it just out of her reach. She pushed forward to try to take it from him, rubbing her naked tits and body against her son as she did.
 
   “If you want it, you’ll have to take it by force, mom,” said Matt, laughing. Christina jumped up out of the water for it, her big boobs bouncing gloriously as she moved. She wrapped her arms around Matt and began trying to wrestle his hand down. It had the unintended consequence of rubbing her stomach up against her son’s hardness, and soon he found himself feeling as though they’d started playing a very different kind of game.
 
   Matt wrapped his arms around his mom under the guise of holding her bikini top behind her back. Really, all he wanted to do was rub on her, and grind against her. Christina’s naked boobs felt so good against his chest, and even though a voice in his head was screaming out about how wrong it wicked it all was, Matt was enjoying every second of it.
 
   “You should give mommy her top back,” whispered Christina. “You don’t want her to be rubbing up against you naked, do you?”
 
   Matt leaned in against her, running his hands across her butt and feeling his lips being drawn towards his neck. His mom moaned, and slid one hand down his swimming shorts. He didn’t care anymore, he wanted his mom, and was going to take her right there and right then.
 
   Unfortunately, Christina saw something over his shoulder. Matt turned and noticed that the group of girls from before were watching them from the shore, and pointing and whispering. His cheeks flushed red with embarrassment, and this time when his mom went to take her top back, he let her have it.
 
   “I’m heading in to shore for a bit, sweetie,” said Christina. “The game is over.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   Matt didn’t spend much longer in the lake before heading back to shore. Christina was sitting on a towel reading a magazine, and she seemed to ignore him as he sat down next to her. He found himself growing a little annoyed at her, and a little annoyed at himself along with it. The situation they found themselves in now managed to be one of both sexual tension and frustration.
 
   Christina had brought some food with her, and Matt picked out a sandwich, munching on it carefully with clean hands. He wondered about what things would be like back at the house, and once his dad returned. It seemed almost unfair to flirt so close to crossing the line with his mom, and then just return to normal.
 
   His eyes wandered back over to the group of girls next to them, and he needed to do a double take at what he saw. Several of them had taken their swim suits off, and were lying on their towels completely naked. One more was in the process of stripping down and caught his eye, smiling at him as she dropped her bikini bottom.
 
   Matt had never seen so much naked flesh in one place in person before. His cock throbbed, and he found himself wishing for a place he could go to relieve the pressure, stroking his dick off as he watched the beautiful women, naked and exposed.
 
   “I didn’t realize that this was a naked beach,” said Christina. Matt jumped at her words, and looked at her as if he’d been caught committing a crime. “It’s fine, honey,” she said. “Honestly, I kind of want to join in. I could use a full body tan.”
 
   Matt looked at his mom closely. She was blushing a little bit, and had a dangerous smile on her face.
 
   “You should, mom,” he said. “I think that this might be the only chance that you’ll get. I think I will too, and we can both do it, together.”
 
   Christina nodded slowly, and the sexual tension in the air instantly seemed to double in intensity. Matt stood up and confidently began dropping his swimming shorts, letting his rock hard cock pop out. A couple of the women from the other camp were watching, and he felt a little embarrassed, but also incredibly aroused.
 
   “Alright,” said Christina. “Well, I guess it’s my turn…”
 
   Matt watched as his mom slowly began to strip. She took her time untying her bikini top, and then held both cups in her hands as she slowly pulled it down, her pink nipples shyly appearing as the edges made their way down.
 
   Then, she slipped her fingers on either side of the waist tie of her bikini bottom, and slowly began wiggling out of it. Matt was surprised by how neat and tidy his mom’s pubic hair was, a small landing strip that seemed to perfectly accent the beauty of her folds.
 
   As his mom stood before him, completely naked and more attractive than any woman he had ever seen before, a strange urge began to overtake Matt’s mind. He found himself giving in to it, and going over to the dark side, letting his hand wrap around his own cock and begin to stroke as he looked at her.
 
   “Wh-what are you doing?” asked Christina. She immediately covered up her body with her hands, but Matt didn’t slow his pace.
 
   “Mom…” he said. “Come over here. And bring that other blanket.”
 
   Christina’s face was bright red, but she obeyed her son’s command. She sat down on the towel next to him, her eyes locked on to the illicit act her son was committing. 
 
   Without saying a word, Matt took the blanket from her, and spread it out over their laps. Then, he took his naked mother by the shoulders and lowered her gently down onto her back. Christina was still blushing fiercely, and wouldn’t make eye contact with him as he moved her.
 
   “Mom, you’re so fucking hot,” whispered Matt. “I just…I can’t resist.”
 
   He climbed on top of her and let his cock rub against the edge of her folds.
 
   “Oh god, sweetie,” whispered Christina. “We…we’re in public.”
 
   Matt began to push the head of his penis into his mom’s warm and inviting cunt. It felt amazing, and he let out a small moan.
 
   “I can’t take it mom,” he said. “I, I just have to do this.”
 
   He pushed forward more, and then he was inside her. Christina was biting her lip, trying to keep herself under control.
 
   It felt unlike anything Matt had experienced before. His mom’s warm pussy was a sexual reality beyond anything he could have dreamed of, and it seemed to hum as his dick throbbed inside of it.
 
   “Oh yeah, mom,” moaned Matt. He began pumping into her, feeling waves of pleasure shoot up his cock with every movement.
 
   The blanket hid almost nothing from the rest of the beach. Matt glanced over towards the other women, and saw one of them watching intently, her hand rubbing her crotch.
 
   “Sweetie, please,” whispered Christina. “Make mommy cum.”
 
   That was almost too much for Matt. He began to pump into her like a wild man, kissing her neck and letting his dick slam into her like a piston. Christina began to scream out in time with his thrusts, and her fingers raked across his back, urging him on.
 
   All of the guilt and shame that Matt felt over what was going on fell to the wayside. He could deal with that later, the voice in his head told him. Right now, all he was concerned with was fucking his mom and cumming inside her.
 
   She had always been there for him. She’d always told him that she would do anything for him, and that she loved him. And now Matt was putting that love to the test, letting his cock take full advantage of all of the trust Christina had placed in him as her son.
 
   Christina began to scream louder, and suddenly tensed up, her fingernails digging into Matt’s back, and then going limp. She was breathing heavy and moaning, and Matt began to ram his rod into her even faster, feeling his own orgasm approaching.
 
   “Oh god,” he moaned. “I’m going to, I’m-“
 
   “Wait!” cried Christina. “I’m not on the pill!”
 
   The words came a second after Matt did. His white hot load blasted deep into his mother’s cunt, and he continued thrusting throughout it. The pleasure that swept over his body seemed to free him from any doubts he could have had about what he was doing. It felt incredible, better than Matt ever could have imagined that sex could feel. Good enough to ruin him.
 
   He collapsed on the towel beside her, and the two of them pulled the blanket up to their chins as the cuddled, almost as though they had made their own bed on the beach. The women who had been watching had packed up and left, giving them a little more privacy. Christina played with her son’s hair for a moment, and then sighed.
 
   “I don’t care,” she whispered. “I don’t care what happens, Matt. I want you to do that again. I want you to keep doing it.”
 
   Matt smiled, and then nodded his head.
 
    
 
   END
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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “That was excellent, John!” The director was beaming at him, scribbling notes onto a pad as he watched from the front row of seats in the auditorium.
 
   His words were exactly what John had been hoping for. He had been acting in an amateur capacity since he was old enough to walk, and had never before attempted to take on a pivotal and meaty lead role like the one he was currently auditioning for.
 
   “Thank you, sir,” he said. “Do you want me to run any other scenes?”
 
   “Nonsense, I’ve seen more than enough,” said the director. He stood up from his seat and climbed up onto the stage, reaching his hand out to shake John’s. “I want you to take on the role of Maurice, and really live it up in the same way you just did with your monologue.”
 
   “Of course!” said John. He felt a wave of emotion begin to wash over him, and couldn’t keep a broad smile from spreading across his face.
 
   “I still have a number of roles to cast, but I want to get started with the rehearsals for the core characters immediately,” said the director. “Can you be here tomorrow morning, 10 AM sharp?”
 
   John nodded his head.
 
   “I wouldn’t miss it for the world!” he said.
 
   He could barely contain his excitement when he got back home. John’s father had been away on a business trip for the past week, but he expected his step mom, Helen, to be around, and was a little disappointed when he couldn’t find her.
 
   Helen had been John’s step mother since shortly after his mom had walked out on the family when he was ten, and over the past eight years the two of them had grown incredibly close. She was a beautiful woman, with a busty figure and the type of elegant beauty that made her seem timelessly attractive, even at 37 years old.
 
   John ended up hanging out for a bit in the living room, reading through the copy of the script that the director had given him. It was an independently created production, completely new to him. The basic plot involved a romance between a rich older woman and a much younger man that was a friend of her son’s , and as he read through the scenes, he found himself getting strangely excited at his role in the play.
 
   A number of them seemed to be very intimate and physical, and John found himself getting a little turned on just from reading the dialogue. He began to wonder about who would be playing the role of the older female lead.
 
   His mind began to wander into illicit places, and he ended up heading upstairs into his room. John began browsing the internet on his laptop, and without even realizing what he was doing, he ended up on a porn site, staring at erotic images that only seemed to further fuel the wild thoughts in his mind.
 
   He couldn’t resist for long, and after a moment, he pulled out his hard cock and began to stroke it to the naked women on the screen. John had always had a fetish for milfs, and the idea that he would be acting across from one in a play, kissing her, feeling her body, and being in such close contact, it was enough to drive him wild.
 
   “Honey, are you home?” asked Helen. Her voice came from directly outside his door. John jumped back from his desk, frantically trying to cover up his nudity, but not moving nearly fast enough to beat the speed of the opening door.
 
   Luckily, he managed to turn away, and fell down onto his bed and grabbed a sheet in time to hide anything too illicit, though his step mom looked at him suspiciously.
 
   “Are you okay, sweetie?” she asked. Helen walked over and sat down on the bed next to him, and John couldn’t help but think about how much she looked like some of the milf porn stars he had just been jerking off to. Her top was low cut, and it was hard for him to keep his eyes off her cleavage.
 
   “Uh, yeah, of course mom,” he said. “What’s up?”
 
   Behind Helen on the screen of John’s computer was an older naked woman, slowly performing a strip tease for him. He prayed to god that she wouldn’t turn around before the clip finished playing and returned to the default image.
 
   “I just wanted to tell you the good news,” she said. “I ended up following through with it! I auditioned!”
 
   Helen dropped her hand down on her son’s thigh in what was meant to be a tender gesture. In reality, it just made John’s dick throb and ache for attention, and he felt a small bead of pre cum beginning to smear into the top of the thin sheet covering his crotch.
 
   “That’s great mom,” he said, blankly. “Wait…what play did you audition for?”
 
   “The one that you mentioned the other day,” she said. “Young Life, New Experience. The director wants me to play the part of the female lead!”
 
   John could only stare at her for a second.
 
   “Could you…could you say that again?”
 
   “I’m the female lead!” said his mom. “What, I thought that you would be happy for me…”
 
   Inside, John’s emotions were threatening to tear him apart. He wanted to do this play, and his mom being the lead character’s love interest seemed to wreck everything. Strangely, his cock seemed to throb at the idea, and he silently admonished himself in shame.
 
   “Mom…” he said. “I also auditioned for that play. The director cast me in it as Maurice.”
 
   Helen blinked several times at her son, as though her mind couldn’t quite process what he was saying.
 
   “What…but, that would mean…” Her voice suddenly became very tiny and small. “I’m playing the role of Rose.”
 
   “Yeah,” said John. “…I guess we’ll have to talk to the director. I’ve read the script, there’s no way that we can act some of this stuff out.”
 
   Helen began to shake her head back and forth.
 
   “No!” she cried. “John, this role….I know what it means to you!” Helen flicked her hair back, and for a moment John could smell her perfume on the air. “And you know what it means to me,” she said. “We’ll both just have to stick with it, and just be actors while we’re on stage.”
 
   “But mom, how is that going to work?” asked John. “Some of the scenes in this play-“
 
   Instead of answering him with words, Helen leaned forward and kissed him on the lips, flicking her tongue into his mouth in a manner totally inappropriate for a mother to do with her son. Her hand ran up his thigh and came to a rest on his hard cock, timidly rubbing the head of it as though she was trying to desensitize herself to what was to come.
 
   “We’ll find a way to manage,” said Helen. “I know it will work out in the end, honey.”
 
   There was an intense, almost palpable tension on the air. John felt a strange desire coming over him, and he had to work to keep it out of the forefront of his mind. His mom was so hot, he realized, and his cock seemed to pulse at the possibility of having her as his costar.
 
   “Okay mom,” he said. “Let’s give it a try.”
 
   Helen nodded, and then gave her son a hug. She stood up and walked out of his room, leaving John alone and confused. Tomorrow was the first day of rehearsal, and he couldn’t help but wonder just what it would hold.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   John drove his own car to the community theater instead of catching a ride in the minivan with Helen. It was important for the two of them to keep up the pretense of not knowing each other, and of being random strangers. The situation was already weird enough without the director and everyone else in the production knowing about the relation between them.
 
   He parked near the entrance and headed inside. A couple of the cast members were already gathered in front of the stage, including his mother. As they saw him walk over, they greeted him warmly.
 
   “Maurice!” called one of them. “The prodigal son has returned.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah,” said John. “I’m excited, today is the first day.”
 
   They hung out in the auditorium seats for a little bit. John found it incredibly awkward to have to pretend that he didn’t know Helen. He did his best, and knew that any momentarily lapse in the ruse could cost one or both of them their roles.
 
   “Alright everybody!” The director was the last to arrive, and he called out to them in a booming voice as he made his way down the aisle. “It’s time to get started!”
 
   The first scene was mainly just backstory for John’s character, Maurice. He spent a lot of time working with the director on the delivery of a monologue, and the basic blocking of the act. It led right into the second scene, in which his character met Rose, his mom’s character, for the first time.
 
   “My son should be home any minute,” said his mom, in character. “You can come in and wait, if you’d like.”
 
   John was surprised by her acting ability, and found himself really believing that she could play Rose.
 
   “Uh, I would like that,” he said, fighting his embarrassment as he found himself slightly flubbing the line.
 
   He walked over towards his mom, into the area of the set that the director had blocked out. The props weren’t set up yet, but in the scene, he was supposed to slide in close next to her as he stepped through the door. John did the best he could to make it fit what it seemed like the director expected.
 
   “Cut!” yelled the director. “That was garbage! Where is the tension? Where is the lust? These two characters are star crossed lovers, I want to see the two of you eying each other as though you want it now!”
 
   John walked back into his spot, and began to run through the scene again. This time, he could tell that his mom had taken the director’s advice to heart. She had a look in her eyes when she spoke her lines that made his cock tingle with desire.
 
   As he moved to head into the imaginary house, this time Helen stood so that there was no way that he could get by her without brushing up on her body slightly. His crotch made contact with the side of his mom’s hip, and he felt a wave of hot, pleasurable fire shoot through his body. Their eyes met, and he could see his mom blush a little, though it was hard for him to tell if it was from embarrassment or arousal.
 
   “Alright, that was a little better!” called the director. “Let’s get the slum town kids out on stage.”
 
   John and his mom walked back into the staging area behind the curtain. He felt incredibly confused by what was happening, but Helen seemed to be handling it much better than he was. She smiled at him, and rubbed his shoulder.
 
   “Don’t take it too seriously, sweetie,” she whispered. “It’s all just pretend.”
 
   John nodded, and did his best to take her advice to heart. It didn’t feel like pretend, not to his mind and not to his hormones. He began to worry that the situation might get out of hand in all the wrong ways.
 
   “Maurice and Rose!” yelled the director. “We need you back on stage, pronto.”
 
   The director had jumped around in the script to account for cast absences, and the one he had chosen for them to rehearse was midway through the play, a sex scene starring Maurice and Rose. John began to blush intensely when he realized what they were going to have to do, and wondered if it was too late to come up with an exit strategy.
 
   “Alright, we’re running the scene where Maurice and Rose watch a movie on the couch for the first time,” said the director. “Helen, I really want you to tease him under the blanket as much as you can. He’s a strapping young lad, he can take it.”
 
   John’s mom blushed a little, but nodded dutifully. He walked over to the couch that the director had set up and lied down on in lengthwise. His mother climbed on in front of him, and then pulled the blanket over both of them.
 
   “Alright action!” cried the director.
 
   “Rose, I really should be getting home,” said John, feeling more confident in his lines. “I can stop by and see Tim another time.”
 
   “Oh, please, Maurice,” whispered his mom.
 
   “Louder!” called the director.
 
   “Oh, please, Maurice,” said his mom. “You know that you didn’t come here to see my son, did you?”
 
   John felt his mom’s hand begin to massage his crotch, and almost forgot his next line.
 
   “Uh, Rose, don’t say things like that,” he said. “I’m your son’s friend, and I came here with pure intentions.”
 
   “Oh, is that really true?” asked his mom. “Your fellow down below seems to tell a different tale.
 
   It was true, and not just in the scheme of the play. John had a full blown erection, and was mortified by the way his mom was rubbing it up and down. It felt incredible, but the guilt and shame he was experiencing made it hard to focus on acting.
 
   “Oh god, Rose,” moaned John. “This isn’t why I’m here. The orphanage needs volunteers, we need to get the kids back on track.”
 
   “You’re one of those kids, Maurice,” said Rose. “How about I get you back on track?”
 
   His mom began to pump faster beneath the blanket, her hand closing around his cock through his pants. John began to grab at her breasts and rub against her, under the guise of the scene. It felt so amazing, and he felt himself getting closer and closer to…
 
   “Cut!” cried the director. “Maurice, that’s your line!”
 
   John didn’t hear him. He kept thrusting into his mom hand, faster and faster, until finally he couldn’t hold out any more, and began to spill out his sticky wet cum into his pants. It began to soak through almost immediately, and he felt his mom recoil her hand in horror.
 
   “John!” she whispered.
 
   “Sorry,” he said, feeling himself overwhelmed with disgusting feelings. “I got a little carried away.”
 
   He saw her face, and it was flushed redder than John had ever seen before. It only made him feel worse, and he found himself wondering just how he could have done something so sick and perverted.
 
   “We’re going to break for today, I have to pick up my mother from the airport,” called the director. “Great work everyone.”
 
   Helen immediately began heading towards the seats and towards the other cast members, not even giving John so much as a fleeting glance. He was grateful for it, however, as it meant that he could sneak out through backstage without anyone seeing the mess on his crotch. John had never been so embarrassed in his life, and had a confusing, silent drive back home.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   John was nervous and a little shaky when he got home. The walk inside and up to his room was silent, and it felt as though the house himself was judging him for what he’d done.
 
   “It wasn’t my fault,” he mumbled to himself. “Mom…she did it to me.”
 
   That was the one fact about what had happened that was surprisingly hard for him to face. His mom had jerked him off, and sure, it had been through his clothes, but to completion none the less. And the way she had been acting in the role of Rose, it had pushed all of his buttons in sickening, perverse ways.
 
   John changed into a different pair of underwear and pants, and then sat down on his bed. He just wanted to forget, to put the experience out of his mind, and if he could find a way to, move on. 
 
   But it was hard for him to even imagine that he’d be able to. He’d read through the script, and he knew what it entailed. He and his mom would be getting very close throughout the production, and as much as he squirmed at the thought, it also made his cock strangely excited.
 
   “Damn it,” he said. “This was a bad idea.”
 
   He opened up his laptop and put on a movie, a romantic comedy about a racist blind woman who accidentally falls in love with a Chinese man. He lied down in bed, and willed himself to take a nap, hoping that it would help him look at the situation a little differently.
 
   “Honey, are you home?” John awoke to the sight of his mom standing in his doorway. She had a tender, understanding look on her face, and it took his mind a moment to catch back up to what had happened.
 
   “Oh…hey mom,” he said. The guilt in his voice was clear. He felt like a dog that had been caught peeing on the carpet, almost desperate to be forgiven.
 
   “I just wanted to talk to you a little about what happened before,” said Helen. She walked over and sat down next to John on the bed.
 
   “Mom, I am so sorry!” he said. “I never thought that things would end up like that.”
 
   “It’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “It was just something that…happened. We’re both actors, and we’re both mature adults. We’ll just have to be more careful in the future.”
 
   John nodded, and his mom placed a soft kiss on his forehead. He was relieved, and found himself incredibly grateful that she was being so understanding.
 
   “The director called me when I was on the way back,” she said. “He seemed to like our performance, at the least. But…he also told me something else.”
 
   John was silent, and waited for her to continue.
 
   “There are a couple of scenes that are, well…” His mom trailed off, and then let out a nervous cough. “There are some love making scenes in the play, John.”
 
   “Mom, it’s not too late for us to come clean,” he said. “One of us could step down, and we could put this behind us.”
 
   “No, I don’t think that’s necessary,” she said gently. “The director told me he wants the scenes to look as realistic and passionate as possible. If you don’t mind, would you be willing to do a private rehearsal with me? Just so we could work the kinks out?”
 
   His mom’s suggestion made him feel weirdly excited. John tried to push the strange feeling of anticipation he had out of his head, and nodded at her.
 
   “I don’t mind at all, mom,” he said. “We can do it right now.”
 
   “Okay, perfect,” said Helen. “Thank you so much, honey.”
 
   They grabbed their scripts, and headed down to the living room. The scene that Helen picked for them to rehearse was in the second act of the play. Rose gives Maurice a ride home in the dark of night, and right before she drops him off, she decides to take things further.
 
   “Rose, you can’t,” said John. “Your son and I work side by side in the orphanage now. How will I be able to look him in the eye if we do this?”
 
   “Are you really worried about that, Maurice?” asked his mom. “I’ll do anything for you. You can do anything to me…”
 
   His mom was sitting next to him on the couch. In the actual play, they would have a prop set for the car that would hide their lower halves.
 
   “Why must you torment me so?” he cried. “You know I want you, but there is just no way.”
 
   “We are adults, Maurice,” whispered his mom. “What’s the big deal?”
 
   Helen had begun massaging her son’s crotch, just as the script called for. John felt his dick quickly growing into a full blown erection, and he flashed his mom a look of warning. She smiled at him, and then broke character for a second.
 
   “It’s okay honey,” she said. “Remember, we’re just pretending. Let’s just figure out how we can make this work? You know, without having another accident.”
 
   She surprised him by unzipping his fly and letting his cock pop up out of the hole of his boxers.
 
   “Mom!” he said, feeling his cheeks heat up. “This doesn’t seem like a good idea…”
 
   “I know, honey, but…this is what the director wants.” She seemed almost intimidated by her son’s cock, as though it was a weapon that could go off at any moment. “I’m just going to go through the motions of what the script calls for. If I’m really careful, I can move my mouth over it without making any contact.”
 
   “Mom, this seems like a bad idea,” he whispered. In reality, a voice screaming out in the back of John’s head seemed to think that it was a really good idea. He struggled with the conflict internally.
 
   “I’m going to take it slow, honey,” she said. “It’s all just acting, and as long as you don’t move I can make it look realistic without…without actually sucking.”
 
   John’s mom was blushing, and moved with a meek and shy air about her. She slowly brought her face down right in front of his cock, and then looked him right in the eyes.
 
   “Keep reading your lines, honey,” she said.
 
   John nodded.
 
   “Rose, oh god, Rose.” His mom opened her mouth up as wide as it would go, and slowly began to lower it over his cock, straining to keep his member from touching her lips and tongue. It was incredibly erotic and incredibly confusing for John, and he almost felt like he wanted to look away.
 
   Helen brought her head up and down over John’s cock a couple of times, moving slowly and deliberately as to not accidently trigger her son. Her breath still felt incredibly warm on his cock, and he had to focus on his breathing to stay calm. After a moment, she brought her head back up and looked at him.
 
   “Is this too much for you, Maurice,” whispered his mom. “Do you want me to stop, or keep going?”
 
   John paused for a moment, finding himself relating perfectly to his character in that moment.
 
   “Keep going,” he said.
 
   This time, Helen moved faster as she brought her mouth back down, a little too fast. The head of John’s cock slapped across one of her lips, and she reacted by accidentally pulling them closed on it, caressing his rod with wet, soft, warmth.
 
   “Oops,” she whispered. “Sorry.”
 
   “It’s okay mom,” he said. “You should keep going.”
 
   Helen continued to give him a fake blowjob, but John could tell that her neck was getting tired. His cock brushed against her tongue, and then her inner cheek, and he felt the pleasure race through his body, almost overwhelming him.
 
   The accidents also made it hard for him to sit still, and soon enough he was shifting on the couch, and twitching his cock, coming more into contact with his mom’s hot mouth each time he did. It felt amazing, and so wrong, and soon enough John found that his hips where pushing up in a way to make it happen intentionally.
 
   One thing led to another, and his hand came to rest on the back of his mom’s head. He pushed her down, far enough that her lips were almost up to the base of his tool, and his mom’s mouth automatically closed around it. She tried to pull back, bringing her lips and tongue up his full length, but John found that his hand instinctively pushed her back down.
 
   Helen let out a groan, but seemed to go with it. John continued guiding her head up and down, encouraging her to suck him off, and being almost overwhelmed by the illicit pleasure of it. He remembered his line right as it became relevant to the situation.
 
   “Oh god, Rose,” he moaned. “I’m going to…”
 
   He blasted his load deep into his mom’s mouth. She squirmed and broke her mouth free, cum dribbling down her lips as she looked at her son, shocked and embarrassed.
 
   “That…that got way out of hand,” she said in a soft, but stern voice.
 
   “Mom…jeez.” The guilt of what he had done fell on him like a ton of bricks. “I’m sorry.”
 
   “It’s okay honey, we’re both actors,” she said. “It happens. We’ll just have to be more careful when we’re rehearsing from now on.”
 
   He nodded, and his mom walked over to the bathroom. John tucked his cock back into his pants, and slowly walked up to his room, closing his door behind him and giving himself some time alone with his thoughts.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   The next day’s rehearsal was after school, and John drove his car straight there after finishing his classes. He tried to keep his mind occupied with thoughts of his homework, and the test he had coming up on Friday, but regardless of how hard he tried, his thoughts kept coming back to his mom, and what had happened the night before.
 
   It seemed almost impossible for him to escape. The play was almost a trigger for him now. He couldn’t walk onto the set without his dick getting hard, and his mind filling with dirty, disgusting thoughts about her. The worst part of it was, it had felt good to him. Better than anything he had ever experienced before, and though he knew it was wrong, he wanted more.
 
   As he walked into the auditorium, most of the cast was already assembled, including his mom. The director was talking to some stage hands off to the side, pointing them in different directions and handing him notes. John ended up walking over to where the other actors and actresses were sitting, and sat down on the far side of the group, away from his mom.
 
   She was sitting next to a teenage girl that played one of the orphans. The girl seemed to notice him as he sat down, and whispered something to Helen, who immediately turned bright red as the girl began to giggle. John felt nervous, and did his best to just take it one moment at a time.
 
   “Alright, do we have everyone here?” asked the director. “Great! We’re going to get started with the big scene today, the orphanage encounter. Places, everyone!”
 
   The orphanage encounter referred to the scene in which Rose showed up in the orphanage, claiming to be there looking for her son, but ending up in one of the spare rooms with Maurice. The two of them end up letting their passions run wild, and have steamy, hot sex in the bed.
 
   “Alright, can I get my Maurice and Rose over here?” The director waved to John and his mom, and they both walked over to him. “Listen, I need the two of you to really commit to these roles, can you do that for me?”
 
   “Of course,” said Helen. “Just tell us what you need us to do.”
 
   “I want this scene to look as realistic as possible,” said the director. “Maurice, when you enter the room, Rose is already going to be under the sheets, naked. The script calls for you to get into the bed with her reluctantly after taking off your shirt, I want you to take off your pants, too.”
 
   John felt his heart race, but he nodded slowly to the director.
 
   “Once you’re in the bed, take off your underwear as well,” he said. “I want this scene to be realistic! I realize that full on, naked touching is probably outside the realm of what you’re used to, but please, just go with it! It’s for the sake of the production.”
 
   “We can handle it,” said Helen. “We’ll…find a way to make it work.”
 
   She looked just as uncomfortable as John felt, but gave him an encouraging smile.
 
   “Good!” said the director. “Alright, get into your places.”
 
   John didn’t know what to think. He found himself debating whether or not to just walk off the set, and to leave the production. A voice in his head was working very hard to rationalize away his doubts, however, and his cock seemed to ache at the possibilities of the set up.
 
   His mom stepped in close to him as they walked back stage. He stopped, and the two of them stood in a private spot in between two of the curtains.
 
   “Honey, are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked. “I know it’s kind of weird, with me being your mom and you…being my son.”
 
   “It’s okay mom,” he said. “I can manage.”
 
   “Look, it’s the director who wants us to be naked, it’s not really up to us,” she said. “But it will just be acting. We’ll be careful, way more careful than we were last night.”
 
   John nodded, and then walked over to his entrance point. His mom walked back out onto stage and climbed into the big prop bed that had been set up. She disrobed underneath the sheets, dropping each piece of her clothing onto the stage in a manner that exposed nothing, but still managed to be incredibly provocative. A stage hand ran out and picked up all of her stuff, and John couldn’t help but stare at her panties in the pile.
 
   “Alright, whenever you’re ready, Maurice,” called the director. 
 
   John stepped out on stage and walked over towards the bed.
 
   “Rose,” he said. “Look, we have to stop this. We shouldn’t be alone together, not anymore.”
 
   “Maurice, please…” His mother’s tone was sensual, and convincing. “Just lie with me here, in bed, as a woman. I know that you want to, just let yourself do it.”
 
   John played up the hesitation of his character for a moment, and then slowly began to take his shirt off.
 
   “Good,” whispered the director. “Now the pants, too.”
 
   He felt a little awkward as he kicked off his shoes and dropped his jeans. His package was poking out against his boxers, and he could feel the stares of all of his fellow cast mates on it.
 
   “Come to bed, Maurice,” cooed his mom. He looked at her intensely for a moment, his cock pulsing in a way that went beyond acting, and then walked over and climbed under the sheets.
 
   His mom reached down to the waistband of his underwear and began pulling them down, allowing his hard, throbbing member to rub against the soft and silky bed lining. The two of them stared into each other’s eyes, playing up the climax of the performance, and silently exchanging a thousand illicit and taboo justifications for what was about to happen.
 
   John leaned in and chastely kissed his mother, letting one of his hands reach up and grab near her breast. He had no intention of actually fucking her, but wanted to make it look as realistic as the director wanted. Helen lied back on the bed, and John carefully climbed on top of her, letting his cock push up flat against her stomach.
 
   It felt good, much better than he expected that it would. He began moving up and down, simulating the sex in a way that still managed to be incredibly erotic, and feel like it was venturing well into forbidden territory. His mom let out a soft moan and lightly kissed his neck.
 
   “Nobody is buying it!” called the director. “Turn it up a notch, I want to feel the heat!”
 
   John began to slide further back with each pretend stroke, and action which caused his cock to burn with pleasure. His mom was wet, and he could feel her fluids beginning to lube up the skin in between them. His cock moved a little more downward, rubbing slightly against her folds, and John felt his mind begin to fog over.
 
   “Still not enough, come on you two,” said the director. “Let your inhibitions go. Make it as real as you can.”
 
   John pushed forward, without realizing that his mom had shifted the angle of her hips slightly. The head of his cock pushed into her cunt, enveloping the tip with an amazingly satisfying warmth. His mother’s eyes went wide, and she stared at him, horrified.
 
   “He said to make it look real,” whispered John.
 
   “I know honey, but this is…”
 
   “It’s only acting, mom,” he said softly. “Just play along.”
 
   He pushed in further, feeling his mom’s pussy expand to accept his length. It felt incredible, and he couldn’t help but let a small moan escape from his lips. His mom was biting her lip, and her face was bright red with either arousal or embarrassment, or both.
 
   All of the sudden, John began to get into the scene. He pumped into her harder, grunting with each stroke. He was fucking his mom, and loving every second of it, so much that all of the guilt and shame seemed to be secondary to the pleasure that had taken hold of him.
 
   Helen began to moan, and John could see in his mom’s eyes that she clearly couldn’t believe what was happening. It seemed like she was trying not to enjoy it, and failing, and he felt her legs wrap around his waist and begin to urge him on as he took her with a primal lust.
 
   “That’s better!” called the director. “Keep going, keep going!”
 
   John didn’t need any encouragement. His hips were on autopilot, and the sound of their bodies slapping together was echoing throughout the auditorium. Helen began to scream out as he fucked her, and for a moment he was worried that she might give them away to the audience, who were still none the wiser to what was going on, or at least so John hoped.
 
   He knew that he had to slow down, and bring the scene in to a close, but when John tried to will his body back into a calmed and controlled state, it only seemed to push him further into the depths of depravity. He groped at his mom’s perfect tits, and fucked her hard. She began to cry out and then tense up, and then John pushed deep inside her for one last, final thrust as his cock began to explode and shoot out its load.
 
   Helen was shaking her head as her son came inside her, as though she couldn’t believe what they had done. John stopped kissing her and stared at her, trying to think of something to whisper in her ear to make it okay. The crowd began to clap dumbly, complementing the two of them on a performance that looked almost too real for them to believe.
 
   “Excellent job, you two!” called the director. “The two of you have amazing chemistry together. With acting that convincing, there are a lot of other roles you’d be perfect for.”
 
   John turned back towards his mom, and she looked at him disapprovingly. She had broken out of the role of Rose, and was back to being the authority figure that he knew and loved.
 
   “Be more careful,” she whispered. “Next time we rehearse this, things are going to be different!”
 
   John nodded. He couldn’t wait.
 
    
 
   END
 
   If you enjoyed this story, click here to sign up for my mailing list and hear about the next one. 
 
   Check out my Tumblr for free erotica stories and images.
 
   Thanks for reading!
 
   Anya Merchant 
 
    
 
    
 
   For other stories by the same author, check out
 
   The Sorceress Next Door (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Last Man Alive: Complete And Uncut (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Curse Of Desire: Complete And Uncut (Taboo Erotica)
 
   The Exchange Student: Complete And Uncut (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Forbidden Temptation Volume 1 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Forbidden Temptation Volume 2 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 1 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 2 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 3 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 4 (Taboo Erotica Collection)


 
   
  
 


Caught In The Act
 
   By
 
   Anya Merchant
 
   Copyright © 2014 by Anya Merchant
 
   All rights reserved
 
   Kindle Edition
 
    
 
   This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is entirely coincidental. This work is intended for adults only. It contains substantial sexually explicit language and scenes that may be considered offensive by some readers.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   Derrick did a full sweep around the house to make absolutely sure that nobody was home before he got started. Getting caught would mean the end of his life, essentially. His cock tingled in anticipation for what he was about to do as he made his way up to his step mom’s room.
 
   Stacy had been a part of his life for about seven years, and from the very start, it had been achingly hard for Derrick to accept her as a parent. She was by far the most attractive woman that Derrick had ever met in person, with a thin waist, big, perfect tits, and a gorgeous ass, and it seemed like he entered puberty the year after she married his father.
 
   Ever since then, it had been almost impossible for Derrick to keep his mind off her. Unwanted sexual thoughts were just a fact of his existence. It had been easier in his early teens, before he knew just how wrong and perverted the urges really were, but now as an eighteen year old, the shame and guilt of his obsession only seemed to pour gasoline onto the already raging fire of his lust.
 
   After checking the downstairs one last time, he ran up and into Stacy’s room. Her underwear drawer was the top left compartment of her dresser, and he opened it and selected a pair of fresh silk panties. Derrick loved the idea of cumming in them and would often do just that when she wasn’t home. The idea of depositing his seed into a pair of them and then having his mom wear them without realizing it was enough to get him rock hard even just thinking about it afterwards.
 
   Derrick’s dick was already stiff as he unbuckled his belt and slowly lowered his pants down to the ground. He leaned back on his parent’s bed and began to rub the fabric against his hard member. It felt amazing, and his cock seemed to twitch as it made contact.
 
   There was a certain amount of conflict and guilt that set in every time Derrick gave in and decided to indulge in his perversions. He would always do his best to talk himself out of it, and on the occasions when he did give in, his mind would rationalize it away as a harmless joke, something that he was doing for a laugh as opposed to a fetish.
 
   The pleasure shooting through his hard member was amazing, and Derrick let himself drift off on the bed as he began to stroke faster, and faster. A small pearl of pre cum formed on the tip and soaked into his mom’s panties, leaving a small wet spot on the fabric.
 
   And then, out of nowhere, the door opened. Derrick didn’t have time to think, much less react. His mom was standing in the doorway, her jaw dropped open, wearing nothing but a towel that barely managed to contain her big breasts and naked figure.
 
   The bathroom had been the one place he’d forgotten to check, Derrick realized. His mom must have been preparing for her shower when he got home, and he couldn’t overhear the sound of running water from inside her room. He felt his face flush bright red with shame and embarrassment, and tried to think of something, anything, that he could say in his defense.
 
   “Derrick,” whispered his mom. “What are you doing?”
 
   “Mom!” he stammered. “I was just, I ended up…”
 
   “There’s no way that you can explain this away, honey,” she said to him. “I know exactly what was going on here.”
 
   Stacy seemed much more relaxed than Derrick could understand her being. She walked over and sat down next to him on the bed. It was hard for him to even look at her without feeling ashamed, as though he had committed the ultimate betrayal as a son.
 
   “Mom, please,” he said softly. “I, I made a mistake.”
 
   “How about you let mommy fix your mistake for you?” whispered Stacy.
 
   Derrick finally looked over at her, surprised by his words. She was staring at him, and the cleavage poking out from the top of the towel was glistening from the droplets of water left on it.
 
   “Just let mommy take care of everything,” she said. “I know you’re embarrassed, but I can make you feel better, sweetie.”
 
   Derrick almost jumped off the bed as his mom began to run her hand up his naked thigh. She took her panties from him and tossed them into the hamper, and then slowly let her fingers creep closer and closer to his package.
 
   “Mom…” said Derrick. “What are you doing?”
 
   “You know exactly what I’m doing, honey,” she replied. Derrick’s hand was covering his cock, in a pathetic attempt for him to maintain his modesty. Stacy took it and gently moved it aside, and then wrapped her palm around his dick, and action which made pleasure strike into his body like lightning.
 
   “Oh god!” said Derrick.
 
   “Shh, honey, it’s okay,” she said. “I know it must be tough for you, being a teenager with overflowing hormones. Just let mommy take care of you…”
 
   She began to jerk his cock up and down, slowly and methodically. Her hand was hot, and Derrick couldn’t tell if it was from the shower water or the intensity of the situation. He swallowed hard, and then brought his eyes back to his mom’s face.
 
   She had a lustful look in her eyes, and was licking her big, soft lips seductively. She looked at Derrick and smiled at him, pumping his cock even faster and making him shiver with pleasure.
 
   “There are a lot of temptations out there for a big, strapping boy like you, Derrick,” she said. “I want to make sure you have your priorities straight.”
 
   She hesitated for a moment, and Derrick thought that she might be about to stop. He pushed his hips up, as though to encourage her to keep going.
 
   “Of course, mom!” he said. “I know, I mean, I do.”
 
   “Then you should let mommy take care of you, just like this.” Stacy was stroking him off again, and Derrick could feel himself moving into dangerous territory. Strange emotions began to invade his head, and he found himself feeling guilty over what was happening.
 
   “Mom…” he said. “If you keep going, I’m going to-“
 
   “You’re going to what, honey?” asked Stacy with a devilish smile on her face. “Are you going to be a nasty boy, and cum right in front of your own mother?”
 
   “Oh god mom,” he whispered. “Please, don’t talk like that.”
 
   “You were using my panties to masturbate before, you dirty boy,” she said. “If you want to be a pervert, than you should cum for your mommy, like a pervert.”
 
   That was too much for Derrick. He rocked his hips forward and let out a moan, spraying his seed into the clean white towel his mom had wrapped around her chest. She continued jerking him off for a moment more, smearing his semen into her hand and against his leg.
 
   “There you go, sweetie,” said his mom, smiling. “Go take a shower and get cleaned up. There should still be some hot water left.”
 
   Derrick nodded, and then after pulling his pants up, left the room, feeling more confused and conflicted than he ever had before in his entire life.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Surprisingly, the shower water did help Derrick clear his head. What had just happened between him in his mom must have been some kind of accident, or mistake, he realized. There was just no way that she could have really touched him like that intentionally.
 
   His heart continued to race, however, as if serving to contradict his rationalizations. His mom had looked so sexy wearing her towel, and he found himself wondering about whether or not he could have taken it off her. She had jerked off his dick, and as sick and confusing as it was for Derrick, part of him seriously wanted more.
 
   He took his time in the shower, and when he finally got out, it was dinner time. His father and his sister, Kaitlyn, were already sitting at the kitchen table when he made his way down.
 
   “Hey little bro,” said Kaitlyn. “How was your day?”
 
   “Fine!” he answered abruptly. Kaitlyn shot him a slightly suspicious look.
 
   “Is everything okay?” she asked.
 
   “Quit badgering him, Kaitlyn, I’m sure Derrick’s fine,” said his dad. “Probably just his teenage hormones getting him riled up.”
 
   “Oh, we can’t have that, now can we?” Derrick’s step mom stepped out from the kitchen, wearing a low cut shirt, tight jeans, and a pink apron. She set the platter of food she was carrying down on the table and then gave Derrick a hug.
 
   “Oh no, I’m fine,” he said nervously. “Really everyone, I’m just fine…”
 
   “You need to find more ways to have fun, have a little release,” Stacy whispered into his ear. None of the other members of his family seemed to notice her hand wandering down and in between his legs, and rubbing his cock into a hard erection.
 
   “I, I’m sure I’ll find something, mom,” he said.
 
   “Make sure you get your homework done tonight, Derrick,” said his dad. “Your grades on your last report card were abysmal.”
 
   “Of course, I will,” he said, breaking away from his mom. “In fact, why don’t I bring my food upstairs and work on it while I eat?”
 
   He didn’t wait for his parents to answer, quickly scooping himself some food and walking towards the stairs.
 
   “Hmm, maybe he is growing up a little, after all,” said his dad. Derrick heard his mom let out a girlish laugh in response.
 
   It was just too hard for him to be around her. He didn’t know what to say, or what to do. Part of him was curious about just how far his mom would push things, but another part of him was terrified to find out. In the end, Derrick decided on a strategy of avoidance, figuring that things would work themselves out within the next few days, and hopefully return to normal.
 
   He ate his food, and then took a stab at his homework. He found it more than a little hard to focus, but kept working on it until it was well past 9. He retired to bed without leaving his room again, feeling as though his body was too electrically charged for him to handle any more contact with his mom.
 
   An hour went by, maybe less. There was a soft knock at Derrick’s door, followed by the sound of the knob turning and the ambient noise of the hallway drifting in.
 
   “Honey?” whispered his mom. “Are you still awake?”
 
   “Mom…” he said. “What are you doing?”
 
   “I just wanted to say goodnight to you, sweetie,” she said, closing the door behind her. “You ran off during dinner, I was a little concerned.”
 
   She walked into his room. It was dark, but there was just enough moonlight shining in through Derrick’s window for him to make out her features. She had changed into a small, see through night gown, and he could clearly see her large breasts and perfect pink nipples through the thin cloth.
 
   “Why are you doing this, mom?” he asked. It was hard for him to restrain his bewilderment. Stacy sat down on the bed next to him and ran her hand across his crotch.
 
   “I’m just trying to help you out, baby,” she whispered. “You seem so pent up, and frustrated. Don’t you want your mommy to help you out, in her own, special way?”
 
   She pulled the sheets back. Derrick was already hard, and had no idea if it was from his dreams or from her. His mom climbed on top of him and leaned forward, letting her cleavage spill out and nuzzling her tits against his face. She began to grind against his crotch, and gently guided his hands up to her breasts. They felt amazing and soft, and Derrick felt himself giving in to his desires.
 
   “Mom…you’re so hot,” he said.
 
   “Oh yeah baby,” she said. “Go ahead, show mommy how hot she is.”
 
   Stacy began to kiss her son, passionately and wildly. Derrick wrapped his arms around her and began to thrust his hips up, dry fucking her through his boxers and her gown. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and he could feel moist heat emanating from her pussy.
 
   “Yeah baby, it’s okay,” she said, moaning. “Let me have it baby, say goodnight to me!”
 
   “Stacy?” The sound of Derrick’s dad knocking on his door sent fear racing through his awareness. Strangely, he found it hard to stop himself from kissing his mom, and rubbing himself against her. His cock had popped out through the flap of his boxers, and he was guiding it towards her hot entrance.
 
   “Sorry, babe, I’m just saying goodnight to Derrick,” she said, slowly letting the head of her son’s cock tease at her folds. “I’ll be out in a second.”
 
   “Uh, okay?” said his dad. “Is everything alright in there?”
 
   Stacy hopped off Derrick in the bed in one smooth, silent motion, and made it to the door right as her husband opened it. She seemed totally composed, as it nothing had happened between her and her son. It was hard for him to know what to think.
 
   “I just thought he could use a talk,” she said. “He seemed so stressed out during dinner, but he was asleep when I came in.”
 
   “Oh,” said Derrick’s dad. “Okay. Are you coming to bed?”
 
   “Of course, sweetie, let’s go.”
 
   The two of them left, shutting the door and leaving Derrick alone with a mess of emotions and his throbbing cock. He found himself feeling incredibly guilty and ashamed as he thought about his dad, and what he and his mom were doing behind his back.
 
   He rolled over in bed, trying to ignore his erection, and the intense sexual thoughts and urges that seemed to be centered on one thing and one thing alone. After a couple of minutes, he drifted off to sleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   When Derrick woke up the next morning, it took him a while to discern his dreams from what had happened the day before. He slowly pulled himself out of bed, getting dressed and heading downstairs all while holding out hope that things would be completely back to normal.
 
   Kaitlyn, his dad, and his mom were all already on the move, eating breakfast and preparing to head out of the house. Derrick helped himself to some toast and orange juice, doing his best to stay under the radar.
 
   “Sorry, I have to be at the office in ten minutes,” said his dad. “I won’t have time to stop by the school with you.”
 
   “That’s alright, hon, I’ll just ride in with Derrick.” His mom was looking at him with a coy smile on her face. She sat down at the dining room table next to him and ran her hand a small way up his arm.
 
   “What?” he asked. “I mean, why do you need a ride?”
 
   “You don’t mind, do you sweetie?” asked Stacy. “I have to meet with your principal to work out some of the volunteer arrangements for the fall. One of the other moms offered to give me a ride back, but I still need a way to get out there…”
 
   “Derrick, if your mother wants a ride, be a good son and give her one,” said his dad, fixing his tie and stuffing a couple of papers into his suitcase. “You don’t want to let her down, let me tell you!”
 
   “So is it okay, Derrick?” asked his mom. “Can you give me a ride?”
 
   The look in her eyes was pure seduction. Derrick felt his cock twitching in his pants and slowly rising to attention.
 
   “Okay mom,” he said after a moment. “If you want a ride, I’ll give you one.”
 
   The family finished up breakfast, and then everyone was out of the house. Derrick waited in the front seat of his car as his mom slowly made her way out. She was wearing a tight dress and red lipstick, a combination that elevated her from her usual sexiness up to a new, higher level of attractiveness.
 
   “I wanted to thank you for helping me out, Derrick,” she said as you climbed into the car. “You’re being such a good boy for mommy. She’ll have to give you a special reward.”
 
   For some reason, as she began to massage Derrick’s crotch, a strange anger came over him. She was enjoying the effect she had on him, and the power it gave her, he realized.
 
   “Why are you doing this?” he asked, his voice sharp and cutting. “Mom, what the fuck is wrong with you?”
 
   “Oh, baby, are you mad that mommy has this effect on you,” she said, teasing his cock with her fingers as it slowly hardened. “It’s not my fault that you’re such a dirty boy, with such dirty thoughts.”
 
   Derrick glared at her, but made no move to put a stop to what she did next. Stacy unbuckled her seatbelt and reached across the center console of the moving car, bringing her face in close to her son’s package.
 
   “Mom, you have to stop this,” he whispered. “It’s…it’s not right.”
 
   Stacy unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out into the open air.
 
   “Do you really want me to stop, or do want mommy to suck you off until you give her a taste of your hot, young cum?”
 
   Derrick felt his face flush red, and after a moment, he gave a small nod. Stacy smiled, and went to work.
 
   She started by rubbing just her lips all up and down his member, keeping her mouth mostly closed and giving his cock soft kisses. Derrick groaned, and forced himself to focus on the road.
 
   “Ooh, you like that don’t you?” asked his mom. “You’re such a bad, bad boy. Mommy’s going to have to teach you a lesson.”
 
   She began licking his cock, sending such intense pleasure shooting into Derrick’s body that he almost couldn’t believe it. His mom brought her tongue slowly up and down his dick, wetting with her warm, silky saliva.
 
   “I need you to say it, sweetie,” she whispered. “Tell mommy what you want her to do to your cock, like a good boy.”
 
   Derrick wouldn’t. He couldn’t. Things had gone far enough, and he was already deeply ashamed of his role in the new, sickening relationship dynamic that had taken hold between them. Unfortunately, his body and hormones seemed to have a will that trumped the wishes of his rational mind.
 
   “Please, mom,” he said slowly. “Suck my cock.”
 
   Stacy instantly snapped into action, bringing her son’s cock into her mouth and working it with the tender love and care that only a mother can provide. She sucked hard, and twisted her head as she brought her lips down and across his shaft, making the blowjob even more sensual and intense.
 
   “Oh god, mom,” he said. “Mom, hurry…we’re almost there.”
 
   He was driving down the road to his school, keeping the car going at the lowest acceptable speed. Stacy increased her pace, but right as he felt like he was going to cum, one of the tires dipped into a pothole and his mom’s rhythm was disrupted. He ended up being forced to pull into the school parking lot, finding a space to park in a less active section of it.
 
   “Quick mom,” he said. “Oh god, I’m almost there…”
 
   Unfortunately, he didn’t get there quite quick enough. The car that had been behind the two of them pulled in next to them. His teacher, Mrs. Carson, stepped out of it, and smiled at him. She was a petite woman, and from her height it was impossible to seen into the raised inside of the SUV. She couldn’t see his lap, or his mom’s head bobbing up and down over it.
 
   “Hi Derrick,” she said. “Did you study for the test today?”
 
   “The…test?” It was hard for Derrick to speak single words coherently, much less carry on a conversation. “Oh…yeah, I made sure to do a lot of studying for it.”
 
   “I’m glad.” His teacher moved closer to his car. She was an attractive woman, and from the angle he was looking at her from, he could see down her low cut shirt. “It’s going to a big and hard one.”
 
   “Oh, Mrs. Carson.” Derrick tried to disguise a moan that slipped out. “You like the big and hard ones, don’t you?”
 
   “Oh, of course I do, young man,” she said. “The big and hard ones are my favorite.”
 
   That was too much for Derrick. His cock began to explode, spraying out milky white hot strands of cum deep into his mom’s mouth. He stared down at his lap as she drank every drop, with his teacher watching him with a puzzled look.
 
   “Uh, anyway, I’ll see you in third period, Derrick,” she said. “Have a good morning.”
 
   “Oh…you too.”
 
   She walked off, and Stacy finally lifted herself up. She fixed her hair in the flip down mirror, and then smiled at her son.
 
   “Come straight home after school, sweetie,” she said. “Your father’s going to be at work, and your sister doesn’t get done with field hockey until five.”
 
   He nodded at her, and watched as she opened the door and walked towards the building. Derrick felt terrible on the inside, but also, strangely excited.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Derrick tried to think of a reason, any excuse or justification that his mind could possibly produce, to not head home after school like his mom had suggested. But in the end, he came up completely short, both on logic and on willpower.
 
   He drove straight back after his last class had finished for the day. His cock had begun to feel excited before the last bell had even rung. He’d been in Mrs. Carson’s class, and just looking at his teacher seemed to trigger the same type of inner sexual ferocity that he had felt during the blowjob that morning.
 
   The drive seemed to take an eternity, and every second of it was filled with thoughts of his mother. It didn’t make sense to him, any of it. Desiring her like he did, and having her working so hard to seduce him, it made him feel ashamed and guilty, as though they were breaking some type of ancient law.
 
   And they were, surely. It was immoral, the acts, and the sneaking around, and more than anything Derrick wanted to put an end to it and make sure that nobody ever found out. But on top of that, there was his lust, which seemed as though it was now taking control, and sitting in the real driver’s seat.
 
   By the time he pulled into his family’s driveway, his cock was totally erect. Derrick didn’t even try to hide it as he got out and walked inside. He kicked off his shoes, dropped his backpack in the living room, and then sat down on the couch.
 
   “Right on time, honey,” called his mom. “I’m upstairs, come find me.”
 
   He walked up to her room and opened the door. His mother was wearing a night robe, sitting on her bed with her legs crossed and a smile on her face.
 
   “Mom, we have to stop this,” he said. “There’s no way that this can go on any longer.”
 
   “Honey, don’t say that,” she replied. “You’re going to make your mommy very, very sad.”
 
   She stood up, and the hem of the robe opened slightly, giving him a view of the side of one of her breasts. His cock was still rock hard, and only seemed to ache even more at every new inch of exposed skin that she offered him.
 
   “What if dad found out about this?” he asked. “What if…Kaitlyn did?”
 
   “Sweetie, I love you,” she said. “I just want to reward you for being a good boy. Or punish you, if you decide to be naughty. Come here and give mommy a hug.”
 
   She untied the robe and opened it, exposing her naked body underneath. The sight of his mom’s big, beautiful breasts was so sexy and alluring that it was almost painful. She had trimmed her pubic hair for him, leaving only a small landing strip down below.
 
   Derrick slowly walked over to her, feeling as though he was getting dangerously close to the final line. All he wanted to do was give her a hug, he told himself. The two of them could end it after that, after one last hug.
 
   The second he wrapped his arms around his mom, she began to rub against him like a cat in heat. Her body was warm, and his cock pulsed as the two of them began to kiss. Stacy was quick with her hands, lifting Derrick’s shirt up and over his head and unzipping his jeans before he had time to protest.
 
   “Why don’t you join mommy on the bed, sweetie?” His mother leaned back on the mattress, sprawling out seductively and spreading her legs for him.
 
   It was almost like a sexual demon had possessed Derrick. He frantically pulled off his boxers, moving as quickly as he could, and climbed on top of her. His hands groped at her breasts, and as he slid his cock up into her warm opening, it was enveloped easily.
 
   “Oh yeah, baby,” moaned Stacy. “If you don’t like mommy’s teasing, why don’t you teach her a lesson?”
 
   “Mom!” he cried. “Why are you doing this?”
 
   It was almost as though he was playing right into the role that his mother had set up for him. Derrick began to fuck her wildly, enjoying the feeling of pounding his own mother’s tight little cunt. Stacy began to cry out in ecstasy, as if she had achieved sexual nirvana. From all the work that Derrick had seen her put into his seduction, he considered that it might not be far off from the truth.
 
   The room was hot, and their bodies were even hotter. A thin layer of sweat coated their skin as they continued moving against each other. Derrick pushed harder and harder into her, the woman that he loved and looked up to and respected. Stacy gripped his shoulders and exhaled hot breath onto his neck, urging on her son, the child that she had been tasked with protecting and raising.
 
   All of the disgusting feelings that had plagued Derrick over the past day were still there. If anything, they were amplified by the act of crossing over the final boundary. But the pure, unbridled pleasure of it was enough to block all of that out. His mother’s pussy was like magic, better than anything he had ever known. It was enough to drive him crazy in the moment.
 
   “Don’t stop sweetie, don’t stop!” cried his mom. “Fuck mommy, fuck mommy harder!”
 
   He pushed her back against the bed and increased his pace, feeling her hips tensing up as she went into an orgasm.
 
   “That’s right mommy,” he cried. “I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to fuck you good, mom.”
 
   Derrick put all of his energy into pumping his cock into her, slapping noises echoing through the room as the banging intensified. The bed was squeaking as though it was threatening to give out on them, but he didn’t care. Finally, he pushed into his mom with one last hard thrust, and released his white hot load deep inside her pussy.
 
   The two of them crawled under the covers and cuddled for a moment. Derrick wondered what his mom was going to do about the sheets, and after a moment, she got up and began getting dressed.
 
   “Do you mind if I take your car to pick up your sister from practice?” she asked. “For some reason, she doesn’t want to take the bus.”
 
   Derrick nodded. His mom turned to leave, but stopped before heading out the door, looking back at him one last time.
 
   “I’m always here after school, Derrick,” she said. “If you ever want to spend an afternoon with your mommy again…”
 
   “Of course, mom,” he said. “Let’s make it a regular thing.”
 
   He felt sick saying the words, but his dick was already excited for next time, and he knew that it would be even better.
 
    
 
   END
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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The morning did not seem to hold any major significance to Julius.
 
   It was Sunday, the last day of his survivalist camping trip, and he was tired. It had been two long weeks of hands on nature adventuring, and his body felt as though it had reached the point of exhaustion. 
 
   The summer was drawing to a close, and Julius was ready to enter his senior year of high school. His trip had actually been a way for him to blow off steam in preparation for it. He wanted to take the last of his time in secondary school more seriously, and was sure that nothing short of perfection would be enough to meet the expectations of his dad and step-mom.
 
   Julius pushed through the trees, following the same, almost undetectable trail out that he had taken in. He had always had a penchant for being out in the woods. It was a place untouched by civilization, separated from modern society and much closer to the world of the past, and he loved it.
 
   As he made his way the last few feet back to the small parking area off the side of the worn dirt road he had taken his car up, he heard a noise. Turning around, he realized that there was another hiker approaching from a different trail across the road. She stepped out from behind a throng of leaves, and Julius got his first look at her.
 
   The woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, and was dressed in a rugged top that highlighted her generous cleavage and a pair of tight, incredibly short jean cutoffs. Julius immediately found himself having to fight the urge to check her out. Her breasts were large, as she bent over to brush some dirt off her leg, he snuck a guilty glance at one of her briefly exposed nipples.
 
   Strangely enough, she turned to look at him, and he found her stare to be just as focused and invasive as he imagined his own to be, if not more so. She walked over slowly, almost as if she was an animal sneaking up on its prey.
 
   “Hey there,” said Julius. “How’s it going?”
 
   “You…you’re alive?” said the woman, in disbelief. “How is that possible?”
 
   “I don’t know, I mean…the forest isn’t really too bad when you have food and supplies.”
 
   She walked over and grabbed his hand, and Julius just watched, totally confused and thrown off guard. She smiled at him, and then set her hand on his chest. It felt warm, and Julius could feel himself getting a little excited at her touch.
 
   He saw that there was a wedding ring on her hand, and it only seemed to make the situation seem even weirder. The woman leaned close to him. Julius’s first reaction was to pull back, but it had been weeks since he’d been around a woman, and she had such a pretty face…
 
   The two of them kissed. The woman seemed to have a passion within her that went beyond simple infatuation. She pushed her tongue into Julius’s mouth and pulled his hands onto her breasts, as though she needed to be touched. He obliged her and began running his fingers across her bosom.
 
   “Please do it,” said the woman. “I know this is a dream, but please,”
 
   Julius’s horniness outweighed his confusion at what the woman was saying, and he pressed forward, sliding his hands slowly down her back and then pulling her top up and over her head.
 
   She was a married woman, and they were out in the open next to a hiking trail. This was not a good idea on paper. Julius also felt a little guilty for instigating her into infidelity. But she was strikingly beautiful, and his cock was responding to what was happening and leading him towards taking it further.
 
   He pulled her over towards his car, and then opened the door to the backseat and helped her inside. He left it open, giving her room to extend her legs out into the air, and then climbed in after. The woman quickly began taking off his belt and pulling down his pants, and he felt a hot sensation run through his member as she began to massage it with her hands.
 
   “Please,” the woman whispered. “Put it in me.”
 
   Julius leaned forward and kissed her, and the set about pulling the skin tight jean cutoffs she was wearing off her legs. She helped by wiggling her hips back and forth in a manner that Julius found to be almost intoxicating to watch.
 
   Her panties caught on the fabric of her shorts and were pulled along. The woman had a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair, and as Julius began to rub his hard cock against her womanhood, he could feel its warmth tempting him to take things further.
 
   He brought the head of his dick to the entrance of her cunt and slowly pushed in. The woman immediately began to scream with pleasure, acting almost as though she had never been fucked before. She felt amazing, and his cock was twitching with ecstasy as he went further in.
 
   At the same time, however, guilt was eating away at Julius. This was clearly a married woman, and from the way she was acting, it didn’t seem like she was in her right mind. These thoughts seemed to battle with his lust and desire inside his mind, and the more primal elements seemed to be winning out.
 
   He began to build up to a faster pace, thrusting into the woman with animalistic intent. The contrast between the time he had spent amongst nature, away from other human beings, to what was happening to him now seemed to be almost unreal.
 
   The woman had wrapped her legs around his waist and was pulling him into her, lifting her hips up to meet each of his thrusts as though trying to wrestle him into submission. It pushed Julius to fuck her even harder, slamming his cock into her as she cried out underneath him.
 
   “Oh god, yes!” yelled the woman. “Please, don’t stop. Cum inside me, I want you to cum inside me!”
 
   She began to tense up, the motion of her hips arrested as an orgasm wracked over her body. Julius was still pumping into her, pushing deeper and faster and feeling his own limit approach. He bucked forward one last time and felt his cock explode, spraying his white hot load deep inside the woman.
 
   Julius took a moment to breath, and then stepped out of his car and began getting dressed. The woman lied there for a minute after, her eyes looking almost glazed over, and he began to wonder if she was okay.
 
   “Hey, what’s wrong?” asked Julius. “Are you worried about your husband?”
 
   “When am I going to wake up?” the woman asked.
 
   “You’re not dreaming,” he said. “I’m a real person.”
 
   She looked at him with a shocked expression on your face. She began to blush bright red and scrambled to cover her modesty.
 
   “That’s not possible, all of the men are…” she said, trailing off as her thoughts jumped ahead. “Oh my god!”
 
   The woman quickly grabbed the rest of her clothes and then began running towards her own car. She got inside and drove off, disappearing just as suddenly and unexpectedly as she had arrived. Julius shook his head, confused, and then climbed into the driver’s seat. Something very strange seemed to be going on, and he wanted to figure out what it was.
 
   


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Physically, the town was the same. Everything was right where Julius remembered, and there didn’t even see to be any signs of carnage or the mass death that had taken place. But from the moment he stepped out onto the sidewalk, he could somehow feel a difference, a difference that had occurred deep under the surface.
 
   He was walking towards main street, where most of the stores and attractions were. His home town was not very big, a small, average American town. It didn’t have a lot of people or things to do, and this combined with what had happened left the streets with an almost ghost like feel.
 
   He did, eventually, pass a woman on the sidewalk. She said nothing to him, and Julius wondered at first if she had even seen him. When he made his way by, however, she did a double take, and then just stopped and stared, mouth agape.
 
   Julius wasn’t sure what to say, so he just kept walking. There was a store up ahead that he used to work at, a coffee shop. From afar, it looked the same as it had always been. Up close, he realized that the door was closed and locked.
 
   There were more people on the sidewalk now, and as expected, they were all women. They kept their distance from him, but even without looking he could feel that their eyes were locked on, almost like spot lights tracking an escaped prisoner from the sky. 
 
   He just smiled, and kept walking, figuring that there wasn’t much he could do or really even say to explain why he was still around. Up ahead there was a store that did happen to open, and outside was a big sign that said “Men’s Clothing – 50% off”.
 
   Julius laughed to himself. Maybe there were a couple of perks to being the last man standing, after all. He made his way inside the store, feeling several of the women outside still watching him.
 
   The shop was brightly lit, with racks of clothes taking up most of the floor space. Behind the counter was an attractive woman in her early twenties chewing gum and flipping through a magazine. Julius didn’t recognize her, but that was okay.
 
   “Hello,” he said as he walked forward, figuring that there was no point in trying to be subtle if she was the only other one in the store.
 
   “Welcome, let me know if I can help with…” The woman’s words trailed off as she looked up and saw Julius. “…anything?”
 
   “I’m just here to take advantage of all the cheap men’s clothes,” he said. “Don’t mind me.”
 
   He stood up and walked over to the men’s section, which had actually been slid off into one tightly packed corner in the back. The clerk followed him, keeping a small distance away but clearly fascinated.
 
   “You…are you really a man?” she asked.
 
   Julius nodded to her, and then turned back to the clothes.
 
   “I am. Though to be honest, I really can’t explain how I’m still alive,” he said.
 
   “Oh my god, oh my god!” The woman began to laugh, and jumped into the air a couple of times clapping her hands. She ran over to Julius and stood right next to him, infringing on his personal space in an almost adorable way.
 
   “My name’s Jenny,” she said. “I…I can’t believe this,”
 
   “Nice to meet you Jenny, I’m Julius.” He smiled at her, and reached out to shake his hand. She grabbed it, and almost flinched as they made contact. She seemed nervous, and he noticed that she was blushing and unable to meet his eyes.
 
   “Oh, come on, I might be the last guy around, but I’m just like everyone else,” he said. “Don’t be shy.”
 
   The woman cupped her hands over her mouth and then blushed even harder.
 
   “No, it’s not that,” she said, stepping even closer to him. Julius saw her up close and realized that she was even more beautiful than he had initially realized. She put her hand on his chest, and it felt as though electricity was shooting through him.
 
   “Please Julius, I want you to…” she said. “Well, if you really are the last man, then…”
 
   Jenny took her hand and rubbed it on his crotch. She was bright red at this point, and Julius was surprised, but also found it to be endearing. It was almost like the roles had been reversed, and now this attractive woman was coming onto him with all of the grace and finesse of a 15 year old boy.
 
   “Come on,” he said. “Follow me.”
 
   He took her hand and led her towards the dressing room, feeling himself becoming more and more excited. This was a bonus that he hadn’t really considered, and though it felt a little wrong to take advantage of it, they were living in new, desperate times.
 
   They slipped through the curtain, into the tiny, mirrored changing room. Jenny was close to him, and a powerful sexual tension seemed to descend on the situation as their lips began to draw closer. They kissed, and it was almost as though a deluge had broken through a dam.
 
   Jenny’s hands shot immediately down to his waist, unbuckling his belt and getting his pants off him in a frantic rush. Julius unclasped her bra and pulled her shirt up and over her head. Both of them were rushing to undress each other to such a degree that it set an uncontrolled, rough tone to the encounter.
 
   He pushed her back against the wall of the tiny room and began kissing her neck, and then her bare breasts. They were large, nicely formed, and incredibly compelling. His cock had jumped straight to a state of rock hardness, and his mind began to run wild with ideas of all the fun he could have with this woman.
 
   “Here,” said Jenny. “Let me make you feel good…”
 
   She ran her hands down his chest as she slowly dropped down to her knees, pushing her lips up against his cock. She nuzzled with it for a moment, and Julius could feel her cheeks and face wiping off the tiny pearls of precum that had already formed on the head of his dick.
 
   Jenny licked his shaft from the base to the tip, and then carefully began to take him into her mouth. It felt amazing. Her cheeks were soft, warm, and inviting. She sucked with a force that made even more blood rush into his member, making him ache for release.
 
   From the way she had been dressed, Julius was not incredibly surprised that the girl knew the ins and outs of sucking a cock properly. In the old world, Jenny had definitely been the type of girl that was open to this sort of thing. But now, all of the women in the world were the same. She was in the same boat as a virgin, or a nun, and the way she took to working his shaft was beautiful in its effectiveness.
 
   His hands meandered to the back of her head, and he watched in the mirror as he began to pump his hips and push his cock further into the back of her throat. She didn’t object to being used this way. Julius took it up a notch, and began face fucking her with raw, unbridled passion. Lewd sex sounds were audible in the air, and Julius felt himself reaching his limit.
 
   “Come out now!” called a voice. “I’m taking you into custody!”
 
   The curtain was thrown open just as Julius’s dick began to blast out its seed. He pulled out of Jenny’s mouth and strings of white hot cum sprayed onto her face, smudging her expertly applied make up. A female police officer was standing outside, gun drawn, and eyes glued to what was the center of attention in the moment, Julius’s ejaculating cock.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   “You’re…you’re under arrest!”
 
   It was almost comical to Julius to see this woman pointing her gun at him in such an aggressive manner. His cock still out, and it was rock hard and dripping with sex fluid. The officer’s eyes were locked onto it as though it were a weapon. He remembered the gun that was strapped to his chest and slowly raised his hands into the air.
 
   “I don’t mean any harm, officer,” he said. “I do have a weapon, but I’m not looking to resist.”
 
   The police woman darted her eyes to Jenny, who had a scared expression on her face along with a good deal of cum. She also raised her hands timidly, with much more fear than Julius himself felt.
 
   There was no chance of the officer shooting him, this he knew to be true. Still, there was no real reason for him not to go play nice. If he tried to make a break for it, there would be no way he could go home, and on his own, the survival odds long term would be abysmal.
 
   The officer stepped forward and began patting him down for a weapon. She started with his shoulders, and quickly found his holster and slipped the pistol out of it. She continued down, dropping to her knees in front of Julius. For a moment her face was right in front of his cock, and he found himself getting incredibly excited all over again.
 
   “Alright, turn around and put your hands behind your back!” the officer yelled.
 
   “Is this really necessary?” he asked. “Can you at least pull my pants up, Officer…”
 
   “My name is Kendra,” she said. “I mean, Officer Kendra Kelley, acting police chief of this town.”
 
   Her mood seemed to soften slightly, and she obliged him, grabbing the waist band of his pants and pulling them up. His cock was still stiff, and she had to carefully work it into his pants with her fingertips. 
 
   Her touch was much more arousing to Julius than he expected it to be, and he found himself wanting to go along with her, to jail or wherever she would bring him. She slapped a pair of handcuffs on him and then pulled him out through the dressing room curtain.
 
   “Alright, I’m bringing you into custody until we can get the situation here sorted out,” said Officer Kelley. “You’ll be safe in my care.”
 
   “Of that, I’m sure,” said Julius. “Let’s go. See you later Jenny!”
 
   Jenny just sat there on the floor, observing the situation as though it were a hallucinogenic drug episode. Officer Kelley led Julius through the store and then outside, keeping his head pushed low and out of sight as she brought him to her police cruiser.
 
   She pushed him into the backseat of the car. Julius found it hard to find a comfortable position to sit in. The cuffs were tight on his wrists and he could feel them limiting his blood circulation. She was serious, he realized.
 
   Officer Kelley climbed into the front seat and started the car. Before driving forward, she turned and looked back at him. Her eyes scanned him from top to bottom, almost as though she was reconfirming that he actually existed, and wasn’t a figment of her imagination.
 
   “You really are a man, aren’t you?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah, obviously,” he said. “Why would you even ask that? You came in on us at just the right time to get the proof you needed.”
 
   She glared at him, and then shifted the car into gear and pulled onto the road. The town police station was only about a five minute drive. Julius didn’t see any lights shining through the inside windows. It was as if the place was abandoned, and given that most of the police force was taken out by the plague, it might as well have been.
 
   Officer Kelley led him inside by the wrists. Julius knew that he was innocent of any crime, but he didn’t resist. There was no point. This was a different world from the one in which he had formed all of his opinions on the rights of the state and law enforcement. He wasn’t sure what the standard was, now.
 
   Julius was brought forward, past rows of empty rooms with empty desks. There was a small jail cell in the back of the building, and Officer Kelly pushed him into it. He was surprised when she also stepped in, and then closed the door behind her. She took off his cuffs, and then leaned against the bars, looking at him and saying nothing for a moment.
 
   “What’s your name?” she finally asked.
 
   He looked at her for a second before answering. He couldn’t see any malice or ill will in her expression. Still, it was hard for him to get a sense of anyone’s motivations any more. The world had stopped making sense from the time he had stepped out of the woods.
 
   “Julius,” he said. “And to answer your next question, no, I have no idea why I am still alive.”
 
   “You must know something,” said Officer Kelley. “Did you experience symptoms? Were you just not affected to begin with, or did you get sick and then survive?”
 
   “I left for a camping trip right before it all started,” said Julius. “I don’t know if that has anything to do with it. I’m not sick now, though, and I never was.”
 
   The police woman sighed, and then crossed her arms. She was looking at him intently, and Julius very much began to feel as though he was being properly interrogated. 
 
   “What were you doing with that woman in the store?” she asked.
 
   “What did it look like I was doing?” replied Julius. He couldn’t resist letting a smirk slip onto his face. Officer Kelley seemed to blush a little bit. She shook her head and glared at him.
 
   “No, that’s not what I mean, you jackass,” she said. “You might be one of the last men left on the planet. Are you really that stupid?”
 
   “What are you talking about?” asked Julius. The police woman had moved closer to him, and was looking at him strangely. He felt an odd electricity begin to permeate the air, almost as though the room was charged for something to happen.
 
   “In the world we live in now, a man left alive would only have one responsibility,” she said. “And I think you know what it is.”
 
   He looked at her blankly. Officer Kelley actually had a very nice body, though the baggy police uniform she wore did not fit her well. Julius figured that it might have been one of the left over men’s uniforms, which now served almost no purpose.
 
   She moved closer to him, within arm’s reach. His cuffs were off, and he thought momentarily about trying to overpower her and make a break for it. It wasn’t feasible, he decided. She was still armed, and on top of that, he felt strangely compelled to stay.
 
   “Are you willing to take responsibility for your new role, Julius?” asked Officer Kelley. Her voice had a slow, seductive tone to it that needed no explanation.
 
   Instead of answering with words, Julius leaned forward and kissed her. Her lips were soft, and she tasted nice. Officer Kelley wrapped her arms around him and the two of them locked together in an embrace.
 
   She was aggressive, and immediately began ripping Julius’s clothes off. All he could really do was let her. The look in her eye was one of lust, and of a woman who knew what she wanted. She pulled down Julius’s pants and boxers, and began fondling his little man.
 
   “Mmmm, that’s right,” she whispered. “Be a good boy and get nice and hard.”
 
   It didn’t take long, and the second Julius was sporting a healthy direction, the police woman pushed him back onto a bench running across the back of the room. She stood over him, dominant and sexually feminine. The officer slowly began to strip out of her work uniform, tantalizing Julius with every movement she made.
 
   He saw now that she truly did have a very nice body. Her breasts were medium sized, but incredibly firm and well-shaped. She didn’t have an ounce of extra fat on her outside of her butt, which was large enough for him to get a good grip on.
 
   Her bra and panties were the last things she removed, and then she stood before Julius, naked and exposed. It felt almost sacrosanct to be looking upon a woman who represented what remained of the authority in the town entirely naked. His cock twitched as she moved closer to him and slowly settled herself down over his cock.
 
   Julius picked that moment to act. He reached his hands up and grabbed the woman by the hips, and then forced her down onto his hard member. She was already wet, but her tight pussy took a little bit of extra pressure to accept his rod.
 
   “Whoa, wait,” she said. “Slow…slow down.”
 
   Julius ignored her. He began thrusting his hips upwards, lifting the small woman in time with his beginning strokes. She felt amazing, and it made him question whether or not it was really so bad to be the last remaining representative of his gender.
 
   “Oh yeah, that’s right officer,” he said. “It’s your turn to come along quietly!”
 
   Officer Kelley began to squeal out loud, almost like a young girl losing her virginity. Julius was enjoying every second of it. Her cunt was squeezing him so tightly that it may as well have been a vice grip. The woman began to tense up after just a couple of solid pumps, and cried out even louder as an orgasm swept over her.
 
   “Sorry ma’am, but I’m not finished yet,” Julius said with a laugh. He continued pushing into the woman, feeling her juices dripping down onto his crotch. She was in her thirties, maybe around the same age of his mom, and he found himself wondering just how many of the teenagers she had harassed over her career had fantasized about pumping their dicks into the hot, cougar cop.
 
   That thought was too much for him, and he felt his dick begin to convulse, unloading his seed deep into the back of her womanhood. He let his climax take its course, and then set her down next to him on the bench. 
 
   She was still dazed from the encounter, and didn’t notice Julius quickly moving to grab his clothes along with the keys from her uniform. He unlocked the door and stepped out of the cell, closing it behind him.
 
   “Hey, hold one,” she cried. “What are you doing?”
 
   Officer Kelley quickly crossed her legs and covered up her breasts, seeming to snap back to reality. Julius smiled at her.
 
   “Don’t worry, I’ll be back tomorrow if you haven’t already been released,” he said. “Next time you arrest me, make sure you at least have a charge!”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   By the time Julius made it out of the police station, the sun was beginning to set. A strange feeling began to wash over him as he made his way to the street. There was a small crowd of women, maybe eight or nine, who seemed to have gotten wind of the fact that a man was still alive and in police custody.
 
   Most of them just stared as he made his way by, but a couple began yelling for him to stop, and one of them grabbed his sweatshirt. Julius had required his pistol on the way out, and pulled it out and fired it into the air. The shot was deafening, but it managed to push the crowd back. He waved to them apologetically and shook his head.
 
   “I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s going on any more than you do,” he yelled.
 
   He continued back down the street. It took him longer to get home on foot than it would have by car, but that was okay. Most of the people in the town had gone inside for the night, and after a moment he felt himself letting his guard down and going into his head. It was nice to have an empty moment to think. It reminded him of being out alone in the forest, and made him yearn for the lifestyle.
 
   Julius saw that his mom’s car was still in the driveway as he walked up his street. It was no surprise. There was less going on in the town than there ever had been before. Most people seemed to be just hanging around home. The women who did still have jobs continued to work, from what he’d seen, but often found that their job responsibilities had shifted massively since the outbreak.
 
   He walked in through the front door and took his shoes off. His mom was sitting in the living room and watching TV, wearing only a thin night gown that her tits seemed to be threatening to push right out of.
 
   “Hey mom,” he said. “I’m back.”
 
   “Oh my god honey, I was so worried!” she said. Laura stood up and ran over to him, wrapping him in a tight embrace. He could feel the sheer material against his skin, and instantly started to get excited.
 
   “Yeah, well, I’m fine,” he said. “Totally unharmed.”
 
   His mom didn’t immediately break the hug, an though he tried to fight his own impulses, his cock began to grow within his pants. It seemed to spring up to its full length in less than a second, and he knew that his mom could feel it pushing against his stomach.
 
   “Honey, you’re the last male left that anyone knows about,” she said. “There are a lot of women out there who would think about trying to…do things to you, because of that.”
 
   “I know mom, but don’t worry,” he said, feeling his cock ache as it pushed up against his mother’s soft body. “I’ll be okay.”
 
   “That’s not what I mean,” said Laura. “I…I think you need to find a way to take care of yourself a little better.”
 
   Julius felt his mom’s hand rubbing up and down the length of his back. He looked into her eyes, and saw a mixture of motherly love, and something else. Her perfume smelled amazing, and though it made him feel incredibly awkward, part of him wanted to push his crotch forward against her.
 
   “I just want to make sure that you’re not tempted into doing anything that goes against your interests, sweetie,” she said, her hand beginning to stray down his chest, down his stomach, and then, even further. “It’s okay, I don’t mind.”
 
   “Mom!” cried Julius. She was rubbing her soft hand over his covered bulge, and it managed to feel incredibly wrong and incredibly amazing at the same time.
 
   “Don’t worry, honey, it’s fine,” she said. “Don’t think of it a sexual thing. Just let mommy take care of you.”
 
   Despite her words, it was hard for Julius to put aside the fact that she was his mother. She led him over to the couch, and sat him down on it. Part of him wanted to stand up and rip her tiny night gown right off, but he managed to keep controlled. 
 
   Laura sat down next to her son and went to work with her hands. She unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out through the flap of his boxers, and then began working it, slowly and steadily.
 
   “Oh god mom,” he moaned. “That feels so amazing…”
 
   “I know it does baby,” she said. “Remember when I used to rub your back when you were little? Remember how good it felt?”
 
   She was moving her hand up and down his shaft, gently and deliberately. Julius had experienced hand jobs before, and had never much liked them. This was different, though. His mom’s light touch seemed to send waves of pleasure through his body. His hips angled up slightly with each of her strokes, as though trying to give her a better angle to work from.
 
   “Just let mommy take care of you, sweetie,” whispered Laura.
 
   She sped up, pumping her son’s cock up and down and rubbing his inner thigh with her free hand. Laura shifted her position so she was down on her knees in front of him, close enough so that he could feel her hot breath on the sensitive head of his cock.
 
   “Oh, mom,” he said. “Please keep going mom, don’t stop! I’m gonna, I’m gonna…”
 
   “Do it sweetie,” she whispered. “Do it for me.”
 
   Julius couldn’t hold out any longer. His dick began to explode, tensing up in the most powerful orgasm he had experienced all day. His mom held her hand over the tip of his cock, catching his cum and then smearing it back along his shaft almost as though she was using it as lube to milk out the last few drops.
 
   He was breathing heavy, and almost felt like he had to take a second to come back to reality and confirm what had happened. His mom had masturbated him, and he had enjoyed it, as guilty and ashamed of that fact that he was. It was hard for him to even look her in the eye.
 
   “I think I should try to take care of you as often as I can, honey,” whispered Laura. “Anytime you get an urge, just come tell me. And no matter what, don’t let any other women…do things to you. Please?”
 
   Julius looked at his mom and nodded.
 
   “I won’t,” he said, hoping that he would be able to hold to that promise.
 
   Laura walked upstairs to the bathroom to clean up. Julius zipped up his pants and then turned on the TV. A news reporter seemed to be announcing a breaking story, and he turned up the volume so he could follow along.
 
   “We have been receiving reports of a man alive in the United States that is immune to the plague. Due to an information blockade vital for the security of the nation, we cannot release anything more than that. The President is currently in a meeting with her advisors, and we will keep you updated on this story as we learn more about it.”
 
   Julius smiled, and turned it off. He walked up to his room and climbed into bed, knowing as he closed his eyes that his life would never again be the same.
 
    
 
   END
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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.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   As Zack began to move down the hall, the gunshots picked up again. He was moving away from them, but they were much too close for comfort. There were more screams, and he could hear footsteps pounding on the tile floor.
 
   He crouched down and moved slowly, peering around each corner as he went. There was no way for him to know if this was an isolated incident, or if there was more than one shooter, or anything really. All he could do was try to keep safe.
 
   The layout of the school was still foreign to him, and he quickly realized that it exponentially amplified the amount of danger he was in. He moved slowly, and would peer in through the windows of any classroom he went by. They all seemed to either be ghostly calm, with students hidden under desks and behind presentation boards, or a chaotic mess of fear and panicking.
 
   Zack approached the school’s sprawling, open walled library and stopped. He could hear loud, deliberate footsteps, and was sure that they didn’t belong to a fleeing student. He pushed himself up against a bookshelf, and tried to still his racing heart.
 
   “No, please…” cried a female voice. Zack peered through a gap in the books and saw his homeroom teacher, Ms. Wade. Tears were streaming down her face, and she seemed to be almost incapable of talking coherently through her sobbing.
 
   “Do it,” said another voice, a man’s this time. “Or I will make your death even more painful.
 
   Zack shifted one of the books so he could get a better view. There was a figure dressed entirely in black, every inch of skin covered up. The hand of the figure was gloved, and wrapped around a deadly looking pistol. His head was covered with a black cloth Halloween mask with a crudely patterned skull on the front.
 
   Ms. Wade’s shirt was already torn open slightly. The man slowly lifted up the gun and pointed it at her head, and she began to vibrate with fear. Her hands were trembling, but she slowly reached over to the pants of the figure and began to unzip his fly.
 
   Zack had seen enough. The book shelf gave him a small amount of cover, and he slipped along it until he was behind the masked man. Then, summoning all of the courage he possessed, he threw himself forward and rammed into the shooter with his shoulder.
 
   The gun went flying out of the man’s hand, and he toppled down to the ground. Zack wasted no time and immediately grabbed Ms. Wade’s hand and pulled her to her feet.
 
   “Come on!” he shouted.
 
   “Oh god, oh god!” she screamed.
 
   Ms. Wade was deep in a state of panic, but she managed to follow behind Zack as he led her away from the library. The masked man was busy reaching for the pistol, and the two of them managed to get a decent head start before he turned to follow.
 
   “You can’t escape!” his voice yelled. Zack didn’t slow down, fully intending to prove him wrong and dragging his teacher with him.
 
   He turned around a corner, and quickly opened a door and pulled Ms. Wade through it with him, locking it behind them as quietly as he could. They were in a tiny storage room, with only just enough space for them two of them to stand shoulder to shoulder.
 
   “He…he was going to,” Ms. Wade said.
 
   “Shhhhhh…” replied Zack. He put his hand over her mouth and held her still.
 
   Footsteps could be heard coming down the hall towards him. Zack felt his heart begin to race and knew that his teacher must be under the same stress. He took his other hand and grabbed hers, rubbing it to try to calm her down. She responded by squeezing back tightly.
 
   The footsteps drew closer, until they were right outside the door. Zack held his breath, fully expecting gunshots to fire through the door. But a moment went by, and they never came. The shooter continued down the hall, until they finally could no longer hear him.
 
   They waited in complete silence for several minutes. Ms. Wade had pulled close to Zack, and buried her head against his chest. He felt himself calming down, and starting to think about just what they would have to do next.
 
   “Zack…some of the students are dead,” Ms. Wade whispered.
 
   He looked at her blankly, not sure how to respond.
 
   “He shot them! He shot some of the students!”
 
   “It’s okay, it’s going to be okay Ms. Wade,” he whispered.
 
   “Please, just hold me Zack. Tell me it’s going to be okay.”
 
   “It is going to be okay, Ms. Wade,” he said.
 
   Zack hugged his teacher tightly. Her shirt was still torn open, and he felt himself feeling slightly guilty for noticing her cleavage, and the nice feeling of her breasts pushed against him. He pet her hair softly, and then grabbed her by the shoulders.
 
   “Ms. Wade, stay here,” he said. “I need to go see what’s going on.”
 
   “No! You can’t,” she said, voice full of fear and concern. “Zack, you’ll die!”
 
   “Trust me, I won’t,” he told her. “I’m just going to take a look around.”
 
   Zack reached to open the door of the storage room, and felt his teacher cling to him desperately. Without really thinking about what he was doing, Zack cupped his teacher’s cheek in his hand and leaned in, kissing her on the lips. Ms. Wade hesitated for a moment, and then began to kiss her student back, wrapping her arm around him and pulling him into a hot embrace.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   For a moment, the outside situation was completely forgotten. All of the stress and fear contained within the experience of Zack and his teacher, Lana Wade, seemed to be transmuted into something else. And it was something just as primal, and compelling.
 
   Zack felt his cock quickly springing to attention in his pants. Ms. Wade was grinding against him. Her bra was exposed through the tear in her shirt, and he found his hands beginning to undo the rest of the buttons almost out of instinct.
 
   Neither of them said anything to each other, but their bodies spoke in an intense language of their own. Ms. Wade shifted her shoulders and let him drop her shirt down, leaving her big breasts clad in nothing more than a small black bra. Zack pulled his shirt off over his head and then quickly unzipped his jeans.
 
   They pressed together again, kidding passionately. Zack was rock hard, and from the way his teacher was grinding her hips against him, he could tell that she wanted it. He pulled her pants down, and then the two of them quickly fumbled around with each other’s underwear, removing the last barrier.
 
   Zack pushed his teacher against the wall and lifted up one of her legs. The head of his cock was pushing against the entrance of her cunt, and he could feel for the first time just how wet and ready she was. He slowly eased himself into her, feeling the amazing sensation of his teacher accepting him spreading across his dick.
 
   Ms. Wade stifled a moan as she felt Zack enter her. He slid into his teacher slowly and gently at first, and then allowed his pace to pick up. The two of them were still dead silent, something deep inside them aware of the danger surrounding them, but the illicit feeling of the sex was fueling the fires of their lust.
 
   He began to get into a regular rhythm, fucking his teacher as though she was just another high school slut. Ms. Wade was kissing his neck softly, her arms wrapped around him. Zack realized that in a very real way, she needed this more than he did. The chaos taking over the school had robbed them both of power, and this was almost like a defiant statement against it.
 
   Ms. Wade was pushing her hips against him in time with his thrusts. He began to feel her tense up, the insides of her cunt tightening as she went into an orgasm. She bit her teeth against his shoulder as the pleasure swept over him.
 
   Part of Zack wanted to stop, right there. He felt like he had crossed a line, and even though the situation was hectic, he knew that things didn’t need to progress any further. A hot fog of desire had settled over his mind, however, and he felt his hips continue to pump into his teacher with almost a will of their own.
 
   It felt amazing. Even though she didn’t have the curviest body, Ms. Wade was a gorgeous woman. Her tits hung in front of Zack, and though the closet was dark, he could still make out the outline of their ample size and perfect form.
 
   He leaned forward and began to suck on one of her nipples as he fucked her. His cock was beginning to tense up, and he knew what came next. He pumped into Ms. Wade with all the strength he had, forgetting for a second what was going on in the rest of the school.
 
   His teacher began to moan, and he had to force her mouth into his shoulder to keep the sound from leaking out into the hallway. He thrust his cock deep inside her, until finally, he couldn’t hold off any longer. Zack blasted his white hot load deep into the cunt of his teacher, feeling steams of cum explode inside her, feeling her up with his seed.
 
   Both of them could only breathe, for a moment. It was almost like coming in for a landing after sky diving from a plane. The reality of what had just happened, and what was still happening, slowly began to dawn on them.
 
   Zack pulled his cock out of her and began to put his clothes back on. His teacher pulled her arms around her naked parts in an attempt to preserve her modesty, almost like a shy school girl. Zack politely averted his eyes, feeling like the surreal nature what was going on almost nullified its consequences.
 
   “This…this didn’t happen,” said Ms. Wade. “If we both live through today…”
 
   “I know,” said Zack. “I’ll never speak of it…”
 
   He thought for a second about leaning in to give her one last kiss, but held back, and instead just cracked open the door to the hallway and slipped out of it. Ms. Wade didn’t stop him this time, and as he stepped back out into the school he felt an incredibly sense of vulnerability sweep over him.
 
   There was a killer on the loose, and Zack had no idea what, if anything, he could do about it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   The school hallways were still new and unfamiliar to Zack. There were no gunshots firing, at least not that he could hear, but an unnerving feeling remained with him as he started back towards the classroom.
 
   He knew that he needed to check in on any survivors he could find. He knew that if possible, his main objective should be to just get a handle on what was happening, and especially if the shooter was still in the school. But somehow, the task just seemed overwhelming. He had to force every step that he took forward, trying to keep a low, silent profile as he went.
 
   Zack turned around a corner. In the hallway ahead, the bathrooms were on one side, and a body was on the other. He approached slowly, feeling the reality settle on him as he saw the pool of blood surrounding it.
 
   The face wasn’t one he recognized, but that was expected. He bent down next to it, watching as blood stained the soles of his sneakers. It was a student, and they no longer appeared to be breathing. They were dead, and all Zack could do was stand there and look.
 
   There was a unwelcome metallic stench in the air, and it suddenly overwhelmed Zack. He stepped over the body, recoiling as little drops of crimson splashed up on his pant leg. He walked forward, unable to look back at the scene of gore behind him.
 
   Something was ahead of him, leaning against a gap in between rows of lockers. It was a girl. It was Alex. He walked more quickly towards her, feeling like seeing a person he recognized was almost like being thrown a lifeline.
 
   “Alex!” he whispered. She had her arms crossed, and was leaned away from him.
 
   “Zack?” she said, surprised. “Oh my god, I’m so glad you’re alive.
 
   He hugged her, and she buried her head in his shoulder. When he pulled back, Zack expected to see tears, but instead, she had a grim and determined look on her face.
 
   “I’m so glad you made it,” she whispered. “Zack…I want you to stay with me.”
 
   “I will, I will, don’t worry,” he replied.
 
   “No, I mean, after this…too,”
 
   Alex looked serious. Her eyes were locked onto his, as though she was trying to speak to his soul instead of his ears.
 
   “I can’t trust anyone here, Zack,” she said. “Please, I want you to stay close to me. Really close, Zack.”
 
   “I will, of course,”
 
   Zack didn’t know what to expect next, and the kiss that she leaned forward and gave him threw him off guard. He let his hands wander up her back, and managed to hug her in response after a moment.
 
   “Come on, we have to get somewhere safe,” he said.
 
   Zack grabbed Alex’s hand and began leading her down the hall. Despite what he said, he wasn’t sure if anywhere in the school was safe. They passed by a trail of blood that led through a doorway, and both of them dropped into a stealthy crouch, trying to move quietly.
 
   Eventually, they made it back to their classroom. As they approached the door, several police guards streamed into the school. All of them had their guns up and at the ready, and moved quickly towards them.
 
   “Get down!” one of them screamed. “Get down, now!”
 
   Both Zack and Alex dropped flat onto the floor. The police officers opened the classroom door next to them, and then moved on. One of them stayed behind, and helped them to their feet, and then began leading the group of them down the hall.
 
   They exited the school, and all of the emotions the students had been suppressing during the shooting began pour out, almost like a river overflowing a dam. There was crying, yelling, and mourning as they were led out into one of the soccer fields where the survivors were being gathered.
 
   Along with students and teachers that had already made it out were a large group of terrified community members and parents. Alex was pulled away from Zack as her host family found her and began hugging her. He scanned the crowd, and caught the worried eyes of Quinn across the field.
 
   “Zack!” she screamed. “Zack, Zack!”
 
   HE walked towards her, staying relatively calm. She bolted at him as though a woman possessed. Tears were forming in the corner of her eyes, and she wrapped him in a tight embrace.
 
   “You’re alive!” she said. “Thank god!”
 
   “It takes more than that to do me in,” he said, smiling.
 
   Quinn kissed him four times in quick succession. The first three landed on his cheeks, but with the last one, she pushed her lips against his. They were soft, and she tasted good. The surprise of seemed to send an excited chill down his spine, and when she pulled back, the look the two exchanged was of more than just relief.
 
   “Come on, the police are sending people home as soon as they check in,” said Quinn.
 
   “Is that…normal?” asked Zack. “I mean, the shooter was wearing a mask.”
 
   “They don’t want a crowd out here exposed in case he’s still on the loose,” she replied.
 
   Zack walked up to the officer with the list and gave him his name. The officer marked him off, taking attendance almost in the same way a teacher would. Quinn waited for him in the parking lot by the car, and as he walked over, he saw her smiling at him, brimming with emotion.
 
   “I was so sure that something had happened to you, Zack,” she said. “You’re not allowed to die…”
 
   “What, are you already laying down the house rules?” he joked, trying to break the tense mood as he climbed into the car.
 
   Quinn smiled at him, and then reached her hand over to the passenger seat and rubbed his thigh. It excited Zack slightly, and he felt a little guilty. He had been one of the survivors. He had made it out alive, and some of the other students hadn’t.
 
   More than that, as they drove back to Quinn’s house, Zack began to feel a strange responsibility dawn on him. He was one of the few people in the town with an unbiased perspective on what had just happened. He had been there, and watched the shootings be carried out around him. He had fought off the killer.
 
   Zack wasn’t sure, what, if anything, he could do to help in the aftermath. But he knew that he had to do something. His first day in Easthaven had been far from anything he ever could have imagined, and he knew that it was only the beginning.
 
    
 
   END
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