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	“I’m overloaded with homework tonight, what about you?”

	Brad was walking with his best friend Kevin through the quad of their college. The sun was setting, and it was gearing up to be a fun Friday night, at least for him.

	“I am done for the week!” said Brad, smiling. “I was hoping to find a decent party to hit up, off campus…”

	At 18 years old, Brad was mostly concerned with the same things as any young, teenage, college freshman. He wanted to have fun, and if that included drinking and hook ups, then so be it.

	“Of course you are,” said Kevin, rolling his eyes. “You’ve been blathering on about how you want to put your single dorm room to good use since the fall.”

	Due to some organizational issues on the part of the housing staff, Brad had ended up having a room to himself. Typically the only way freshmen got those was by paying extra, but he had gotten his for the same price as sharing a double.

	“It is pretty convenient,” Brad replied. “Anyway, if you manage to get your homework done, hit me up. It’s going to be a fun night!”

	The two said their goodbyes and split off from each other. Brad headed back to his dorm room, already high on the feeling of being done for the week and his expectations of the weekend. His room was on the top floor of an apartment just off the edge of campus, and happened to be one of the few that didn’t require special key cards to get into the lobby of. He walked inside, and his jaw almost dropped at what he spotted waiting for him by the elevators.

	“Brad!” his step mom shouted to him as he walked over, still in a state of shock and disbelief.

	“Mom? What are you doing here?”

	Michelle had been Brad’s step mom for almost ten years. She was the only real mother he had ever known, as his biological one had died during child birth. He always thought that his dad had been lucky to snag someone like her, and as he grew older, he had begun to appreciate her even more.

	She was a beautiful woman, with large, full breasts and medium length blond hair. Her face was the type that would be right at home amongst super models, and her figure had curves in all the right places and a tremendous looking butt. Brad had been forced to deal with more than a few snide remarks from his friends in high school about what they would love to do to her.

	“I told you I was going to stop by and visit you!” Michelle said, beaming at him as he walked over. “Your father is out of town for the weekend, and it’s boring back at the house.”

	She threw her arms around him as he approached her. Brad could feel her soft breasts pushing against his chest. She was a petite woman, which made them seem even bigger and more amazing on her frame. He had to focus on breathing to keep himself calm as he reciprocated her embrace.

	“You could have given me a heads up!” he said to her, smiling. “It is nice to see you, though. What hotel are you staying at?”

	“None! I’m staying with you!” she said to him triumphantly. She leaned out of the hug and then stood up to her fullest to kiss him on the cheek. It ended up slightly off target, due to the difference in their heights, and caught Brad on the edge of his lips.

	Brad took a second to contemplate her response, and realized that he must have misheard her.

	“Uh, what did you just say, mom?” He asked her in disbelief.

	“I’m staying with you!” she said, grinning. “You’re always bragging about how you managed to snag a single occupant dorm room, I figured that it would be the perfect way for us to spend some quality time together, and get a little bit closer.”

	Brad just stared at her. He honestly couldn’t think of what to say.

	“Besides, your father has been stingy with his credit card, as of late,” she said. “This will save me a ton of money.”

	“You can’t be serious!” Brad said, finally snapped out of his confusion. “There is no way this is going to work! I, I only have one bed!”

	“Oh, relax,” his mom replied, rubbing his arm in a gentle and sensual manner. “It’s just for one night, I’m sure we’ll be fine sharing.”

	Brad opened his mouth to object, but realized that the lobby had filled up with people. The last thing he wanted was to publicize the fact that he was hosting his mom in his dorm room. He grabbed her by the hand and pulled her over to the elevators.

	“Come on, let’s talk about this upstairs,” he said to her disdainfully.

	 

	 

	They stepped into the elevator. Brad punched in the number for his floor and stood next to his mom, a tense silence descending into the enclosed space.

	“Look, I didn’t mean to spring this on you at the last second,” Michelle said to him. “It just kind of happened that way.”

	Brad said nothing. The fact that she was here and looking to stay with him seemed to flip his weekend upside down. He had worked hard to take care of everything earlier that weak precisely so that he could have some time to himself. His mom being here seemed to rob him of his reward.

	“It’s okay, mom,” he said to her. “We’ll work things out…”

	They elevator dinged, and the door opened. Brad stepped out into the hallway and led his mom down towards his room. As they approached, he saw something that gave him his second shock of the day.

	“Kayla, hey!” he said to the girl who was waiting in front of the locked door into his dorm.

	“Brad, perfect timing,” she said to him, smiling. “I came to invite you to Justin’s party tonight,”

	Kayla was a pretty girl, with a nice body, medium sized breasts, and a peppy personality. She had been Brad’s crush since the beginning of the year, when they sat next to each other during one of the freshman seminars.

	“I would love to go,” he said. “I just need to, well, take care of a couple of things, first.”

	Kayla seemed to notice Michelle behind him for the first time. The two smiled at each other.

	“Is this, uh…” began Kayla, unsure of what to say.

	“Kayla, this is my mom, Michelle,” he said to her. “Mom, this is Kayla.”

	Brad’s mom stepped towards Kayla and shook her hand. Brad found that he was blushing fiercely. The whole situation was just beyond embarrassing for him.

	“Nice to meet you Kayla,” she said. “Brad didn’t mention that he had found a pretty girlfriend.”

	“What, oh no…” Kayla said, beginning to blush along with Brad.

	“She’s not! Mom, we’re just friends!” Brad said urgently. They hadn’t even made it inside his room yet, and already she was causing problems. He put his hand on his forehead and fought off the urge to start shouting.

	“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. “I just assumed, silly me,”

	Kayla smiled politely, still beet red.

	“Anyway, I just came to tell you about the party,” she said. “I guess if your mom is here, I probably won’t be seeing you, huh?”

	“Oh, don’t be silly sweetie,” said Michelle with a smile. “I’m not that much older than all of you, I wouldn’t mind coming with.”

	“Uh, okay,” said Kayla. “Anyway, I’ll see you later Brad,”

	“Yeah, see you later,” he replied, embarrassed and shell shocked.

	He opened the door to his room without looking at his mother and stepped inside. She followed behind him, and set the bag she had been carrying down next to his bed.

	“You don’t mind me tagging along with you, do you Brad?” she asked him in a sweet, motherly tone.

	“To be honest, I do mom,” he said to her. “It’s a college party, and they tend to get pretty crazy…”

	“Oh?” she said, curiously. “And just what happens at them to make them so crazy?”

	She was standing only about a foot away from Brad, right in front of him. For a second, he thought about the parties he’d been to in the past. The rampant drinking and sex composed the lion’s share of his memories. He thought about adding his mom into that equation and felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and arousal sweep over him.

	“Nothing, mom,” he said to her. “Whatever, it’s a free country, and you can do what you want. Just don’t expect me to be babysitting you, or even acknowledging you while we’re there.”

	“I’m a grown woman, Brad,” she said to him. “I know how to have fun on my own,”

	 

	 

	For the next couple of hours, Brad and his mom just hung around his dorm room. He had also lucked out in that his room had a small bathroom and shower attached to it, shared with one of the other singles next door. His mom unpacked the few things that she had brought with her, and then turned on the TV. For a little while, they both lied on the couch and watched it.

	“Do you want to go out to eat before we get the night started?” she asked him.

	“Mom, I would much prefer that we keep a low profile,” he said to her. She was lying right next to him, and Brad couldn’t help but notice that the angle she was at gave him an amazing view of her cleavage. His cock stirred at the thought and he did his best to push it out of his mind.

	“Why are you being like this?” she said to him. “This is going to be fun! I’m sure the guys at the party won’t mind having me around…”

	That much was true, and it also made Brad feel a little sick to his stomach. His mom was a bombshell, and the thought of how many of the frat boys would be ogling her and hitting on her made him very uncomfortable. He assured himself mentally that there is no way anything could happen, his mom was just a harmless flirt, and plus, he would be there, too.

	“Mom, don’t get any weird ideas into your head,” he said to her. He leaned closer and brought his face right up to hers as he spoke the words, an action that made him suddenly aware of just how close their bodies were together.

	“Just what are you talking about exactly, young man?” she said to him, with a playful tone in her voice. “Are you worried about me getting into trouble?”

	His mom’s hand began to massage his thigh, and he felt his cock spring to attention. It was bizarre to him, and he had to do mental gymnastics to keep from consciously allowing himself to be turned on by her.

	“Yeah mom, I am worried,” he said. They were slowly inching towards each other, and the room was tense, as though some type of sexual bomb was about to go off.

	“We are going to be back here by 10 PM at the latest,” he said to her. “That way, we’ll avoid the part when things start to get really out of control.”

	“Oh you are no fun!” she said to him, flicking her finger across his crotch. The action almost made Brad lose control and cum in his pants. He breathed slowly, and tried to calm down his racing heart.

	“Anyway, I’m going to take a shower,” his mom said to him. “And change into some more appropriate evening clothes.”

	She got up, grabbed a towel from his clean clothes pile, and walked into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her.

	 

	 

	Brad had a moment to himself to think about the situation. He had trouble imagining having his mother accompany him to a party, honestly. It just seemed too bizarre. Michelle had always been a rather social and fun loving woman, but she was still his mom. What would his friends think?

	That was another issue, entirely. His mom’s body and sensual nature was already more than enough to get him worked up on occasion. Could he really trust his friends to keep their hands to themselves? These thoughts and many others were still on his mind several minutes later when he heard the shower turn off. The door opened just a moment after, and his mom walked into his dorm room wearing nothing but a towel.

	Brad’s jaw almost dropped when he saw her. The towel he had left in the bathroom was on the tinier side, somewhere between being regular and hand sized. She had it wrapped around her chest, but it only just barely made it all the way round. A slit was left open, cutting down her side not unlike a certain risqué style of dress.

	On top of that, it only managed to reach down to about hip level. His mom’s womanhood and butt were covered, but he got a feeling that if she bent over to pick anything up, he would have a full frontal view.

	“Hey honey,” she said to him as though everything was completely normal. “I left my clothes out here, do you mind?”

	“Uh, no, of course not,” he said, scrambling to grab her bag and bring it over to her. “Let me know if there is anything else you need, uh, in the bathroom. You know, for me to do or anything.”

	He blushed furiously. His mom had never had this much of an effect on him before. He felt like he was talking to Kayla, or one of his many other crushes from high school. It was hard for him to even string words together sensibly.

	“And just what kind of help would you have to offer, hmm?” she said. She put the bag down, and then stepped towards him. Brad could see the cleavage of her tits, which were fighting to pop out of the top of the towel. She walked over to where he stood, and got just a little too close to him. Brad felt his cock quickly pop into an erection, and more than anything he wanted to rip the towel off his mom and…

	He shook his head slightly, and forced the thoughts out of his mind. This was his mother that he was thinking about! Guilt swept over him for a second, and then he realized that his mom was still standing there, smiling coyly and observing him.

	“Uh,” he said to her, cutting through the hot tension in the room. “Are you going to head back into the bathroom?”

	“I guess so,” said his mom, turning and walking back towards the door. “For now, at least. I can’t wait, honey. This is going to be so much fun!”

	It took her about 15 more minutes to get dressed and fix her make up. When she finally came out of the bathroom, Brad was a little surprised by what she was wearing.

	Forgoing her usual modest and professional clothing, Michelle had chosen to wear a small, low cut shirt that clearly showed off her cleavage, and a pair of very tiny and very tight shorts. It was hard for him to look at her without becoming aroused.

	“Are you sure that’s what you want to wear, mom?” he asked her nervously.

	“Of course, honey,” she said, smiling. “We are going to a party, aren’t we?”

	 

	 

	It was already getting dark. Brad quickly changed into a nicer t-shirt, and then the two set off. The party was located a couple of blocks away from his dorm. He briefly considered asking his mom to drive, but something about having her bring him there seemed even lamer than showing up with her in tow.

	The street the house was on was one notorious for wild college kids and loud parties. In typical Friday night fashion, they were able to spot where it was being held from several hundred yards away, with music blaring and people gathered outside. Brad led his mom up to the door, in front of which stood a burly looking guy.

	“Sorry man,” he said to Brad. “We’re at capacity.”

	“Are you sure you can’t fit just two more?” asked Michelle from behind him. She stepped forward, and Brad could only watch as the bouncer blatantly checked out her body. She stood close to him, and pushed her huge breasts towards his face, giving him a clear view down her shirt.

	“Uh, I guess two more wouldn’t hurt,” he said. “I’ll be coming inside in a little bit, maybe me and you should grab a drink?”

	Brad’s mom smiled at him, and then the two walked through the door.

	The house was packed full of people. Loud electronica dance music blared from speakers in the living room, and everywhere he looked, Brad could see red cups in people’s hands. A beer pong table was set up in the kitchen, with just enough room on each side to let people play. As he glanced around, looking for a keg, the host of the party, Justin, came up to him.

	“Hey, good to see you Brad,” he said, smiling and stepping towards Michelle. “Care to introduce me to your friend?”

	Before Brad could say anything, his mom stepped up to Justin and shook his hand.

	“My name is Michelle, I’m actually Brad’s mother,” she said to him, with a devious smile. “It’s so nice to meet you,”

	“Oh the pleasure is all mine,” said Justin. The two of them were staring intensely at each other, and the sexual implications of it made Brad feel like jumping out of his skin.

	“If the night goes right, I get the feeling it will be both of ours,” said Brad’s mom, licking her lips.

	“Why don’t we go get a drink, and talk somewhere quiet?” asked Justin.

	“Mom!” yelled Justin. “Can we talk for a bit, in the kitchen?”

	Brad forcefully pulled his mother away from Justin and towards the doorway. He could tell that her gaze lingered on him even as they were moving. He pushed her into a spot next to the fridge, and turned to face her.

	“Can you just be low key?” he asked her, more than a little frustrated. “Hitting on my friends is not really acceptable behavior.”

	“He was hitting on me, sweetie,” she said to him. “And I was just being polite. You know that I would never let it get too far.”

	“Alright, that’s all I wanted to hear,” he said. “Come on, let’s find the keg and get some drinks.”

	 

	 

	It didn’t take them long, at least not to locate the booze. A long line was pouring out of the inside garage door. Brad and his mom both stood in the back of it, watching the party play out for a couple of minutes, until finally they got a chance to both get a drink.

	“Hey isn’t that the girl that invited you?” his mom suddenly asked him, pointing across the room.

	Brad turned, and saw that Kayla was standing across the room, looking slightly out of place.

	“I’ll be back in a couple of minutes, mom,” he said to her. “Try to stay out of trouble.”

	“Don’t worry about me, sweetie,” she replied with a laugh.

	He walked over to Kayla, and she smiled when she saw him approaching.

	“Hey there,” he said to her. “Thanks for inviting me,”

	“No prob,” she said. “Honestly, I always feel really shy at these things. It’s nice to have someone around to talk to.”

	They chatted for a little bit. The music was blaringly loud, and the action around them was wild and raucous. Eventually, the two of them meandered their way over to the beer pong table, where a new game was starting. Brad almost did a double take when he saw the teams. Justin and his mom were playing against two members of the football team.

	“Who is the girl, Justin?” asked one of the players. “She has a smoking hot body.”

	Michelle gave the guy a smile that made Brad feel more than a little uncomfortable.

	“You’re never going to believe this, but she’s Brad’s mom!” said Justin. Brad’s cheeks flushed red with embarrassment. He couldn’t see what was going on because of the table blocking some of his view, but it looked like Justin had just squeezed his mom’s ass.

	“Oh stop that, tonight I’m just Michelle,” she said, obviously enjoying the attention. “Now let’s play. Unless you boys don’t think you can handle me?”

	“Oh, I think we’ll be able to handle you just fine!” said the football player.

	The object of the game was to throw more ping pong balls across the table and into the opposing team’s cups. For every cup a team lost, they had to drink a half cup of beer. At first, the game was a back and forth affair, with both Michelle and Justin being able to hold their own. After a while, the situation began to shift.

	“Are you ready for this?” asked the football player. He threw his ball and it arced through the air gracefully, landing directly in one of the few remaining cups.

	“Oh man,” said Michelle. “It’s my turn to drink, isn’t it? Boy, it’s getting hot in here.”

	She quickly drank her beer, and then unexpectedly pulled her shirt off over her head, exposing her big, bra clad boobs to the entire party.

	“Nice, Michelle,” said Justin.

	“How about when you lose the game, I give you some pointers on it in one of the upstairs room?” said the football player, with a cocky smile.

	“Oh, we’ll have to see about that,” said Michelle.

	Brad was having an awful time. He felt like his stomach was about to turn. All he could do was hope that he could get his mom out of the party and back to his dorm room before things got too out of hand.

	“Hey, you look terrible,” whispered Kayla. “Do you want to go sit out on the porch for a bit?”

	“Yeah, that sounds good,” said Brad. He didn’t know if it was alright to leave his mom alone, but figured that she would have to control herself and put a stop to things at some point. He walked with Kayla towards the front door.

	The front porch was mostly empty, with one or two people hovering around smoking cigarettes and talking off to the side. The party had quieted down a bit since Brad and his mom had arrived. He sat down on the steps with Kayla, and the two of them were silent for a while.

	“I’m really glad you came,” she said to him.

	“Thanks,” he said, turning to meet her gaze. She was beautiful, and seemed to be radiating energy towards him.

	“It was really sweet of you to bring your mom along,” she said. “I mean, she seems like she’s having a good time,”

	“Yeah, you’re right…”

	They were quiet again for a while. Kayla turned towards him, and leaned her face in slightly. He looked into his eyes, and brought his face to hers. The two of them shared a passionate kiss, and Brad felt electricity flow through his body. Suddenly, loud laughter was erupting from inside the party. Brad turned, and got up.

	“Wait, just hang out here with me,” she said to him. “There’s no reason to go inside.”

	Brad felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. Paranoia began to course through him.

	“Why do you want me to stay outside so badly?”

	“I just, I mean, they told me to take you outside, for a bit…”

	Brad glared at her, and then turned back towards the front door. He pulled it open, and walked inside. What he saw as he made his way into the living room made him stop dead in his tracks.

	 

	 

	His mom was on the couch, next to Justin and the football player. Her bra was off, and her gorgeous breasts hung exposed for the entire room to see. Brad felt his cock surge up as he looked at them. He tried to push his way through the crowd, but couldn’t get through the throng of guys surrounding them.

	“You lost the game, Michelle,” said the football player. “I think you need to give me something as a reward.”

	She was rubbing her hand on his crotch, and Brad could see a huge bulge in his pants.

	“Oh yeah? Like what?” asked Michelle, coyly. “What is it you want me to do for you, mister football stud?”

	The football player began to unzip his pants. He pulled his huge cock out, and Brad, along with the rest of the room, had to watch as his mom wrapped her hand around it. She slowly brought her lips down to it, and then…

	“Stop!”

	Brad threw himself through the crowd and towards his mom. She managed to get one lick in on the football player’s cock, and then Brad’s fist collided with his jaw. He fell in a crumpled heap to the ground. Brad quickly pulled his mom off the couch and began dragging her to the door.

	“The show’s over,” Brad said. “Fuck all of you,”

	Michelle was resisting, but Brad’s grip on her was strong. After picking her shirt and bra up and handing them to her, he forcefully led her out the door and down the drive way.

	“Honey, what is wrong with you?” she said to him angrily. “It was just a game. I wasn’t really going to do anything.”

	“Fuck you mom,” he said. “What the fuck were you thinking?”

	The two of them were silent for most of the walk back to his dorm. Michelle stopped struggling and walked on her own, but was clearly pouting intensely for the entire way back.

	They made their way through the lobby, and into an elevator. As soon as the door closed, Brad felt his body surge with rage. He was still in disbelief over what he had seen.

	“What the fuck, mom…” he said, not looking at her. “How could you…?”

	“How could I what, honey?” she said, moving closer to him. “How could I let all of those guys, those hot, young guys, hit on me, and feel me up?”

	Brad didn’t say anything. His mom moved until her body was pushing against his.

	“How could I make their cocks hard like that?” she whispered in his ear. “You know, I was stroking off Justin underneath the table every time it wasn’t our turn in the game. I wanted to suck their cocks, I wanted one of them to take me and-“

	“Shut up!” Brad grabbed his mom and pushed her against the back of the elevator. “You slut!”

	He felt his cock throb at the thought of his mom servicing all of his friends at the party, and did the only thing his emotions would let him. He pushed up against his mom and kissed her deeply. He felt her resist for a second, and then her tongue pushed into his mouth in response.

	The elevator door opened. It seemed to break them both out of their state. Michelle looked at him, confused. 

	“What…” she said, in disbelief. “What did you just do?”

	Brad grabbed his mom by the wrist tightly and began pulling her towards his dorm room.

	“You want to be a slut mom, that’s fine by me,” he said to her. “Let’s see how you like being my slut.”

	 

	 

	Michelle was silent. Brad looked back at her and saw that her jaw was dropped open. He stopped in front of his door, quickly unlocked it, and pulled her inside.

	“Honey, this is going too far,” she said. “I’m sorry for teasing you before. I wasn’t really going to let any of them do anything too bad. You understand, right? This can’t happen.”

	Brad didn’t say anything. Instead, he unbuckled his pants, and pulled out his rock hard cock. His mom had one hand over her mouth as she looked at it.

	“That’s right mom,” he said. “You know what I want, give it to me. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.”

	Michelle didn’t move. Brad stepped towards her, and pushed her shoulders down, dropping her to her knees. She stared dumbly at his cock. He pushed his hips forward and slapped her in the face with it, and then pushed it between her lips.

	“Mmph…” Michelle said, moaning slightly. She didn’t resist, and began sucking his cock, slowly at first, with a blank look on her face.

	“Oh yeah mom, that’s right,” he said to her. “Suck my cock.”

	Michelle did as she was told. She began greedily slurping on his pole, using her tongue to massage the bottom of his shaft and bobbing her head back and forth energetically. Brad savored the feeling, and thought back to the party, and her whore like behavior.

	“This is what you get, you slut,” he said to her as she sucked. “You’re going to be my slut from now on, and only mine,”

	His mom pulled her lips off his cock and looked up at him.

	“Don’t get the wrong idea, young man,” she said. “I’m only doing this to calm you down. You will not cum in my mouth, or on me, and you will not be doing anything else sexually with me tonight. I think we’ve both had too much to drink.”

	She moved to start sucking his cock again, and Brad grabbed her roughly by the shoulders and hair.

	“No, Brad,” she said as he pushed her towards his bed. “What are you doing?”

	“Teaching you a lesson that you should have learned a long time ago,” he said, pulling her shirt and bra off of her. 

	She glared at him, and then smiled in a condescending and bitchy way.

	“You don’t have it in you,” she said. “You’re too scared to fuck your mommy, aren’t you? Here, let me make it easy, even.”

	She pulled down her shorts and stepped out of her panties. His mom lied down on his bed and spread her legs wide, taunting him with her eyes.

	“If you think you’re man enough to fuck me, go right ahead,” she said. “”But we both know you don’t have the balls.”

	Brad’s cock was rock hard, harder than it had ever been before in his life. He smiled, and then climbed on top of his mom, and without hesitation, plunged his cock roughly inside her pussy. She was already a little wet, but her cunt was so tight that it took a good deal of pressure for him to get it all the way in.

	“Oh god!” cried his mom. “You’re, you’re really doing it?”

	“What did you expect, mom?” he said. “I’m going to fuck you tonight, and from now on,”

	He thrust deep inside her, and then kissed her. His mom kissed him back, passionately. She was thrusting her hips up to meet each of his strokes now, and he could tell that she was enjoying it, in a guilty sort of way.

	“Oh god, you’re fucking your own mom!” she cried as he pounded into her.

	“That’s right mom,” he whispered into her ear. “Your own son is fucking you like a slut, and loving every second of it.”

	“Oh god!” cried Michelle, her body tensing up and going into orgasm. “This is so wrong, this is so wrong…”

	Brad was going at a fast pace now. His mother’s pussy felt amazing. There was nothing else like it. All of the guilt and shame of the taboo seemed to convert itself into sexual lust. There was no way he could stop now, or ever. His mom was going to be his whore whenever he wanted from that point on, there was no way around it.

	He fucked her harder and harder, his hips beginning to pump on their own, without instruction. Her cunt was tightening from her orgasm, and it made Brad feel like his cock was being squeezed and jerked off inside her. He pulled his member almost all of the way out of her, and hen thrust it in as deep as it would go, feeling the sensation of her tightness closing over him.

	“Please, don’t cum inside me,” she said to him. “This is wrong…”

	“Don’t worry mom, I won’t” he said, feeling his orgasm building.

	He was over the point of no return, and true to his word, he didn’t cum inside her. Brad pulled his dick out, and then roughly dragged his mom’s head up by her hair. He face fucked her mouth and luscious lips for a second, and then let his cock explode its white hot load of cum all over her pretty face. He collapsed back onto his dorm bed and his mom lied down next to him, utterly defiled.

	“Go get cleaned up,” he said to her. She nodded and then slowly began to make her way to the bathroom.

	“What do we do now, Brad?” she asked him. “What are we going to do?”

	“I already told you,” he said to her. “You’re my slut now.”

	 

	END
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	FREE EXCERPT FROM “CURSE OF DESIRE”

	 

	When Tim awoke, he was greeted by the same throbbing, hard ache of his rod between his legs that he had experienced the night before. His body felt lighter, and it almost seemed like his eyes could focus easier and more clearly. He pulled himself up into a sitting position on his bed, and felt like his muscles where a little larger than he remembered. Must just be another growth spurt, he thought to himself.

	“Tim? Are you up yet?” Angela was knocking on the door and calling to him. 

	“Yeah mom, hold on a second.” Tim rushed around the room frantically, looking for some clothes to throw on.

	The door opened as though Angela had totally ignored him. Tim scooped up a pillow off his bed and did the best he could to hide his massive erection.

	“Mom! Can you give me a minute, jesus!” He yelled at her as she walked into his room.

	Angela had a strange look in her eyes. She was looking at him in a way that Tim had never seen her look at anything before. Her mouth was drawn up into a small and flirtatious smile, and she licked her lips and moaned slightly as she approached him.

	“It’s fine honey, this can’t wait.” Angel walked over and stood close to him, a little too close. “I need to talk to you about something that I know has been hard for you to deal with.”

	She ran her hand through Tim’s hair. It wasn’t the act of it that seemed unusual to him, but rather, the way in which she did it. Her face was close to his, and she was staring deeply into his eyes. Tim was still holding the pillow against his crotch and could feel his cock throbbing against it.

	“Mom, what are you doing?” He asked her. The entire situation was bizarre to him, and he found himself wondering if he was still dreaming.

	“I saw you when you were sleeping,” she said to him, stepping even closer and bringing her body up against his. “I couldn’t help but watch, I feel like we’re being drawn together, Tim.”

	Angela grabbed the pillow and pulled it away from him. He struggled, but was too shocked and surprised by the ongoing series of events to expect it or resist.

	“I saw something poking up from your sheet,” she said to him as her hand ran down Tim’s stomach. “I just want to help you with it, you must be so uncomfortable.”

	Tim felt his mom’s hand come to rest on his hard dick and almost recoiled from shock. He stepped backwards blindly, forgetting that his bed was behind him, and fell onto it. His cock bounced up and down as he landed as though it were mirroring his surprise.

	“W-what, what the hell are you doing?” he asked breathlessly.

	Angela leaned onto the bed and began to pull herself over to him on all fours. Tim did his best to slide to the very edge of the bed. The look in her eyes just didn’t make sense to him. It was the look of intense desire and arousal, and the juxtaposition of seeing that on the face of his step mom was too much for him to comprehend.

	“Just lie back and let me take care of you,” Angela said to him, “I would do anything for you Tim, and right now what you need is a proper release.”

	Angela grabbed onto his cock again. The action sent waves of intense pleasure shooting through his body. He leaned his head back and groaned, and then felt something warm and wet engulf the head of his cock. He looked back and was greeted by the sight of his step mom sucking on his cock, hungrily.

	“Oh man, oh man…that feels so good,” Tim said, momentarily loosing himself in the sensation. “You can’t though, Angela, oh god, oh man.”

	He put his hand on her head, initially intending to pull her head back and put a stop to what has happening. Instead, he found himself urging her on, pulling her head down further onto his cock. He couldn’t believe what was happening. How could Angela be sucking his cock? It made no sense to him, and everything she had said leading up to it just made it more confusing. Tim was bouncing her head up and down vigorously now, and could feel Angela’s soft tongue rubbing against the base of his cock, pushing him nearer to the edge.

	All of the sudden, Tim’s phone rang. He had dropped it on his night stand the previous night, and only had to turn his head slightly to see the screen, and the identity of the caller. It was his dad, and in an instant, reality seemed to come crashing down.

	“No, no, we can’t!” Tim said it and completely meant it this time, and rolled off the bed, dislodging Angela from her position.

	“Tim, it’s okay, I won’t tell him,” she said to him, “This will be our little secret, please! I just need you and your cock so badly!”

	“You need to get some more sleep, and besides, they make toys for that type of thing!” Tim was back in a clear state of mind, sarcasm included, and managed to grab an armful of clothes out of his dresser as he ran out of his room. He fumbled with his boxers as he made his way downstairs, and then quickly threw on his shirt and shorts.

	“Tim, wait! I have feelings for you, strong unexplainable feelings!” Angela called to him. He could hear her footsteps heading down the hallway, and he quickly rushed out of the house and grabbed his bike.

	 

	 

	He began his ride to school and did his very best to work out just what had happened in his head. His step mom was either losing her mind, or accidently ate nothing but chocolate and oysters for breakfast, or possibly but very unlikely had always been in love with him? None of those rationalizations made any sense, but there were the best that he could come up with for the moment. Or wait…he thought back and remembered the potion from the night before. Was this what the man had meant, he wondered?

	That made no sense to him at all, though. He was the one who drank it, not his step mom. Typically love potions were the type of thing that needed to be taken by the one doing the falling in love.

	Tim did the best he could to banish all of the thoughts from his mind, including the images and feeling of his step mom from that morning. He figured that he would just forget about and see how things were that night when he made his way home. It wasn’t really his place to be worrying about his home life, especially given the hornet’s nest he knew must be waiting for him at school. Both the computer lab incident and his battle with Carter would have made their way into the school rumors for the day, and he was sure that both tales would reflect pretty badly on him.

	Tim biked through the parking lot of his school and made his way over to the bike rack. Tara was standing next to it. It wasn’t much of an issue for him, as he had never had a problem with her without Carter in tow, but he parked his bike slightly more cautiously than usual. She looked over at him and smiled.

	“Hi Tiiiim,” she said as he locked up his bike, drawing out his name.

	“Hey Tara, no violent apes following behind you I assume?” he said to her with dry glib.

	She walked towards him, and for a second he thought that she might have some kind of weapon, and backed up cautiously. Both her arms were outstretched, and Tim watched dumbfounded as she placed them on his shoulders and brought herself up against him.

	“You look soooo hot today, Tim,” she said. “We should hang out tonight. Or even better, let’s skip class and hang out now!”

	Tim opened his mouth to respond and was surprised by Tara bringing her face to his and kissing him deeply. He felt her tongue flick across his, and let his arms wrap around her to meet her embrace. Seconds passed as they made out, and then Tim pushed her away, realizing just how weird the situation was.

	“What, what is going on today?” he asked out loud. He started walking away from Tara. She followed him as if his clear rejection of her advances had not even happened.

	“Come on Tim, I need you. Please, just come and be with me for a minute, just for a minute!”

	He started walking even faster towards the entrance of the school. Tara followed at a quick pace right behind him. As he made his way inside, he ducked around the first corner her found and hurried in the opposite direction of his locker. The eyes of girls milling about the hallway tracked him in an unusual way as he went, and he felt as though a spot light was being cast down on him from the heavens.

	“This is so weird, this is so weird…” he said quietly under his breath. Hurrying through the halls, he turned into a stare case and almost ran directly into a girl he recognized.

	“Oh, hi Tim,” she said to him. Tim recognized her as Nikki Peterson, a girl who had been a crush of his consistently for the past several years. She was wearing a low cut shirt that made her huge breasts seem to pop with exciting cleavage. “How are you, it’s been so long since we’ve really talked!”

	She stepped right up to him in the stair well, and Tim felt her press her hand against his chest. Tim was still excited from the incident outside with Tara, and his dick immediately sprang to attention.

	“I’m good, Nikki. How are you?” he said. The words seemed to cast a strong cloud of sexual tension into the air as he spoke them.

	“I’m awesome,” Nikki said, smiling and staring at him. “And from the looks of things, so are you!”

	She traced her hand down Tim’s chest, all the way to his stomach. It finally settled on his hard cock. Tim forced himself to breathe as he felt her begin to massage it. The hallway was crowded, and several other people were eyeing them as they made their way by. Tim had to fight off his initial instinct to pull her off into a classroom and have his way with her.

	“As much as would love to have fun with you Nikki, I feel like you aren’t in your right state of mind now,” Tim said to her, “Though I’m probably going to kick myself for being such a gentleman once this all blows over.”

	Tim turned to leave, and almost ran directly into a wall of girls. The stairwell that they were in had filled with people, and there was no way out. He looked around, and noticed that outside of him, there wasn’t a single other guy in the group.

	“Hey uh, can we work something out,” He joked as he circled around, seeing no gaps to escape through. “I have a bunch of unsigned hall passes that I would be willing to trade for safe harbor!”

	Several girls grabbed his arms roughly from the back. He was trapped, and had trouble deciding whether or not he should be upset about that. As he looked into the crowd of girls, he saw Tara push her way forward from the back of the pack.

	“Looks like you can’t run away now, Tim,” she said with a devilish smile on her face. “How about we finish what we started earlier?”

	Nikki was still nearby, and she slid over to him as Tara began to run her hands across his chest.

	“Hey, no fair! I saw him first!” Nikki said, pawing on him and trying to push Tara out of the way with her hips.

	“He’s a big boy, Nikki,” Tara said, licking her lips. “Why don’t we share him for now?”

	“Okay, fine,” said Nikki, her big and soft lips turning into an exaggerated pout. “Let’s help him get into this. It has to be fun for him too!”

	Tara and Nikki began to run their hands all over his body. Tim struggled at first, but quickly realized that even if he escaped from the girls holding his arms and legs directly, he would still have to deal with the huge crowd surrounding him. Her surrendered to his fate, and looked down to see Tara and Nikki unzipping and pulling down his pants.

	“Whoa, don’t you think we’re moving a little fast?” Tim asked, half-jokingly.

	Tara had pulled his cock out through his boxers. It had been hard throughout most of the day, and now was no exception. He felt a shiver of pleasure shoot through his body was she started stroking it. Looking around, he could see the eyes of at least a dozen girls all locked onto it. He recognized some of them as his classmates, others as members of sports teams, and some, just girls he had seen walking through the hall.

	“Alright, push over. It’s my turn!” said Nikki, in the voice of a jealous school girl. She grabbed Tim’s cock with her soft hand and pulled it towards her, licking up the side of his shaft as she did.

	“Oh man,” said Tim. “Okay, maybe there have been worse kidnappings than this…”

	Nikki and Tara both proceeded to lick at his cock, each one trying to wrap their tongues around more of it. Tim stared down at him and they both locked their eyes on his, looking at him adoringly. The other girls were still watching with the same intent focus, and the hands of the ones that were holding him began massaging his chest and abs.

	“How the hell is this happening to me?” Tim asked out loud, to no one in particular.

	Tara and Nikki began kissing each other with Tim’s dick right in between their lips. It was almost too much for him. He could feel their soft mouths and tongues massaging against his cock, wet from their saliva. Tara shifted, and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. She began sucking it enthusiastically, and Nikki resigned herself to licking the base of his shaft and balls.

	Tim was lost in the moment. He knew if this continued, he was going to blow his load, whether he wanted to or not. He pulled his eyes from Nikki and Tara working his cock and looked up into the crowd, and was shocked to see Carter on the edge of it. His face was red with anger, and he was trying to push his way towards Tim, but was held back easily by the other girls. Tim made eye contact with him and winked.

	“Hey Carter, watch this!” He said, right as Tara was pulling her lips all the way back to the head of his cock. Tim leaned his hips back, popping his cock just barely out of her mouth right at the same time that it began to explode with cum. The first stream hit Tara smack dab in the face, and she resumed sucking as Tim’s seed continued to be pumped out. Nikki was pushing her cheeks against his cock and nuzzling it lovingly. Tim could hear Carter screaming death threats at him, but had trouble focusing on anything other than the waves of pleasure from his orgasm.
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